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ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 


PERSONS   REPRESENTED, 

EscALUS,  Prince  of  Verona. 

Paris,  a  young  JS'ohleman,  Kinsman  to  the  Prince. 

.^  ^  !■  Heads  of  Two  Houses,  at  variance  with  each  other 

Oapulet,     j 

An  old  Man,  Uncle  to  Capiilet 

Romeo,  Son  to  Montague. 

Mercutio,  Kinsman  to  the  Prince,  and  Friend  to  Romeo. 

Benvolio,  JYepheio  to  Montague,  and  Friend  to  Romeo 

Tybalt,  JVephew  to  Lady  Gapulet. 

Friar  Laurence,  a  Franciscan. 

Friar  John,  of  the  same  Order. 

Balthazar,  Servant  to  Roiueo. 

GREGOKy,  }  ^''■'"'"'*  '"  ^'•P"'*'- 

Abram,  Servant  to  Montague. 

An  Apothscary. 

Three  Musicians. 

Chorus.     Boy,  Page  to  Paris.     Peteb. 

An  Officer. 

Lady  Montague,  Wife  to  Montague. 
Lady  Capulet,  Wife  to  Capulct. 
Juliet,  Daughter  to  Capulet. 
Nurse  to  Juliet. 

Citizens  of  Verona ;  several  Men  and  Women,  Relations  to  both 
Houses ;  Maskers,  Guards,  Watchmen,  and  Attendants. 

SCENE,  during  the  greater  part  of  the  Play,  in  Verona ,  once,  in 
the  Fifth  Act,  at  Mantua. 


ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 


PROLOGUE. 

Two  housebolds,  both  alike  in  dignity, 

In  fair  Verona,  where  we  lay  our  scene. 
From  ancient  grudge,  break  to  new  mutiny, 

Where  civil  blood  makes  civil  hands  unclean. 
From  forth  the  fatal  loins  of  these  two  foes 

A  pair  of  star-crossed  lovers  take  their  life; 
Whose  misadventured,  piteous  overthrows 

Do,  with  their  death,  bury  their  parents'  strife. 
The  fearful  passage  of  their  death-marked  love, 

And  the  continuance  of  their  parents'  rage. 
Which,  but  their  children's  end,  nought  could  remove, 

Is  now  the  two  hours'  traffic  of  our  stage; 
The  which  if  you  with  patient  ears  attend. 
What  here  shall  miss,  our  toil  shall  strive  to  mend. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.     A  public  Place. 

Enter  Sampson  and  Gregory,  armed  with  swords  and 

bucklers, 

Sampson,    Gregory,  o'  my  word,  we'll  not  carry  coals. 

Gre,    No,  for  then  we  should  be  colliers. 

Sam,    I  mean,  an  we  be  in  choler,  we'll  draw. 

Gre,  Ay,  while  you  live,  draw  your  neck  out  of  the  collar. 

Sam.    I  strike  quickly,  being  moved. 
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G-re,   But  thou  art  not  quickly  moved  to  strike. 

Sam.    A  (log  of  the  house  of  Montague  moves  me. 

Gre.  To  move,  is  —  to  stir;  and  to  be  valiant,  is  —  to 
Btand  to  it.    Therefore,  if  thou  art  moved,  thou  run'st  away. 

Sam.  A  dog  of  that  house  shall  move  me  to  stand ;  I  will 
take  the  wall  of  any  man  or  maid  of  Montague's. 

Gre.  That  shows  thee  a  weak  slave ;  for  the  weakest  goes 
to  the  wall. 

Sam.  True ,  and  therefore  women,  being  the  weaker  veo- 
Bels,  are  ever  thrust  to  the  wall;  —  therefore  I  will  push 
Montague's  men  from  the  wall,  and  thrust  his  maids  to  the 
wall. 

Gre,  The  quarrel  is  between  our  masters,  and  us  their 
men. 

Sam.  'Tis  all  one,  I  will  show  myself  a  tyrant :  when  I 
have  fought  with  the  men,  I  will  be  cruel  with  the  maids; 
I  will  cut  off  their  heads. 

Gre.    The  heads  of  the  maids  ? 

Sam.  Ay,  the  heads  of  the  maids,  or  their  maiden-heaJs ; 
take  it  in  what  sense  thou  wilt. 

Gre.    They  must  take  it  in  sense,  that  feel  it. 

Sam.  Me  they  shall  feel,  while  I  am  able  to  stand ;  and 
'tis  known  I  am  a  pretty  piece  of  flesh. 

Gre.  'Tis  well  thou  art  not  fish ;  if  thou  hadst,  thou 
hadst  been  poor  John.  Draw  thy  tool ;  here  comes  two  of 
the  house  of  the  Montagues. 

Enter  Abram  and  Balthazar. 

Sam.  My  naked  weapon  is  out ;  quarrel,  I  will  back  thee. 

Gre,    How  ?  turn  thy  back,  and  run  ? 

Sam.    Fear  me  not. 

Gre.   No,  marry  ;  I  fear  thee  ! 

Sam.    Let  us  take  the  law  of  our  sides ;  let  them  begin. 

Gre.  I  will  frown,  as  I  pass  by ;  and  let  them  take  it  as 
they  list. 

Sam.  Nay,  as  they  dare.  I  will  bite  my  thumb  at  them ; 
Vihich  is  a  disgrace  to  them,  if  they  bear  it. 

Ahr.    Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  sir? 

Sam.    I  do  bite  my  thumb,  sir. 

Ahr.    Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  sir? 

Sam.    Is  the  law  on  our  side,  if  I  say  —  ay? 

Gre.   No. 

Sam.  No,  sir,  I  do  not  bite  my  thumb  at  you,  sir  ;  but  I 
bite  my  thumb,  sir  ? 

Gre.    Do  you  quarrel,  sir? 

Ahr.    Quarrel,  sir?  no,  sir. 
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8am.  If  you  do,  sir,  I  am  for  you ;  I  serve  as  good  a  man 
as  you. 

Ahr,  No  better.  "  ^/ 

Sam*  Well,  sir.  j^^y^ 

Enter  BeJnvOLIO,  at  a  distance, 

Gre,  Say — better  ;  here  comes  one  of  my  master's  kinsmen. 

Sam.    Yes,  better,  sir. 

Ahr.   You  lie. 

Sam.  Draw,  if  you  be  men. —  Gregory,  remember  thy 
swashing  blow.  [They  fight. 

Ben.  Part,  fools ;  put  up  your  swords ;  you  know  not 
what  you  do.  \_Beats  down  their  swords. 

Enter  Tybalt.^  ''""' 

Tyh.  What,  art  thou  drawn  among  these  heartless  hinds? 
Turn  thee,  Benvolio,  look  upon  thy  death. 

Ben    I  do  but  keep  the  peace ;  put  up  thy  sword. 
Or  manage  it  to  part  these  men  with  me. 

Tyh.  What,  drawn,  and  talk  of  peace  ?  I  hate  the  word, 
As  I  hate  hell,  all  Montagues,  and  thee. 
Have  at  thee,  coward.  \They  fight. 

Enter  several  partisans  of  both  houses,  ivho  join  the  fray ; 
then  enter  Citizens,  with  clubs. 

1  Cit.  Clubs,  bills,  and  partisans !  strike !  beat  them  down ! 
Down  with  the  Capulets  !  down  with  the  Montagues  ! 

Enter  Capulet,  in  his  gown;  and  Lady  Capulet. 

Cajp.  What  noise  is  this?  —  Give  me  my  long-sword,  ho  ! 
La.  Cap.  A  crutch,  a  crutch  ! — Why  call  you  for  a  sword  ? 
Cap.    My  sword,  I  say  !  —  Old  Montague  is  come, 
And  flourishes  his  blade  in  spite  of  me. 

Enter  Montague  and  Lady  Montague. 

Mon.    Thou  villain  Capulet, — hold  me  not,  let  me  go. 
La.  Mon.    Thou  shalt  not  stir  one  foot  to  seek  a  foe. 

Enter  Prince,  with  Attendants. 

Prin.    Rebellious  subjects,  enemies  to  peace, 
Profaners  of  this  neighbor-stained  steel, — 
Will  they  not  hear  ?  — What,  ho  !  you  men,  you  beasts,— 
That  quench  the  fire  of  your  pernicious  rage 
With  purple  fountains  issuing  from  your  veins. 
On  pain  of  torture,  from  those  bloody  hands 
Throw  your  mistempered  weapons  to  the  ground, 
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And  Lear  the  sentence  of  your  moved  prince.— 

Three  civil  brawls,  bred  of  an  airy  word, 

By  thee,  old  Capulet,  and  Montague, 

Have  thrice  disturbed  the  quiet  of  our  streets, 

And  made  Verona's  ancient  citizens 

Cast  by  their  grave  beseeming  ornaments, 

To  wield  old  partisans,  in  hands  as  old, 

Cankered  with  peace,  to  part  your  cankered  hate. 

If  ever  you  disturb  our  streets  again, 

Your  lives  shall  pay  the  forfeit  of  the  peace. 

For  this  time,  all  the  rest  depart  away. 

You,   Capulet,  shall  go  along  with  me ; 

And,  Montague,  come  you  this  afternoon, 

To  know  our  further  pleasure  in  this  case, 

To  old  Free-town,  our  common  judgment-place. 

Once  more,  on  pain  of  death,  all  men  depart. 

\_Uxeunt  Prince,  and  Attendants ;  Capulet,  La.  Cap., 
Tybalt,  Citizens,  and  Servants. 

Won.  Who  set  this  ancient  quarrel  new  abroach  ? 
Speak,  nephew,  were  you  by  when  it  began  ? 

JBen.    Here  were  the  servants  of  your  adversary, 
And  yours,  close  fighting  ere  I  did  approach. 
I  drew  to  part  them  ;  in  the  instant  came 
The  fiery  Tybalt,  with  his  sword  prepared; 
Which  as  he  breathed  defiance  to  my  ears. 
He  swung  about  his  head,  and  cut  the  winds, 
W^ho,  nothing  hurt  withal,  hissed  him  in  scorn. 
While  we  were  interchanging  thrusts  and  blows. 
Came  more  and  more,  and  fought  on  part  and  part, 
Till  the  prince  came,  who  parted  either  part. 

La.  Mon.    0,  where  is  Romeo  ?  —  saw  you  him  to-day  t 
Hight  glad  I  am  he  was  not  at  this  fray. 

Ben.    Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worshipped  sun 
Peered  forth  the  golden  window  of  the  east, 
A  troubled  mind  drave  me  to  walk  abroad ; 
Where, —  underneath  the  grove  of  sycamore. 
That  westward  rooteth  from  the  city's  side, — 
So  early  walking  did  I  see  your  son. 
Towards  him  I  made ;  but  he  was  'ware  of  me, 
And  stole  into  the  covert  of  the  wood. 
I,  measuring  his  affections  by  my  own, — 
That  most  are  busied  when  they  are  most  alone, — 
Pursued  my  humor,  not  pursuing  his, 
And  gladly  shunned  who  gladly  fled  from  me. 

Mon.    Many  a  morning  hath  he  there  been  seen, 
With  tears  augmenting  the  fresh  morning's  dew. 


ActI.J  ROMEO  AND  JULIET.  ii 

Adding  to  clouds  more  clouds  with  his  deep  sighs. 
But  all  so  soon  as  the  all-cheering  sun 
Should  in  the  furthest  east  begin  to  draw 
The  shady  curtains  from  Aurora's  bed, 
Away  from  light  steals  home  my  heavy  son, 
And  private  in  his  chamber  pens  himself; 
Shuts  up  his  windows,  locks  fair  daylight  out, 
And  makes  himself  an  artificial  night. 
Black  and  portentous  must  this  humor  prove, 
Unless  good  counsel  may  the  cause  remove. 

Ben.    My  noble  uncle,  do  you  know  the  cause? 

Mon,    I  neither  know  it,  nor  can  learn  of  him. 

Ben,    Have  you  importuned  him  by  any  means' 

Mon.    Both  by  myself,  and  many  other  friends 
But  he,  his  own  affections'  counsellor, 
Is  to  himself — I  will  not  say,  how  true  — 
But  to  himself  so  secret  and  so  close. 
So  far  from  sounding  and  discovery. 
As  is  the  bud  bit  with  an  envious  worm. 
Ere  he  can  spread  his  sweet  leaves  to  the  air. 
Or  dedicate  his  beauty  to  the  sun. 
Could  we  but  learn  from  whence  his  sorrows  grow, 
We  would  as  willingly  give  cure,  as  know. 

Enter  Romeo,  at  a  distance, 

Ben.    See,  where  he  comes.     So  please  you,  step  aside ; 
I'll  know  his  grievance,  or  be  much  denied. 

Mon.    I  would  thou  wert  so  happy  by  thy  stay. 
To  hear  true  shrift. —  Come,  madam,  let's  away. 

[Exeunt  Montague  and  Lady. 

Ben,    Good  morrow,  cousin. 

Bom,  Is  the  day  so  young? 

Ben.    But  new  struck  nine. 

Bom.  Ah  me!  sad  hours  seem  long. 

Was  that  my  father  that  went  hence  so  fast  ? 

Ben.    It  was. — What  sadness  lengthens  Romeo's  hours  ? 

Bom.  Not  having  that,  which,  having,  makes  them  short. 

Ben,    In  love? 

Bom,    Out  — 

Ben,    Of  love? 

Bom.   Out  of  her  favor,  where  I  am  in  love. 

Ben.    Alas,  that  love,  so  gentle  in  his  view. 
Should  be  so  tyrannous  and  rough  in  proof! 

Bo7n,   Alas,  that  love,  whose  view  is  muffled  still, 
Should,  without  eyes,  see  pathways  to  his  will ! 
Where  shall  we  dine  ?  -^  0  me  !  — What  frav  was  here  ? 
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Yet  tell  me  not,  for  I  have  heard  it  all. 

Here's  much  to  do  with  hate,  but  more  with  love. 

Why  then,  0  brawling  love !  0  loving  hate ! 

0  any  thing,  of  nothing  first  create ! 

0  heavy  lightness !  serious  vanity ! 

Mis-shapen  chaos  of  well-seeming  forms ! 

Feather  of  lead,  bright  smoke,  cold  fire,  sick  health! 

Still-waking  sleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is !  — 

This  love  feel  I,  that  feel  no  love  in  this. 

Dost  thou  not  laugh? 

Ben,  No,  coz,  I  rather  weep. 

Rom*    Good  heart,  at  what? 

Ben,  At  thy  good  heart's  oppression. 

Rom,   Why,  such  is  love's  transgression. — 
Griefs  of  mine  own  lie  heavy  in  my  breast; 
Which  thou  wilt  propagate,  to  have  it  pressed 
With  more  of  thine  :  this  love,  that  thou  hast  shown, 
Doth  add  more  grief  to  too  much  of  mine  own. 
Love  is  a  smoke  raised  with  the  fume  of  sighs ! 
Being  urged,  a  fire  sparkling  in  lovers'  eyes ; 
Being  vexed,  a  sea  nourished  with  lovers'  tears. 
What  is  it  else  ?  a  madness  most  discreet, 
A  choking  gall,  and  a  preserving  sweet. 
Farewell,  my  coz.  \Going 

Ben,  Soft,  I  will  go  along; 

An  if  you  leave  me  so,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Rom,    Tut,  I  have  lost  myself;  I  am  not  here; 
This  is  not  Romeo ;  he's  some  other  where. 

Ben,    Tell  me  in  sadness,  whom  is  she  you  love. 

Rom,   What,  shall  I  groan,  and  tell  thee? 

Ben,  Groan?  why,  no; 

But  sadly  tell  me  who. 

Rom.   Bid  a  sick  man  in  sadness  make  his  will. 
Ah,  word  ill  urged  to  one  that  is  so  ill! 
In  sadness,  cousin,  I  do  love  a  woman. 

Ben,    I  aimed  so  near,  when  I  supposed  you  loved. 

Rom,    A  right  good  marksman  !  — And  she's  fair  I  love. 

Ben,    A  right  fair  mark,  fair  coz,  is  soonest  hit. 

Rom,    Well,  in  that  hit,  you  miss;  she'll  not  be  hit 
With  Cupid's  arrow;  she  hath  Dian's  wit; 
And  in  strong  proof  of  chastity  well  armed. 
From  love's  weak,  childish  bow  she  lives  unharmed. 
She  will  not  stay  the  siege  of  loving  terms, 
Nor  bide  the  encounter  of  assailing  eyes. 
Nor  ope  her  lap  to  saint-seducing  gold. 
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0,  she  is  rich  in  beauty;  only  poor, 

That,  when  she  dies,  with  beauty  dies  her  store. 

Ben.  Then  she  hath  sworn,  that  she  will  still  live  chaste? 

Rom,  She  hath,  and  in  that  sparing  makes  huge  waste; 
For  beauty,  starved  with  her  severity, 
Cuts  beauty  off  from  all  posterity. 
She  is  too  fair,  too  wise;  vfisely  too  fair, 
To  merit  bliss  by  making  me  despair. 
She  hath  forsworn  to  love;  and,  in  that  vow, 
Do  I  live  dead,  that  live  to  tell  it  now. 

Ben,   Be  ruled  by  me,  forget  to  think  of  her. 

Rom,    0,  teach  me  how  I  should  forget  to  think. 

Ben,   By  giving  liberty  unto  thine  eyes ; 
Examine  other  beauties. 

Rom,  'Tis  the  way 

To  call  hers,  exquisite,  in  question  more. 
These  happy  masks,  that  kiss  fair  ladies'  brows. 
Being  black,  put  us  in  mind  they  hide  the  fair; 
He  that  is  strucken  blind,  cannot  forget 
The  precious  treasure  of  his  eyesight  lost. 
Show  me  a  mistress  that  is  passing  fair, 
What  doth  her  beauty  serve,  but  as  a  note 
Where  I  may  read,  who  passed  that  passing  fair? 
Farewell;  thou  canst  not  teach  me  to  forget. 

Ben,   I'll  pay  that  doctrine,  or  else  die  in  debt. 

[Exeunt 

^     ,    W'^ 

SCENE  II.     A  Street  U--f  o\> 
Enter  Capulet,  Paris,  and  Servant. 

Cap.    And  Montague  is  bound  as  well  as  I, 
In  penalty  alike ;  and  'tis  not  hard,  I  think, 
For  men  so  old  as  we  to  keep  the  peace. 

Par,    Of  honorable  reckoning  are  you  both ; 
And  pity  'tis,  you  lived  at  odds  so  long. 
But  now,  my  lord,  what  say  you  to  my  suit? 

Cap,    But  saying  o'er  what  I  have  said  befcre. 
My  child  is  yet  a  stranger  in  the  world ; 
She  hath  not  seen  the  change  of  fourteen  years; 
Let  two  more  summers  wither  in  their  pride. 
Ere  we  may  think  her  ripe  to  be  a  bride. 

Par,    Younger  than  she  are  happy  mothers  made. 

Cap,    And  too  soon  marred  are  those  so  early  made. 
The  earth  hath  swallowed  all  my  liopes  but  she; 
She  is  the  hopeful  lady  of  my  earth. 
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But  woo  her,  gentle  Paris,  get  her  heart, 

My  will  to  her  consent  is  but  a  part; 

An  she  agree,  within  her  scope  of  choico, 

Lies  my  consent  and  fair-according  voice. 

This  night  I  hold  an  old  accustomed  feast, 

Whereto  I  have  invited  many  a  guest, 

Such  as  I  love ;  and  you,  among  the  store, 

One  more,  most  welcome,  makes  my  number  more. 

At  my  poor  house,  look  to  behold  this  night 

Earth-treading  stars,  that  make  dark  heaven  light 

Such  comfort,  as  do  lusty  young  men  feel 

When  well-apparelled  April  on  the  heel 

Of  limping  winter  treads,  even  such  delight 

Among  fresh  female  buds  shall  you  this  night 

Inherit  at  my  house ;  hear  all,  all  see, 

And  like  her  most,  whose  merit  most  shall  be ; 

Which,  on  more  view  of  many,  mine  being  one, 

May  stand  in  number,  though  in  reckoning  none. 

Come,  go  with  me. —  Go,  sirrah,  trudge  about 

Through  fair  Verona;  find  those  persons  out, 

Whose  names  are  written  there,  \_Grives  a  paper,']  and  to 

them  say. 
My  house  and  welcome  on  their  pleasure  stay. 

[^Uxeimt  Capulet  and  Pajiis. 
Serv.  Find  them  out,  whose  names  are  written  here  ?  It 
is  written  —  that  the  shoemaker  should  meddle  with  his 
yard, —  and  the  tailor  with  his  last,  the  fisher  with  his  pen- 
cil, and  the  painter  with  his  nets ;  but  I  am  sent  to  find 
those  persons,  whose  names  are  here  writ,  and  can  never 
find  what  names  the  writing  person  hath  here  writ.  I  must 
to  the  learned. —  In  good  time. 

Unter  Benvolio  a7id  Romeo. 

Ben,    Tut,  man !  one  fire  burns  out  another's  burning. 

One  pain  is  lessened  by  another's  anguish ; 
Turn  giddy,  and  be  holp  by  backward  turning ; 

One  desperate  grief  cures  with  another's  languish. 
Take  thou  some  new  infection  to  thy  eye, 
And  the  rank  poison  of  the  old  will  die. 

Mom,    Your  plantain-leaf  is  excellent  for  that. 

Ben.    For  what,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Mom,  For  your  broken  skin. 

Ben.    Why,  Romeo,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Rom.   Not  mad,  but  bound  more  than  a  madman  is; 
Shut  up  in  prison,  kept  without  my  food. 
Whipped  and  tormented,  and  —  Good  e'en,  good  fellow. 
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8erv,  God  gl'  good  e'en  —  I  pray,  sir,  can  you  read? 

Rom.  Ay,  mine  own  fortune  in  my  misery. 

Serv.  Perliaps  you  have  learned  it  without  book.  But, 
I  pray,  can  you  read  any  thing  you  see  ? 

Rom.  Ay,  if  I  know  the  letters,  and  the  language. 

Serv.  Ye  say  honestly ;  rest  you  merry ! 

Rom.  Stay,  fellow ;  I  can  read.  \_Reads, 

Seignior  Martino,  and  Jiis  wife  and  daughters ;  County 
Anselme,  and  his  beauteous  sisters;  The  lady  widow  of 
Vitruvio ;  Seignior  Placentio,  and  his  lovely  nieces ;  Mer- 
cutio,  and  his  brother  Valentine ;  Mine  U7icle  Capulet,  his 
loife,  and  daughters ;  My  fair  niece  Rosaline ;  Livia ; 
Seignior  Valentio,  and  his  cousin  Tybalt ;  Lucio,  and  the 
lively  Helena. 

A  fair  assembly.     [^Grives  bach  the  note.']     Whither  should 
they  come? 

Serv.    Up. 

Rom.    Whither  ? 

Serv.    To  supper;  to  our  house. 

Rom.   Whose  house  ? 

Serv.    My  master's. 

Rom.    Indeed,  I  should  have  asked  you  that  before. 

Serv.  Now  I'll  tell  you  without  asking.  My  master  is 
the  great  rich  Capulet ;  and  if  you  be  not  of  the  house  of 
Montagues,  I  pray,  come  and  crush  a  cup  of  wine.  Rest 
you  merry.  \^Exit. 

Ben.    At  this  same  ancient  feast  of  Capulet's 
Sups  the  fiiir  Rosaline,  whom  thou  so  lov'st; 
With  all  the  admired  beauties  of  Verona. 
Go  thither ;  and,  with  unattainted  eye, 
Compare  her  face  with  some  that  I  shall  show, 
And  I  will  make  thee  think  thy  swan  a  crow. 

Rom.    When  the  devout  religion  of  mine  eye 

Maintains  such  falsehood,  then  turn  tears  to  fires ! 
And  these, —  who,  often  drowned,  could  never  die, — 

Transparent  heretics,  be  burnt  for  liars ! 
One  fairer  than  mj  love !  the  all-seeing  sun 
Ne'er  saw  her  match,  since  first  the  world  begun. 

Ben.    Tut !  you  saw  her  fair,  none  else  being  by, 
Herself  poised  with  herself  in  either  eye ; 
But  in  those  crystal  scales,  let  there  be  weighed 
Your  lady's  love  against  some  other  maid 
That  I  will  show  you,  shining  at  this  feast. 
And  she  shall  scant  show  well,  Jhat  now  shows  best. 

Rom.    I'll  go  along,  no  such  sight  to  be  shown, 
But  to  rejoice  in  splendor  of  mine  own.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III.     A  Boom  in  Capulet's  JETouse. 
Enter  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 

La,  Cap.    Nurse,  where's  my  daughter?   call  her  forth 
to  me. 

Nurse,   Now,  by  my  maidenhead  at  twelve  year  old, 
I  bade  her  come. — What,  lamb!  what,  lady-bird!  — 
God  forbid!  —  where's  this  girl?  what,  Juliet! 

Unter  Juliet. 

Jul,   How  now;  who  calls? 

Nurse,  Your  mother. 

Jul,  Madam,  I  am  here; 

What  is  your  will? 

La.  Cap,    This  is  the  matter. — Nurse,  give  leave  awhile, 
We  must  talk  in  secret.  —  Nurse,  come  back  again, 
I  have  remembered  me,  thou  shalt  hear  our  counsel. 
Thou  know'st  my  daughter's  of  a  pretty  age. 

Nurse,    'Faith,  I  can  tell  her  age  unto  an  hour. 

La,  Cap,    She's  not  fourteen. 

Nurse,  I'll  lay  fourteen  of  my  teeth, 

And  yet,  to  my  teen  be  it  spoken,  I  have  but  four* — 
She  is  not  fourteen.     How  long  is  it  now 
To  Lammas-tide  ? 

La,  Cap.  A  fortnight,  and  odd  days. 

Nurse.    Even  or  odd,  of  all  days  in  the  year. 
Come  Lammas-eve  at  night,  shall  she  be  fourteen. 
Susan  and  she  —  God  rest  all  Christian  souls!  — 
Were  of  an  age. — Well,  Susan  is  with  God; 
She  was  too  good  for  me.     But,  as  I  said. 
On  Lammas-eve  at  night  shall  she  be  fourteen; 
That  shall  she,  marry ;  I  remember  it  well. 
'Tis  since  the  earthquake  now  eleven  years ; 
And  she  was  weaned, —  I  never  shall  forget  it, — 
Of  all  the  days  of  the  year,  upon  that  day ; 
For  I  had  then  laid  wormwood  to  my  dug, 
Sitting  in  the  sun  under  the  dove-house  wall, 
My  lord  and  you  were  then  at  Mantua. — 
Nay,  I  do  bear  a  brain;  —  but,  as  I  said. 
When  it  did  taste  the  wormwood  on  the  nipple 
Of  my  dug,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty  fool ! 
To  see  it  tetchy,  and  fall  out  with  the  dug. 
Shake,  quoth  the  dove-house;  'twas  no  need,  I  trow, 
To  bid  me  trudge. 
And  since  that  time  it  is  eleven  years; 
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For  then  she  could  stand  alone ;  nay,  by  the  rood, 

She  could  have  run  and  waddled  all  about, 

For  even  the  day  before,  she  broke  her  brow; 

And  then  my  husband  —  God  be  with  his  soul! 

'A  was  a  merry  man;  —  took  up  the  child. 

Yea^  quoth  he,  do^t  thou  fall  upon  thy  face  ? 

Thou  wilt  fall  backward,  when  thou  hast  more  wit ; 

Wilt  thou  not,  Jule?  and,  by  my  holy-dam, 

The  pretty  wretch  left  crying,  and  said — Ay» 

To  see  now,  how  a  jest  shall  come  about ! 

I  warrant,  an  I  should  live  a  thousand  years, 

I  never  should  forget  it;   Wilt  thou  not,  Jule?  quoth  he: 

And,  pretty  fool,  it  stinted,  and  said — Ay, 

La.  Cap.    Enough  of  this  ;  I  pray  thee,  hold  thy  peace. 

Nurse.    Yes,  madam ;  yet  I  cannot  choose  but  laugh, 
To  think  it  should  leave  crying,  and  say  —  Ay, 
And  yet,  I  warrant,  it  had  upon  its  brow 
A  bump  as  big  as  a  young  cock'rel's  stone ; 
A  parlous  knock,  and  it  cried  bitterly. 
Yea,  quoth  my  husband,  falVst  upon  thy  face  f 
Thou  ivilt  fall  backward,  tohen  thou  corast  to  age; 
Wilt  thou  not,  Jule?     It  stinted,  and  said — Ay. 

Jul.    And  stint  thou  too,  I  pray  thee,  nurse,  say  I. 

Nurse.  Peace,  I  have  done.    God  mark  thee  to  his  grace ! 
Thou  wast  the  prettiest  babe  that  e'er  I  nursed ; 
An  I  might  live  to  see  thee  married  once, 
I  have  my  wish. 

La.  Cap.    Marry,  that  marry  is  the  very  theme 
I  came  to  talk  of. — Tell  me,  daughter  Juliet, 
How  stands  your  disposition  to  be  married  ? 

Jul.    It  is  an  honor  that  I  dream  not  of. 

Nurse.    An  honor !  were  not  I  thine  only  nurse, 
I'd  say  thou  hadst  sucked  wisdom  from  thy  teat. 

La.  Cap.  Well,  think  of  marriage  now ;  younger  than  you, 
Here  in  Verona,  ladies  of  esteem. 
Are  made  already  mothers;  by  my  count, 
I  was  your  mother  much  upon  these  years 
That  you  are  now  a  maid.     Thus,  then,  in  brief;  — 
The  valiant  Paris  seeks  you  for  his  love. 

Nurse.    A  man,  young  lady  !    Lady,  such  a  man, 
As  all  the  world — Why,   he's  a  man  of  wax. 

La.  Cap.    Verona's  summer  hath  not  such  a  flower. 

Nurse.    Nay,  he's  a  flower ;  in  faith,  a  very  flower. 

La.  Cap.  What  say  jou  ?  can  you  love  the  gentleman  ? 
This  night  you  shall  behold  him  at  our  feast; 
Read  o'er  the  volume  of  young  Paris'  face, 
Vol.  VIIL— 2 
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And  find  delight  writ  there  with  beauty's  pen; 

Examine  every  married  lineament, 

And  see  how  one  another  lends  content ; 

And  what  obscured  in  this  fair  volume  lies, 

Find  written  in  the  margin  of  his  eyes. 

This  precious  book  of  love,  this  unbound  lover, 

To  beautify  him,  only  lacks  a  cover. 

The  fish  lives  in  the  sea ;  and  'tis  much  pride, 

For  fair  without  the  fair  within  to  hide. 

That  book  in  many's  eyes  doth  share  the  glory, 

That  in  gold  clasps  locks  in  the  golden  story ; 

So  shall  you  share  all  that  he  doth  possess. 

By  having  him,  making  yourself  no  less. 

Nurse,    No  less  ?  nay,  bigger ;  women  grow  by  men. 

La,  Cap,    Speak  briefly,  can  you  like  of  Paris'  love  ? 

Jul,    I'll  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move ; 
But  no  more  deep  will  I  endart  mine  eye. 
Than  your  consent  gives  strength  to  make  it  fly. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv,  Madam,  the  guests  are  come,  supper  served  up, 
you  called,  my  young  lady  asked  for,  the  nurse  cursed  in 
the  pantry,  and  every  thing  in  extremity.  I  must  hence  to 
wait ;  I  beseech  you,  follow  straight. 

La,  Cap,  We  follow  thee. — Juliet,  the  county  stays. 

Nurse,    Go,  girl,  seek  happy  nights  to  happy  days. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  IV.     A  Street, 

Enter  Romeo,  Mercutio,  Benvolio,  ivith  jive  or  six 
maskers,  torch-bearers,  and  others, 

Horn,  What,  shall  this  speech  be  spoke  for  our  excuse  ? 
Or  shall  we  on  without  apology  ? 

Ben,    The  date  is  out  of  such  prolixity. 
We'll  have  no  Cupid  hood-winked  with  a  scarf, 
Bearing  a  Tartar's  painted  bow  of  lath. 
Scaring  the  ladies  like  a  crow-keeper ; 
Nor  no  without-book  prologue,  faintly  spoke 
After  the  prompter  for  our  entiance  ; 
But,  let  them  measure  us  by  what  they  will, 
W^e'U  measure  them  a  measure,  and  be  gone. 

Ilovi,    Give  me  a  torch. —  I  am  not  for  this  ambling. 
Being  but  heavy,  I  will  bear  the  light. 

31er,    Nay,  gentle  Ilomeo,  we  must  have  ycu  dance. 
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Rom,   Not  I,  believe  me;  you  have  dancing  shoes, 
With  nimble  soles ;  I  have  a  soul  of  lead, 
So  stakes  me  to  the  ground,  I  cannot  move. 

3Ier.    You  are  a  lover;  borrow  Cupid's  wings, 
And  soar  with  them  above  a  common  ground. 

Rom,    I  am  too  sore  enpierced  with  his  shaft. 
To  soar  with  his  light  feathers ;  and  so  bound, 
I  cannot  bound  a  pitch  above  dull  woe  : 
Under  love's  heavy  burden  do  I  sink. 

Mer,   And,  to  sink  in  it,  should  you  burden  love ; 
Too  great  oppression  for  a  tender  thing. 

Rom.    Is  love  a  tender  thing?     It  is  too  rough. 
Too  rude,  too  boisterous ;  and  it  pricks  like  thorn. 

Mer.    If  love  be  rough  with  you,  be  rough  with  love ; 
Prick  love  for  pricking,  and  you  beat  love  down. — 
Give  me  a  case  to  put  my  visage  in.      \_Putting  on  a  mask 
A  visor  for  a  visor! — What  care  I, 
What  curious  eye  doth  quote  deformities  ? 
Here  are  the  beetle-brows,  shall  blush  for  me. 

Ren,    Come,  knock,  and  enter ;  and  no  sooner  in. 
But  every  man  betake  him  to  his  legs. 

Ro7n,    A  torch  for  me.     Let  wantons,  light  of  heart, 
Tickle  the  senseless  rushes  with  their  heels ; 
For  I  am  proverbed  with  a  grandsire  phrase, — 
I'll  be  a  candle-holder,  and  look  on, — 
The  game  was  ne'er  so  fair,  and  I  am  done. 

Mer,    Tut !  dun's  the  mouse,  the  constable's  own  word. 
If  thou  art  dun,  we'll  draw  thee  from  the  mire 
Of  this  (save  reverence)  love,  wherein  thou  stick'st 
Up  to  the  ears. —  Come,  we  burn  daylight,  ho. 

Rom,   Nay,  that's  not  so. 

3Ier,  I  mean,  sir,  in  delay 

We  waste  our  lights  in  vain,  like  lamps  by  day. 
Take  our  good  meaning ;  for  our  judgment  sits 
Five  times  in  that,  ere  once  in  our  five  wits. 

Rom.    And  we  mean  well,  in  going  to  this  mask; 
But  'tis  no  wit  to  go. 

Mer,  Why,  may  one  ask? 

Rom,    1  dreamt  a  dream  to-night. 

Mer,  And  so  did  L 

Rom.    Well,  what  was  yours  ? 

Mer,  That  dreamers  often  lie. 

Rjm,    In  bed,  asleep,  while  they  do  dreams  things  true* 

Mer.    0,  then,  I  see,  queen  ^lab  hiitlLjbeen_  with  j;oi^^ 
Bhe_  is  the^  fairies'  midwifej^  and  she  comes 
In_sha-pje_jio._  bigger  than  an  agate^stone 
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On  the  fore-finger  of  an  alderman, 

Drawn  with  a  team  of  little  atomies 

Athwart  men's  noses  as  they  lie  asleep : 

Her  wagon-spokes  made  of  long  spinners'  legs; 

The  cover,  of  the  wings  of  grasshoppers; 

The  traces,  of  the  smallest  spider's  web ; 

The  collars,  of  the  moonshine's  watery  beams: 

Her  whip,  of  cricket's  bone ;  the  lash,  of  film ; 

Her  wagoner,  a  small,  grey-coated  gnat, 

Not  half  so  big  as  a  round  little  worm 

Pricked  from  the  lazy  finger  of  a  maid : 

Her  chariot  is  an  empty  hazel-nut. 

Made  by  the  joiner  squirrel,  or  old  grub, 

Time  out  of  mind  the  fairies'  coach-makers. 

And  in  this  state  she  gallops  night  by  night 

Through  lovers'  brains,  and  then  they  dream  of  love : 

On  courtiers'  knees,  that  dream  on  court'sies  straight: 

O'er  lawyer's  fingers,  who  straight  dream  on  fees: 

O'er  ladies'  lips,  who  straight  on  kisses  dream; 

Which  oft  the  angry  Mab  with  blisters  plagues, 

Because  their  breaths  with  sweetmeats  tainted  are. 

Sometime  she  gallops  o'er  a  courtier's  nose. 

And  then  dreams  he  of  smelling  out  a  suit : 

And  sometimes  comes  she  with  a  tithe-pig's  tail. 

Tickling  a  parson's  nose  as  'a  lies  asleep ; 

Then  dreams  he  of  another  benefice : 

Sometime  she  driveth  o'er  a  soldier's  neck. 

And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  foreign  throats, 

Of  breaches,  ambuscadoes,  Spanish  blades, 

Of  healths  five  fathom  deep ;  and  then  anon 

Drums  in  his  ear ;  at  which  he  starts  and  wakes ; 

And  being  thus  frighted,  swears  a  prayer  or  two, 

And  sleeps  again.     This  is  that  very  Mab, 

That  plats  the  manes  of  horses  in  the  night; 

And  bakes  the  elf-locks  in  foul,  sluttish  hairs. 

Which,  once  untangled,  much  misfortune  bodes. 

This  is  the  hag,  when  maids  lie  on  their  backs, 

That  presses  them,  and  learns  them  first  to  bear, 

Making  them  women  of  good  carriage. 

This,  this  is  she  — 

Mom,  Peace,  peace,  Mercutio,  peace; 

Thou  talk'st  of  nothing. 

3Ie/^.  True,  I  talk  of  dreams; 

Wlrlcn  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain. 
Begot  of  nothing  but  vain  fantasy ; 
Which  is  as  thin  of  substance  as  the  air; 
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And  more  inconstant  than  the  wind,  who  wooes 
Even  now  the  frozen  bosom  of  the  north, 
And,  being  angered,  puifs   away  from  thence, 
Turning  his  face  to  the  dew-dropping  south. 

Ben,    This  wind,  jou  talk  of,  blows  us  from  ourselves , 
Supper  is  done,  and  we  shall  come  too  late. 

Rom,    I  fear  too  early ;  for  my  mind  misgives, 
Some  consequence,  yet  hanging  in  the  stars. 
Shall  bitterly  begin  his  fearful  date 
With  this  night's  revels ;  and  expire  the  term 
Of  a  despised  life,  closed  in  my  breast, 
By  some  vile  forfeit  of  untimely  death. 
But  He,  that  hath  the  steerage  of  my  course, 
Direct  my  sail !     On,  lusty  gentlemen. 

Ben,    Strike,  drum.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  V.     A  Hall  in  Capulet's  House,     Musicians 

waiting, 

Hnter  Servants. 

1  Serv,  Where's  Potpan,  that  he  helps  not  to  take  away? 
He  shift  a  trencher  !  he  scrape  a  trencher  ! 

2  Serv,  When  good  manners  shall  lie  all  in  one  or  two 
men's  hands,  and  they  unwashed  too,  'tis  a  foul  thing. 

1  Serv.  Away  with  the  joint-stools,  remove  the  court- 
cupboard,  look  to  the  plate. —  Good  thou,  save  me  a  piece 
of  marchpane ;  and  as  thou  lovest  me,  let  the  porter  let  in 
Susan  Grindstone  and  Nell. — Antony  !  and  Potpan  ! 

2  Serv,    Ay,  boy ;  ready. 

1  Serv,  You  are  looked  for,  and  called  for,  asked  for,  and 
sought  for,  in  the  great  chamber. 

2  Serv,  We  cannot  be  here  and  there  too. — Cheerly,  boys ; 
be  brisk  awhile,  and  the  longer  liver  take  all. 

[They  retire  behind, 

Enter  Capulet,  ^c,  with  the  guests  and  the  maskers. 

Cap,  Gentlemen,  welcome  I     Ladies,  that  have  their  toes 
Unplagued  with  corns,  will  have  a  bout  with  you. — 
Ah  ha !  my  mistresses !  which  of  you  all 
Will  now  deny  to  dance?     She  that  makes  dainty,  she 
I'll  swear  hath  corns :  am  I  come  near  you  now  ? 
You  are  welcome,  gentlemen  !     I  have  seen  the  day, 
That  I  have  worn  a  visor ;  and  could  tell 
A  whispering  tale  in  a  fair  lady's  ear. 
Such  as  would  please ;  —  'tis  gone,  'tis  gone,  'tis  gone. 
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You  are  Trelcome,  gentlemen!  —  Come,  musicians,  play. 
A  hall !  a  hall !  give  room,  and  foot  it,  girls. 

\^Music  plays  and  they  dance. 
More  lights,  ye  knaves ;  and  turn  the  tables  up, 
And  quench  the  fire ;  the  room  is  grown  too  hot.— 
Ah,  sirrah,  this  unlooked-for  sport  comes  well. 
Nay,  sit,  nay,  sit,  good  cousin  Capulet ; 
For  you  and  I  are  past  our  dancing  days. 
How  long  is't  now,  since  last  yourself  and  I 
Were  in  a  mask  ? 

2  Cap,  By'r  lady,  thirty  years. 

1  Gap,  What,  man  !  'tis  not  so  much,  'tis  not  so  much : 
'Tis  since  the  nuptial  of  Lucentio, 

Come  Pentecost  as  quickly  as  it  wdll, 

Some  five-and-twenty  years ;  and  then  we  masked. 

2  Cap.    'Tis  more,  'tis  more;  his  son  is  elder,  sir; 
His  son  is  thirtv. 

1  Cap.  Will  you  tell  me  that? 

His  son  was  but  a  ward  two  j^ears  ago. 

Horn.  What  lady's  that,  which  doth  enrich  the  hand 
Of  yonder  knight  ? 

^erv.    I  know  not,  sir. 

Horn.    0,  she  doth  teach  the  torches  to  burn  bright ! 
It  seems  she  hangs  upon  the  cheek  of  night 
Like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  Ethiop's  ear ; 
Beauty  too  rich  for  use,  for  earth  too  dear ! 
So  shows  a  snowy  dove  trooping  with  crows, 
As  yonder  lady  o'er  her  fellows  shows ; 
The  measure  done,  I'll  watch  her  place  of  stand, 
And,  touching  hers,  make  happy  mj  rude  hand. 
Did  my  heart  love  till  now  ?  forswear  it,  sight ! 
For  I  ne'er  saw  true  beauty  till  this  night. 

Tyh.    This,  by  his  voice,  should  be  a  Montague;  — 
Fetch  me  my  rapier,  boy. — What !  dares  the  slave 
Come  hither,  covered  with  an  antic  face, 
To  fleer  and  scorn  at  our  solemnity  ? 
Now    by  the  stock  and  honor  of  my  kin, 
To  strike  him  dead  I  hold  it  not  a  sin. 

1  Cap.  Why,  how  now,  kinsman?  wherefore  storm  you  so? 

Tyh.    Uncle,  this  is  a  Montague,  our  foe ; 
A  villain,  that  is  hither  come  in  spite. 
To  scorn  at  our  solemnity  this  night. 

I  Cap,    Young  Romeo  is't  ? 

Tyh.  'Tis  he;  that  villain  Romeo. 

1  Cap.    Content  thee,  gentle  coz,  let  him  alone ; 
He  bears  him  like  a  portly  gentleman ; 
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And,  to  saj  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him, 
To  be  a  virtuous  and  well-governed  youth. 
I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  all  this  town, 
Here  in  mj  house,  do  him  disparagement ; 
Therefore  be  patient,  take  no  note  of  him ; 
It  is  my  will ;  the  which  if  thou  respect, 
Show  a  fair  presence,  and  put  off  these  frowns, 
An  ill-beseeming  semblance  for  a  feast. 

Tyh,    It  fits,  when  such  a  villain  is  a  guest; 
I'll  not  endure  him. 

1  Cap,  He  shall  be  endured; 

What,  goodman  boy?  —  I  say,  he  shall. —  Go  to;  — 
Am  I  the  master  here,  or  you?  go  to. 
You'll  not  endure  him!  —  God  shall  mend  my  soul  — 
You'll  make  a  mutiny  among  my  guests ! 
You  will  set  cock-a-hoop  !  you'll  be  the  man ! 

Tyh,  Why,  uncle,  'tis  a  shame. 

1  Cap,  Go  to,  go  to. 

You  are  a  saucy  boy. —  Is't  so,  indeed?  — 
This  trick  may  chance  to  scath  you;  —  I  know  what. 
You  must  contrary  me!  marry,  'tis  time  — 
Well  said,  my  hearts. — You  are  a  princox;  go:  — 
Be  quiet,  or  —  More  light,  more  light,  for  shame  I  — 
I'll  make  you  quiet.     What !  cheerly,  my  hearts. 

Tyh,    Patience  perforce  with  wilful  choler  meeting, 
Makes  my  flesh  tremble  in  their  different  greeting. 
I  will  withdraw ;  but  this  intrusion  shall. 
Now  seeming  sweet,  convert  to  bitter  gall.  [^JSxit. 

Horn.  If  I  profane  with  my  unworthy  hand    [^To  Juliet. 

This  holy  shrine,  the  gentle  line  is  this  — 
My  lips,  two  blushing  pilgrims,  ready  stand 

To  smooth  that  rough  touch  with  a  tender  kiss. 

Jul,    Good  pilgrim,  you  do  wrong  your  hand  too  much, 

Which  mannerly  devotion  shows  in  this ; 
For  saints  have  hands  that  pilgrims  hands  do  touch, 

And  palm  to  palm,  is  holy  palmers'  kiss. 

Jlom,    Have  not  saints  lips,  and  holy  palmers  too  ? 

Jul,    Ay,  pilgrim,  lips  that  they  must  use  in  prayer. 

Horn.    0  then,  dear  saint,  let  lips  do  what  hands  do ; 
They  pray,  grant  thou,  lest  faith  turn  to  despair. 

Jul,    Saints  do  not  move,  though  grant  for  prayers'  sake« 

.Rom,    Then  move  not,  while  my  prayer's  effect  I  take. 
Thus  from  my  lips,  by  yours,  my  sin  is  purged. 

\^Kissmg  her. 

Jul.    Then  have  my  lips  the  sin  that  thej  have  took. 
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Jtom.    Sin  from  my  lips  ?     0  trespass  sweetly  urged. 
Give  me  my  sin  again. 

Jul.  You  kiss  by  the  book. 

Nurse.    Madam,  your  mother  craves  a  word  with  you. 

Ilom.    What  is  her  mother  ? 

Nurse.  Marry,  bachelor ! 

Her  mother  is  the  lady  of  the  house. 
And  a  good  lady,  and  a  wise  and  virtuous. 
I  nursed  her  daughter,  that  you  talked  withal* 
I  tell  you, —  he  that  can  lay  hold  of  her, 
Shall  have  the  chinks. 

Rom.  Is  she  a  Capulet? 

0  dear  account !  my  life  is  my  foe's  debt. 
Ben.    Away,  begone ;  the  sport  is  at  the  best. 
Rom.    Ay,  so  I  fear ;  the  more  is  my  unrest. 

1  Cap.    Nay,  gentlemen,  prepare  not  to  be  gone: 
We  have  a  trifling  foolish  banquet  towards. — 
Is  it  e'en  so  ?     Why,  then  I  thank  you  all ; 

1  thank  you,  honest  gentlemen ;  good  night. — 
More  torches  here!  —  Come  on,  then  let's  to  bed. 
Ah,  sirrah,  [Tb  2  CapJ]  by  my  fay,  it  waxes  late. 

I'll  to  my  rest.  [Exeunt  all  hut  Juliet  and  Nurse. 

Jul.    Come  hither,  nurse;  what  is  yon  gentleman? 

Nurse.    The  son  and  heir  of  old  Tiberio. 

Jul.    What's  he  that  now  is  going  out  of  door  ? 

Nurse.    Marry,  that,  I  think,  be  young  Petruchio. 

Jul.  Vf  hat's  he  that  follows  there,  that  would  not  dance  ? 

Nurse.    I  know  not. 

Jul.    Go  ask  his  name ;  —  if  he  be  married, 
My  grave  is  like  to  be  my  wedding  bed. 

Nu7^se.    His  name  is  Romeo,  and  a  Montague, 
The  only  son  of  your  great  enemy. 

Jul.    My  only  love,  sprung  from  my  only  hate ! 
Too  early  seen  unknown,  and  known  too  late ! 
Prodigious  birth  of  love  it  is  to  me, 
That  I  must  love  a  loathed  enemy. 

Nurse.    What's  this  ?  what's  this  ? 

Jul.    A  rhyme  I  learned  even  now 
Of  one  I  danced  withal.  [One  calls  within,  Juliet. 

Nurse.  Anon,  anon:  — 

CorjQC,  let's  away;  the  strangers  all  are  gone.         [Exeunt, 

Enter  Chorus. 

Now  old  Desire  doth  in  his  deathbed  lie. 

And  young  Affection  gapes  to  be  his  heir ; 
That  fair,  which  Love  groaned  for,  and  would  die, 
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Witn  tender  Juliet  matched,  Is  now  not  fair. 
Now  Romeo  is  beloved,  and  loves  again, 

Alike  bewitched  by  the  charm  of  looks ; 
But  to  his  foe  supposed  he  must  complain, 

And  she  steal  Love's  sweet  bait  from  fearful  hooks. 
Being  held  a  foe,  he  may  not  have  access 

To  breathe  such  vows  as  lovers  use  to  swear; 
And  she  as  much  in  love,  her  means  much  less 

To  meet  her  new-beloved  any  where. 
But  Passion  lends  them  power.  Time,  means  to  meet, 
Tempering  extremities  with  extreme  sweet.  [ExiU 


ACT   II. 

SCENE  I.     An  open  Place  adjoining  Capulet's  Garden, 

Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.    Can  I  go  forward,  when  my  heart  is  here? 
Turn  back,  dull  earth,  and  find  thy  centre  out. 

[He  climbs  the  wall,  and  leaps  doivn  within  it, 

Enter  Benvolio  and  Mercutio. 

Ben.    Romeo !  my  cousin  Romeo ! 

Mer.  He  is  wise ; 

And,  on  my  life,  hath  stolen  him  home  to  bed. 

Ben.   He  ran  this  way,  and  leaped  this  orchard  wall. 
Call,  good  Mercutio. 

Mer.  Nay,  I'll  conjure,  too. — 

Romeo  !  humors !  madman  !  passion  !  lover  ! 
Appear  thou  in  the  likeness  of  a  sigh. 
Speak  but  one  rhyme,  and  I  am  satisfied  ; 
Cry  but — Ah  me!  pronounce  but  —  love  and  dove; 
Speak  to  my  gossip  Venus  one  fair  word. 
One  nickname  for  her  purblind  son  and  heir, 
Young  Adam  Cupid,  he  that  shot  so  trim. 
When  king  Cophetua  loved  the  beggar-maid. — 
He  heareth  not,  he  stirreth  not,  he  moveth  not ; 
The  ape  is  dead,  and  I  must  conjure  him. — 
I  conjure  thee  by  Rosaline's  bright  eyes, 
By  her  high  forehead,  and  her  scarlet  lip, 
Bj  her  fine  foot,  straight  leg,  and  quivering  thigh, 
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And  the  demesnes  that  there  adjacent  lie, 
That  in  thy  likeness  thou  appear  to  us. 

Ben.    An  if  he  hear  thee,  thou  wilt  anget  him. 

Mer,    This  cannot  anger  him ;  'twould  anger  him 
To  raise  a  spirit  in  his  mistress'  circle 
Of  some  strange  nature,  letting  it  there  stand 
Till  she  had  laid  it,  and  conjured  it  down ; 
That  were  some  spite.     My  invocation 
Is  fair  and  honest,  and  in  his  mistress'  name, 
I  conjure  only  but  to  raise  up  him. 

Ben.    Come,  he  hath  hid  himself  among  those  trees. 
To  be  consorted  with  the  humorous  night. 
Blind  is  his  love,  and  best  befits  the  dark. 

Mer.    If  love  be  blind,  love  cannot  hit  the  mark. 
Now  will  he  sit  under  a  medlar  tree. 
And  wish  his  mistress  were  that  kind  of  fruit, 
As  maids  call  medlars,  when  they  laugh  alone. — 
Romeo,  good  night; — I'll  to  my  truckie-bed; 
This  field-bed  is  too  cold  for  me  to  sleep. 
Come,  shall  we  go  ? 

Ben.  Go,  then ;  for  'tis  in  vain 

To  seek  him  here,  that  means  not  to  be  found.        [ExeunU 

SCENE  II.     Capulet's  Garden. 
Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.    He  jests  at  scars,  that  never  felt  a  wound. 

[Juliet  appears  above,  at  a  window. 
But.   soft !  what  light  through  yonder  window  breaks  ? 
It  is  the  east,  and  Juliet  is  the  sun ! 
Arise,  fair  sun,  and  kill  the  envious  moon. 
Who  is  already  sick  and  pale  with  grief, 
That  thou  her  maid  art  far  more  fair  than  she. 
Be  not  her  maid,  since  she  is  envious ; 
Her  vestal  livery  is  but  sick  and  green. 
And  none  but  fools  do  wear  it ;  cast  it  off. — 
It  is  my  lady ;  0,  it  is  my  love ! 

0  that  she  knew  she  were ! — 

She  speaks,  yet  she  says  nothing;  what  of  that? 
Her  eye  discourses,  I  will  answer  it. 

1  am  too  bold ;  'tis  not  to  me  she  speaks : 
Two  of  the  fairest  stars  in  all  the  heaven. 
Having  some  business,  do  entreat  her  eyes 
To  twinkle  in  their  spheres  till  they  return. 
What  if  her  eyes  were  there,  they  in  her  head  ? 
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The  brightness  of  her  cheek  would  shame  those  stars, 
As  daylight  doth  a  lamp ;   her  eye  in  heaven 
Would  through  the  airy  region  stream  so  bright, 
That  birds  would  sing,  and  think  it  were  not  night. 
See,  how  she  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand ! 
0  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand, 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek  ! 

Jul,  Ah  me ! 

Rom.  Sh^  speaks.—* 

0,  speak  again,  bright  angel !  for  thou  art 
As  glorious  to  this  sight,  being  o'er  my  head. 
As  is  a  winged  messenger  of  heaven 
Unto  the  white-upturned,  wondering  eyes 
Of  mortals,  that  fall  back  to  gaze  on  him, 
When  he  bestrides  the  lazy-pacing  clouds, 
And  sails  upon  the  bosom  of  the  air. 

Jul.    0  Romeo,  Romeo,  wherefore  art  thou  Romeo? 
Deny  thy  father,  and  refuse  thy  name ; 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  sworn  my  love. 
And  I'll  no  longer  be  a  Capulet. 

Rom,    Shall  I  hear  more,  or  shall  I  speak  at  this? 

Jul,    'Tis  but  thy  name  that  is  my  enemy ; — 
Thou  art  thyself  though,  not  a  Montague. 
What's  Montague  ?     It  is  nor  hand,  nor  foot. 
Nor  arm,  nor  face,  nor  any  other  part 
Belonging  to  a  man.     0,  be  some  other  name  ! 
What's  in  a  name  ?     That  which  we  call  a  rose. 
By  any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet ; 
So  Romeo  would,  were  he  not  Romeo  called. 
Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes, 
Without  that  title.     Romeo,  doff  thy  name ; 
And  for  that  name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee. 
Take  all  myself. 

Rom,  I  take  thee  at  thy  word. 

Call  me  but  love,  and  I'll  be  new  baptized ; 
Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Romeo. 

Jul.  What  man  art  thou,  that,  thus  bescreened  in  night. 
So  stumblest  on  my  counsel  ? 

Rom.  By  a  name 

I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am. 
My  name,  dear  saint,  is  hateful  to  myself, 
Because  it  is  an  enemy  to  thee ; 
Had  I  it  written,  I  would  tear  the  word. 

Jul.    My  ears  have  not  yet  drunk  a  hundred  w^ords 
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Of  that  tongue's  utterance,  yet  I  know  the  sound ; 
Art  thou  not  Romeo,  and  a  Montague  ? 

Horn.    Neither,  fair  saint,  if  either  thee  dislike. 

Jul.    How  cam'st  thou  hither,  tell  me  ?  and  wherefore  ? 
The  orchard  walls  are  high,   and  hard  to  climb ; 
And  the  place  death,  considering  who  thou  art, 
If  any  of  my  kinsmen  find  thee  here. 

Rom.  With  love's  light  wings  did  I  o'erperch  these  wails; 
For  stony  limits  cannot  hold  love  out ; 
And  what  love  can  do,  that  dares  love  attempt; 
Therefore  thy  kinsmen  are  no  let  to  me. 

Jul.    If  they  do  see  thee,  they  will  murder  thee. 

Rom.  Alack  !  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  eye, 
Than  twenty  of  their  swords ;  look  thou  but  sweet, 
And  I  am  proof  against  their  enmity. 

Jul.    I  would  not  for  the  world  they  saw  thee  here. 

Rom.    I  have  night's  cloak  to  hide  me  from  their  sight; 
And,  but  thou  love  me,  let  them  find  me  here. 
My  life  were  better  ended  by  their  hate. 
Than  death  prorogued,  wanting  of  thy  love. 

Jul.    By  whose  direction  found'st  thou  out  this  place  V 

Rom.    By  Love,  who  first  did  prompt  me  to  inquire; 
He  lent  me  counsel,  and  I  lent  him  eyes. 
I  am  no  pilot ;  yet,  wert  thou  as  far 
As  that  vast  shore  washed  with  the  furthest  sea, 
I  would  adventure  for  such  merchandise. 

Jul.    Thou  know'st,  the  mask  of  night  is  on  my  face ; 
Else  would  a  maiden  blush  bepaint  my  cheek, 
For  that  which  thou  hast  heard  me  speak  to-night. 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form,  fain,  fain  deny 
What  I  have  spoke ;  but  farewell  compliment ! 
Dost  thou  love  me  ?  I  know  thou  wilt  say  —  Ay; 
And  I  will  take  thy  word ;  yet,  if  thou  swear 'st, 
Thou  mayst  prove  false ;  at  lovers'  perjuries. 
They  say,  Jove  laughs.     0  gentle  Romeo, 
If  thou  dost  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully. — 
Or  if  thou  think'st  I  am  too  quickly  won, 
I'll  frown,  and  be  perverse,  and  say  thee  nay. 
So  thou  wilt  woo ;  but,  else,  not  for  the  world. 
In  truth,  fair  Montague,  I  am  too  fond ; 
And  therefore  thou  mayst  think  my  havior  light : 
But  trust  me,  gentleman,   I'll  prove  more  true 
Than  those  that  have  more  cunning  to  be  strange, 
I  should  have  been  more  strange,  I  must  confess, 
But  that  thou  ovcrheard'st,   ere  I  was  ware, 
My  true  love's  passion.     Therefore  pardon  me ; 
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And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  love, 
Which  the  dark  night  hath  so  discovered. 

Rom.    Lady,  by  yonder  blessed  moon  I  swear, 
That  tips  ^^ith  silver  all  these  fruit-tree  tops, — 

Jul.    0,  swear  not  by  the  moon,  the  inconstant  moon, 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  orb, 
Lest  that  thy  love  prove  likewise  variable.  ^^ 

Rom.    What  shall  I  swear  by  ? 

Jul.  Do  not  swear  at  all ; 

Or,  if  thou  wilt,  swear  by  thy  gracious  self, 
Which  is  the  god  of  my  idolatry, 
And  I'll  believe  thee. 

Rom,  '  If  my  heart's  dear  love — 

Jul.    Well,  do  not  swear.     Although  I  joy  in  thee, 
I  have  no  joy  of  this  contract  to-night. 
It  is  too  rash,  too  unadvised,  too  sudden ; 
Too  like  the  lightning,  which  doth  cease  to  be, 
Ere  one  can  say  —  It  lightens.     Sweet,  good  night! 
This  bud  of  love,  by  summer's  ripening  breath, 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flower  when  next  we  meet. 
Good  night,  good  night !     As  sweet  repose  and  rest 
Come  to  thy  heart,  as  that  within  my  breast ! 

Rom,    0,  wilt  thou  leave  me  so  unsatisfied  ? 

Jul.    What  satisfaction  canst  thou  have  to-night  ? 

Rom.  The  exchange  of  thy  love's  faithful  vow  for  mine. 

Jul.    I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didst  request  it: 
And  yet  I  would  it  w^ere  to  give  again. 

Rom.  Wouldst  thou  withdraw  it  ?  For  what  purpose,  love  7 

Jul.    But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again. 
And  yet  I  wish  but  for  the  thing  I  have. 
My  bounty  is  as  boundless  as  the  sea. 
My  love  as  deep ;  the  more  I  give  to  thee, 
The  more  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite. 

[Nurse  calls  within. 
1  hear  some  noise  within ;  dear  love,  adieu ! 
Anon,  good  nurse !  —  Sweet  Montague,  be  true. 
Stay  but  a  little,  I  will  come  again.  \^Exit, 

Rom.    0  blessed,  blessed  night !  I  am  afeard 
Being  in  night,  all  this  is  but  a  dream, 
Too  flattering-sw3et  to  be  substantial. 

Re-enter  Juliet,  above, 

Jul.    Three  words,  dear  Romeo,  and  good  night,  indeed, 
If  that  thy  lent  of  love  be  honorable, 
Thy  purpose  marriage,  send  me  word  to-morrow, 
By  one  that  I'll  procure  to  come  to  thee. 
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Where,  and  i^liat  time,  thou  wilt  perform  the  rite; 

And  all  my  fortunes  at  thj  foot  I'll  lay, 

And  follow  thee,  mj  lord,  throughout  the  world. 

NurseT  I  j4^i?^^t7nJ=MadaSi ! 

Jul.    I  come  anon. —  But  if  thou  mean'st  not  well, 
I  do  beseech  thee,- 


Nurse.  ^fif^Amr^-Madam ! 
Jul. 


^ 


B  j-atSoby,  I  come:  — 


•* — To  cease  thy^-^auit,  and  leave  me  to  my  grief: 
To-morrow  will  i^end.~~      ^^>^ 

Hom.^^^-"^  So  thrive~Tfi^y  soul,- 

Jul.'^'A  thousand  times  good  niskt ! 


[ExiU 


Rom.  A  thousancTtimes^^^ij^^^rse,  to  want  thy  light,— 
Love  goes  toward  lave,"'as  school-boys  from  their  books ; 
But  io¥e-^:'Oi3a^4^S,_toward  school  with  heavy  looks. 

^^^Retiring  slowlg 

Re-enter  Juliet,  above. 

Jul.    Hi^ !  Romeo,  hist !  —  0,  for  a  falconer's  voice, 
To  lure  thi&Stassel-gentle  back  again ! 
Bondage  is  ho)*i;se,  and  may  not  speak  aloud; 
Else  would  I  teaKthe  cave  where  echo  lies, 
And  make  her  airyHongue  more  hoarse  than  mine 
With  repetition  of  my^^meo's  name. 

Rom.    It  is  my  soul,  tna^  galls  upon  my  name ; 
How  silver-sweet  sound  lavers'  tongues  by  night. 
Like  softest  music^to^ttending  ears ! 

Jul.    llomep^^-" 

Rorrij^^,.^  My  sweet ! 

JrCt.  At  what  o'clock  to  mGr4icog 

Shall  ^  send  to  thee  \ 

Rom.  ---^Aii-'th^  hour  of  nine. 

Jul.    I  will  not  fail ;  'tis  twenty  years  till  then. 
I  have  forgot  why  I  did  call  thee  back.  /s  » 

Rom.    l>»t-^iie  stand  here  till  tho«.  remembfiT-^it.  ^  S^^  i. 

Jul.  4~-&hfttihteget,  M>  have  thee  still  stand  there, 
Remembering  how  I  love  thy  company. 

Rom.    And  I'll  still  stay,  to  have  thee  still  forget, 
t    Forgetting  any  other  home  but  this, 
i  l-W'^'o^/.    'Tis  almost  morning;  I  would  have  thee  gone; 
^         And  yet  no  further  than  a  wanton's  bird ; 
Who  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand. 
Like  a  poor  prisoner  in  his  twisted  gyves, 
And  with  a  silk  thread  plucks  it  back  again. 
So  loving-jealous  of  his  liberty. 

Rom.  'l--wmitd~^^-w«re--thy-i5ir^ 
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Jul.  Sweet,  so  would  I; 

Yet  1  should  kill  thee  with  much  cherishing. 
Good  night,  good  night !  parting  is  such  sweet  sorrow, 
That  I  shall  sav.  Good  night,  till  it  be  morrow.  \_Uxit. 

Horn.  Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  eyes,  peace  in  thy  breast ! — 
'Would  I  were  sleep  and  peace,  so  sweet  to  rest ! 
Hence  will  I  to  my  ghostly  father's  cell ; 
Ilis  help  to  crave,  and  my  dear  hap  to  tell.  [^Exit 

SCENE  III.     Friar  Laurence's  Cell. 

Enter  Friar  Laurence,  with  a  basket, 

Fri.  The  gray-eyed  morn  smiles  on  the  frowning  night, 
Checkering  the  eastern  clouds  with  streaks  of  light ; 
And  flecked  darkness  like  a  drunkard  reels 
From  forth  day's  pathway,  made  by  Titan's  wheels. 
Now,  ere  the  sun  advance  his  burning  eye. 
The  day  to  cheer,  and  night's  dank  dew  to  dry, 
I  must  fill  up  this  osier  cage  of  ours. 
With  baleful  weeds,  and  precious-juiced  flowers. 
The  earth,  that's  nature's  mother,  is  her  tomb ; 
What  is  her  burying  grave,  that  is  her  womb ; 
And  from  her  womb  children  of  divers  kind 
We  sucking  on  her  natural  bosom  find ; 
Many  for  many  virtues  excellent. 
None  but  for  some,  and  yet  all  different. 
0,  mickle  is  the  powerful  grace  that  lies 
In  herbs,  plants,  stones,  and  their  true  qualities; 
For  nought  so  vile  that  on  the  earth  doth  live, 
But  to  the  earth  some  special  good  doth  give ; 
Nor  aught  so  good,  but,  strained  from  that  fair  use. 
Revolts  from  true  birth,  stumbling  on  abuse. 
Virtue  itself  turns  vice,  being  misapplied; 
And  vice  sometime 's  by  action  dignified. 
Within  the  infant  rind  of  this  small  flower, 
Poison  hath  residence,  and  med'cine  power; 
For  this,  being  smelt,  with  that  part  cheers  each  part ; 
Being  tasted,  slays  all  senses  with  the  heart. 
Two  such  opposed  foes  encamp  them  still 
In  man  as  well  as  herbs,  grace,  and  rude  will; 
And,  where  the  worser  is  predominant. 
Full  soon  the  canker  death  eats  up  that  plant. 

E7iter  Romeo. 

Jtom,    Good  morrow^,  father ! 

Fri,  Benedicite ! 
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What  early  tongue  so  sweet  salutetli  me?  — 
Young  son,  it  argues  a  distempered  head, 
So  soon  to  bid  good  morrow  to  thy  bed. 
Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  eye, 
And  where  care  lodges,  sleep  will  never  lie ; 
But  where  unbruised  youth  with  unstuffed  brain 
Doth  couch  his  limbs,  there  golden  sleep  doth  reign. 
Therefore  thy  earliness  doth  me  assure, 
Thou  art  uproused  by  some  distemperature ; 
Or  if  not  so,  then  here  I  hit  it  right  — 
Our  Romeo  hath  not  been  in  bed  to-night. 

Rom.    That  last  is  true,  the  sweeter  rest  was  mine. 

Fri.    God  pardon  sin  !  w^ast  thou  with  Rosaline  ? 

Rom.    With  Rosaline,  my  ghostly  father  ?     No ; 
I  have  forgot  that  name,  and  that  name's  woe. 

Fri.    That's  my  good  son ;    but  where  hast  thou  bcoii, 
then  ? 

Rom.    I'll  tell  thee,  ere  thou  ask  it  me  again. 
I  have  been  feasting  with  mine  enemy ; 
Where,  on  a  sudden,  one  hath  wounded  me. 
That's  by  me  wounded ;  both  our  remedies 
Within  thy  help  and  holy  physic  lies. 
I  bear  no  hatred,  blessed  man ;  for,  lo, 
My  intercession  likewise  steads  my  foe. 

Fri.    Be  plain,  good  son,  and  homely  in  thy  drift ; 
Riddling  confession  finds  but  riddling  shrift. 

Rom.  Then  plainly  know,  my  heart's  dear  love  is  set 
On  the  fair  daughter  of  rich   Capulet. 
As  mine  on  hers,  so  hers  is  set  on  mine : 
And  all  combined,  save  what  thou  must  combine 
By  holy  marriage.     When,  and  where,  and  how, 
We  met,  we  v/oocd,  and  made  exchange  of  vow, 
I'll  tell  thee  as  we  pass ;  but  this  I  pray. 
That  thou  consent  to  marry  us  this  day. 

Fri.    Holy  saint  Francis !  what  a  change  is  here ! 
Is  Rosaline,  whom  thou  didst  love  so  dear, 
So  soon  forsaken  ?     Young  men's  love  then  li^es 
Not  truly  in  their  hearts,  but  in  their  eyes. 
Je^u  3Iaria  I  what  a  deal  of  brine 
Hath  washed  thy  sallow  cheeks  for  Rosaline ! 
How  much  salt  water  throw  away  in  waste, 
To  season  love,  that  of  it  doth  not  taste ! 
The  sun  not  yet  thy  sighs  from  heaven  clears, 
Thy  old  groans  ring  yet  in  my  ancient  ears; 
Lo,  here  upon  thy  cheek  the  stain  doth  sit 
Of  an  old  tear  that  is  not  washed  off  yet. 


AcTlL]  ROMEO   AND  JULIET.  33 

If  e'er  thou  wast  thyself,  and  these  woes  thine, 
Thou  and  these  woes  were  all  for  Rosaline ; 
And  art  thou  changed?  pronounce  this  sentence  then—* 
Women  may  fall,  when  there's  no  strength  in  men. 

Horn.    Thou  chid'st  me  oft  for  loving  Rosaline. 

I'ri.    For  doting,  not  for  loving,  pupil  mine. 

Mom,    And  bad'st  me  bury  love. 

Fri.  Not  in  a  grave, 

To  lay  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 

Bom,    I  pray  thee,  chide  not.     She,  whom  I  love  now, 
Doth  grace  for  grace,  and  love  for  love  allow; 
The  other  did  not  so. 

Fri.  0,  she  knew  well. 

Thy  love  did  read  by  rote,  and  could  not  spell. 
But  come,  young  w^averer,  come,  go  with  me ; 
In  one  respect  I'll  thy  assistant  be ; 
For  this  alliance  may  so  happy  prove. 
To  turn  your  households'  i;ancour  to  pure  love. 

Mom.    0,  let  us  hence ;  I  stand  on  sudden  haste. 

FrL  Wisely,  and  slow ;  they  stumble  that  run  fast. 

^Exeunt, 

SCENE  IT.     ^1  Street. 

Enter  Benvolio  and  Meroutio. 

3Ier.  Where  the  devil  should  this  Romeo  be?  — 
Came  he  not  home  to-night  ? 

Ben.    Not  to  his  father's;  I  spoke  with  his  man. 

Mer.  Ah,  that  same  pale  hard-hearted  wench,  that  Rosaline, 
Torments  him  so,  that  he  will  sure  run  mad. 

Ben.    Tybalt,  the  kinsman  of  old  Capulet, 
Ilath  sent  a  letter  to  his  father's  house. 

3Ier.    A  challenge,  on  my  life. 

Ben.    Romeo  will  answer  it. 

Mer,    Any  man,  that  can  write,  may  answer  a  letter. 

Ben,  Nay,  he  will  answer  the  letter's  master,  how  ho 
dares,  being  dared. 

Mer.  Alas,  poor  Romeo,  he  is  already  dead !  Stabbed 
with  a  white  wench's  black  eye ;  shot  thorough  the  ear 
with  a  love-song ;  the  very  pin  of  his  heart  cleft  w^ith  the 
blind  bow-boy's  butt-shaft.  And  is  he  a  man  to  encounter 
Tybalt  ? 

Ben.  Why,  what  is  Tybalt? 

Mer.  More  than  prince  of  cats,  I  can  tell  3^ou.  0,  he 
is  the  courageous  captain  of  comj^liments.  He  fights  as  you 
sing  prick-song,  keeps  time,  distance,  and  proportion;  rests 
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me  his  minim  rest,  one,  two,  and  the  third  in  your  bosom ; 
the  very  butcher  of  a  silk  button,  a  duellist,  a  duellist ;  a 
gentleman  of  the  very  first  house, —  of  the  first  and  second 
cause.  Ah,  the  immortal  passado  !  the  punto  reverse !  the 
hay ! 

Ben,    The  what  ? 

3Ier.  The  pox  of  such  antic,  lisping,  affecting  fantasti- 
coes  ;  these  new  tuners  of  accents  !  — By  Jesu^  a  very  good 
blade  ! — a  very  tall  man  ! — a  very  good  wJiore  ! — Why,  is 
not  this  a  lamentable  thing,  grandsire,  that  we  should  be 
thus  afilicted  with  these  strange  flies,  these  fashion-mongers, 
these  pardonnez-moys,  who  stand  so  much  on  the  new  form, 
that  they  cannot  sit  at  ease  on  the  old  bench  ?  0,  their 
hons^  their  hons  ! 

Enter  Romeo. 

Ben,    Here  comes  Romeo,  here  comes  Romeo. 

Mer,  Without  his  roe,  like  a  dried  herring. —  0  flesh, 
flesh,  how  art  thou  fishified !  — Now  is  he  for  the  numbers 
that  Petrarch  flowed  in  ;  Laura,  to  his  lady,  w^as  but  a  kitchen 
wench;  —  marry,  she  had  a  better  love  to  be-rhyme  her: 
Dido,  a  dowdy ;  Cleopatra,  a  gipsy ;  Helen  and  Hero,  hild- 
ings  and  harlots ;  Thisbe,  a  gray  eye  or  so,  but  not  to  the 
purpose. —  Seignior  Romeo,  hon  jour  !  there's  a  French  salu- 
tation to  your  French  slop.  You  gave  us  the  counterfeit 
fairly  last  night. 

Rom,  Good  morrow  to  you  both.  What  counterfeit  did 
I  give  you  ? 

3Ier.    The  slip,  sir,  the  slip.     Can  you  not  conceive  ? 

P^om,  Pardon,  good  Mcrcutio,  my  business  was  great ; 
and,  in  such  a  case  as  mine,  a  man  may  strain  courtesy. 

3Ier,  That's  as  much  as  to  say  —  such  a  case  as  yours 
constrains  a  man  to  bow  in  the  hams. 

Horn,    Meaning  —  to  courtesy. 

3Ier.    Thou  hast  most  kindly  hit  it. 
.  Ror)i,    A  most  courteous  exposition. 

Mer,    Nay,  I  am  the  very  pink  of  courtesy. 

Rom,    Pink  for  flower. 

Mer,    Right. 

Rom.    Why,  then  is  my  pump  well  flowered. 

Mer.  Well  said.  Follow  me  this  jest  now,  till  thou  hast 
worn  out  thy  pump  ;  that,  when  the  single  sole  of  it  is  worn, 
the  jest  may  remain,  after  the  wearing,  solely  singukr. 

Rom,  0  single-soled  jest,  solely  singular  for  the  single- 
ness. 

Mer.    Come  between  us,  good  Benvolio ;  my  wits  fail. 
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Rom,  Switch  and  spurs,  switch  and  spurs ;  or  I'll  cry  a 
match. 

Mer.  Nay,  if  thy  wits  run  the  wild-goose  chase,  I  have 
done ;  for  thou  hast  more  of  the  wild-goose  in  one  of  thy 
wits,  than,  I  am  sure,  I  have  in  my  whole  five.  Was  I  with 
you  there  for  the  goose  ? 

Rom.  Thou  wast  never  with  me  for  any  thing,  when  thou 
wast  not  there  for  the  goose. 

Mer.    I  will  bite  thee  by  the  ear  for  that  jest. 

Rom.    Nay,  good  goose,  bite  not. 

Mer.  Thy  wit  is  a  very  bitter  sweeting ;  it  is  a  most 
sharp  sauce. 

Rom.    And  is  it  not  well  served  in  to  a  sweet  goose  ? 

Mer.  0,  here's  a  wit  of  cheveral,  that  stretches  from  an 
inch  narrow  to  an  ell  broad ! 

Rom.  I  stretch  it  out  for  that  word  —  broad;  which, 
added  to  the  goose,  proves  thee,  far  and  wide,  a  broad  goose. 

Mer.  Why,  is  not  this  better  now  than  groaning  for  love  ? 
Now  art  thou  sociable,  now  art  thou  Romeo ;  now  art  thou 
what  thou  art,  by  art  as  well  as  by  nature ;  for  this  drivel- 
ling love  is  like  a  great  natural,  that  runs  lolling  up  and 
down  to  hide  his  bauble  in  a  hole. 

Ben.    Stop  there,  stop  there. 

Mer.  Thou  desirest  me  to  stop  in  my  tale  against  the 
hair. 

Ben.    Thou  wouldst  else  have  made  thy  tale  large. 

Mer.  0,  thou  art  deceived  ;  I  would  have  made  it  short ; 
for  I  was  to  come  to  the  whole  depth  of  my  tale ;  and  meant, 
indeed,  to  occupy  the  argument  no  longer. 

Rom.    Here's  goodly  gear  ! 

Enter  Nurse  and  Peter. 

Mer.    A  sail,  a  sail,  a  sail ! 

Ben.    Two,  two ;  a  shirt,  and  a  smock. 

Nurse.    Peter. 

Peter.    Anon  ! 

Nurse.    My  fan,  Peter. 

Mer.  'Pr'ythee,  do,  good  Peter,  to  hide  her  face ;  for  her 
fan's  the  fairer  of  the  two. 

Nurse.    God  ye  good  morrow,  gentlemen. 

3Ier.    God  ye  good  den,  fair  gentlewoman. 

Nurse.    Is  it  good  den  ? 

3Ier.  'Tis  no  less,  I  tell  you ;  for  the  bawdy  hand  of  the 
dial  is  now  upon  the  prick  of  noon. 

Nurse.    Out  upon  you  !  what  a  man  are  you  ? 
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Rom.  One,  gentlewoman,  that  God  hath  made  himself  to 
mar. 

Nurse.  By  my  troth,  it  is  well  said. —  For  himself  to  mar, 
quoth  'a?  —  Gentlemen,  can  any  of  you  tell  me  where  I  may 
find  the  young  Romeo  ? 

Rom.  I  can  tell  you ;  hut  young  Romeo  will  he  older  when 
you  have  found  him,  than  he  was  when  you  sought  him.  I 
am  the  youngest  of  that  name,  for  'fault  of  a  worse. 

Nurse.    You  say  well. 

Mer.  Yea,  is  the  worst  well  ?  Very  well  took,  i'  faith  ; 
wisely,  wisely. 

Nurse,  If  you  he  he,  sir,  I  desire  some  confidence  with 
you. 

Ben.    She  will  indite  him  to  some  supper. 

3Ier.    A  hawd,  a  hawd,  a  hawd  !     So  ho  ! 

Rom.    What  hast  thou  found  ? 

Mer.  No  hare,  sir  ;  unless  a  hare,  sir,  in  a  lenten  pie,  that 
is  something  stale  and  hoar  ere  it  he  spent. 

An  old  hare  hoar^ 

And  an  old  hare  hoar 
Is  very  good  mea.t  in  Lent; 

Rut  a  hare  that  is  hoar, 

Is  too  much  for  a  score, 
When  it  hoars  ere  it  b»  spent. — 

Romeo,  will  you  come  to  your  father's  ?  We'll  to  dinner 
thither. 

Rom.    I  will  follow  you. 

Mer.    Farewell,  ancient  lady ;  farewell,  lady,  lady,  lady, 

\_Exeunt  Mercutio  and  Benvolio. 

Nurse.  Marry,  farewell !  —  I  pray  you,  sir,  what  saucy 
merchant  w^as  this,  that  was  so  full  of  his  ropery  ? 

Rom.  A  gentleman,  nurse,  that  loves  to  hear  himself 
talk ;  and  will  speak  more  in  a  minute,  than  he  will  stand 
to  in  a  month. 

Nurse.  An  'a  speak  any  thing  against  me,  I'll  take  him 
doAvn  an  'a  were  lustier  than  he  is,  and  twenty  such  Jacks ; 
and  if  I  cannot,  I'll  find  those  that  shall.  Scurvy  knave ! 
I  am  none  of  his  flirt-gills ;  I  am  none  of  his  skains-mates. 
—  And  thou  must  stand  by  too,  and  sufi'er  every  knave  to 
use  me  at  his  pleasure? 

Ret.  I  saw  no  man  use  thee  at  his  pleasure ;  if  I  had, 
my  weapon  should  quickly  have  been  out,  I  warrant  you.  I 
dare  draw  as  soon  as  another  man,  if  I  see  occasion  in  a 
good  quarrel,  and  the  law  on  my  side. 

Nurse.    Now,  afore  God,  I  am  so  vexed,  that  every  part 
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about  me  quivers.  Scurvy  knave! — 'Pray  you,  sir,  a  word; 
and,  as  I  told  yoa  my  young  lady  bade  me  inquire  you  out ; 
what  she  bade  me  say,  I  will  keep  to  myself;  but  first  let 
me  tell  ye,  if  ye  should  lead  her  into  a  fool's  paradise,  as 
they  say,  it  were  a  very  gross  kind  of  behavior,  as  they  say  ; 
for  the  gentlewoman  is  young ;  and,  therefore,  if  you  should 
deal  double  with  her,  truly,  it  were  an  ill  thing  to  be  offered 
to  any  gentlewoman,  and  very  weak  dealing. 

Rom.  Nurse,  commend  me  to  thy  lady  and  mistress.  I 
protest  unto  thee, 

Nurse,  Good  heart !  and  i'  faith,  I  will  tell  her  as  much. 
Lord,  Lord,  she  vrill  be  a  joyful  woman. 

Rom.  What  wilt  thou  tell  her,  nurse  ?  thou  dost  not 
mark  me. 

Nurse.  I  will  tell  her,  sir, —  that  you  do  protest;  which, 
as  I  take  it,  is  a  gentlemanlike  offer. 

Rom,    Bid  her  devise  some  means  to  come  to  shrift 
This  afternoon ; 

And  there  she  shall,  at  friar  Laurence'  cell, 
Be  shrived,  and  married.     Here  is  for  thy  pains. 

Nurse.    No,  truly,  sir ;  not  a  penny. 

Rom.    Go  to ;  I  say  you  shall. 

Nurse.    This  afternoon,  sir?  well,  she  shall  be  there. 

Rom.    And  stay,  good  nurse,  behind  the  abbey  wall : 
Within  this  hour  my  man  shall  be  with  thee ; 
And  bring  thee  cords  made  like  a  tackled  stair, 
Which  to  the  high  top-gallant  of  my  joy 
Must  be  my  convoy  in  the  secret  night. 
Farewell!  —  Be  trusty,  and  I'll  quit  thy  pains. 
Farewell!  —  Commend  me  to  thy  mistress. 

Nurse.  Now  God  in  heaven  bless  thee ! — Hark  you,  sir. 

Rom.    y/hat  say'st  thou,  my  dear  nurse  ? 

Nurse.    Is  your  man  secret  ?     Did  you  ne'er  hear  say- 
Two  may  keep  counsel,  putting  one  away  ? 

Rom.    I  warrant  thee ;  my  man's  as  true  as  steel. 

Nurse.  Well,  sir ;  my  mistress  is  the  sweetest  lady, — 
Lord,  Lord!  —  when  'twas  a  little  prating  thing, —  0, — 
there's  a  nobleman  in  town,  one  Paris,  that  would  fain  lay 
knife  aboard ;  but  she,  good  soul,  had  as  lieve  see  a  toad, 
a  very  toad,  as  see  him.  I  anger  her  sometimes,  and  tell 
her  that  Paris  is  the  properer  man ;  but,  I'll  warrant  you, 
when  I  say  so,  she  looks  as  pale  as  any  clout  in  the  varsal 
world.  Doth  not  rosemary  and  Komeo  b(!gin  both  with  a 
letter  ? 

Rom.    Ay,  nurse;  what  of  that?  both  with  an  II. 

Nurse.    Ah,  mocker  !  that's  the  dog's  name.     R  is  for 
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the  dog.  No ;  I  know  it  begins  with  some  other  letter ; 
and  she  hath  the  prettiest  sententious  of  it,  of  you  and 
rosemary,  that  it  wouhl  do  you  good  to  hear  it. 

Ro7n.    Commend  me  to  thy  Lady.  [Exit, 

Nurse.    Ay,  a  thousand  times. —  Peter! 

Fet,    Anon ! 

Nurse.    Peter,  take  ray  fan,  and  go  before.     [Exeunt, 


SCENE  V.     Capulet's  Garden. 
Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.    The  clock  struck  nine,  when  I  did  send  the  nurse ; 
In  half  an  hour  she  promised  to  return. 
Perchance  she  cannot  meet  him  :  that's  not  so. — 
0,  she  is  lame  !     Love's  heralds  should  be  thoughts, 
"Which  ten  times  faster  glide  than  the  sun's  beams, 
Driving  back  shadows  over  lowering  hills ; 
Therefore  do  nimble-pinioned  doves  draw  love, 
And  therefore  hath  the  wind-swift  Cupid  wings. 
Now  is  the  sun  upon  the  highmost  hill 
Of  this  day's  journey ;  and  from  nine  till  twelve 
Is  three  long  hours, — yet  she  is  not  come. 
Had  she  affections,  and  warm,  youthful  blood, 
She'd  be  as  swift  in  motion  as  a  ball ; 
My  words  would  bandy  her  to  my  sweet  love. 
And  his  to  me. 

Eut  old  folks,  many  feign  as  they  were  dead ; 
Unwieldy,  slow,  heavy  and  pale  as  lead. 

Enter  Nurse  and  Peter. 

0  God,  she  comiCS !  —  0  honey  nurse,  what  news  ? 
Ilast  thou  met  with  him  ?     Send  thy  man  away. 

Nurse.    Peter,  stay  at  the  gate.  [Exit  PeteKv 

Jul.   Now,  good  sweet  nurse, — 0  Lord !  why  look'st  thou 
sad? 
Though  news  be  sad,  yet  tell  them  merrily ; 
If  good,  thou  sham'st  the  music  of  sweet  news 
By  playing  it  to  me  with  so  sour  a  face. 

Nurse.    I  am  Aveary ;  give  me  leave  awhile ;  — 
Fie,  how  my  bones  ache  !     What  a  jaunt  have  I  had  ! 

Jul.    I  Avould  thou  had'st  my  bones,  and  I  thy  news. 
Nay,  come,  I  pray  thee,  speak;  —  good,  good  nurse,  speak. 

Nurse.    Jesu,  what  haste  ?     Can  you  not  stay  awhile  1 
Do  ycu  not  see  that  I  am  out  of  breath  ? 

Jul.    How  art  thou  out  of  breath,  when  thou  hast  breath 
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To  say  to  me  —  that  thou  art  out  of  breaih? 
The  excuse,  that  thou  dost  make  in  this  delay, 
Is  longer  than  the  tale  thou  dost  excuse. 
Is  thy  news  good,  or  bad  ?  answer  to  that ; 
Say  either,   and  I'll  stay  the  circumstance. 
Let  me  be  satisfied.     Is't  good  or  bad? 

Nurse.  Well,  you  have  made  a  simple  choice ;  you  know 
not  how  to  choose  a  man.  Ilomeo  !  no,  not  he  ;  though  his 
face  be  better  than  any  man's,  yet  his  leg  excels  all  men's ; 
and  for  a  hand,  and  a  foot,  and  a  body, —  though  they  be 
not  to  be  talked  on,  yet  they  are  past  compare.  He  is  not 
the  flower  of  courtesy, —  but,  I'll  warrant  him,  as  gentle  as 
a  lamb. —  Go  thy  ways,  wench ;  serve  God. — What,  have 
you  dined  at  home  ? 

Jul.    No,  no.     But  all  this  I  did  know  before ; 
What  says  he  of  our  marriage  ?  what  of  that  ? 

Nurse.    Lord,  how  my  head  aches  !  what  a  head  have  I ! 
It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  twenty  pieces. 
My  back  0' t' other  side, —  0,  my  back,  my  back  I  — 
Beshrew  your  heart  for  sending  me  about. 
To  catch  my  death  with  jaunting  up  and  down  ^ 

Jul.    V  faith,   I  am  sorry  thou  art  not  well. 
Sweet,  sweet,  sweet  nurse,  tell  me,  what  says  my  love  ? 

Nurse.    Your  love  says  like  an  honest  gentleman, 
And  a  courteous,  and  a  kind,  and  a  handsome, 
And,  I  warrant,  a  virtuous, — where  is  your  mother ; 

Jul.  Where  is  my  mother? — Why,  she  is  within; 
Where  should  she  be  ?     How  oddly  thou  repliest  ? 
Your  love  says  like  an  honest  gentleman, — 
Whei^e  is  your  mother  f 

Nurse.  0,  God's  lady  dear ! 

Are  you  so  hot  ?    Marry,  come  up,  I  trow ; 
Is  this  the  poultice  for  my  aching  bones  ? 
Henceforward  do  your  messages  yourself. 

Jul.    Here's  such  a  coil, —  come,  what  says  Romeo? 

Nurse.    Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  shrift  to-'iay  ? 

Jul.    I  have. 

Nurse.    Then  hie  you  hence  to  friar  Laurence'  cell; 
There  stays  a  husband  to  make  you  a  wife. 
Now  comes  the  wanton  blood  up  into  your  cheeks ; 
They'll  be  in  scarlet  straight  at  any  news. 
Hie  you  to  church  ;   I  must  another  way. 
To  fetch  a  Jadder,  by  the  which  your  love 
Must  climb  a  bird's  nest  soon,  when  it  is  dark. 
1  am  the  drudge,  ;^i)d  toij  in  your  delight ; 
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But  you  shall  bear  the  burden  soon  at  night. 
Go,  I'll  to  dinner ;  hie  you  to  the  cell. 

Jul.    Hie  to  high  fortune!  —  Honest  nurse,  farewell. 

[ExeunU 

SCENE  yi.     Friar  Laurence's  Cell. 
Eiiter  Friar  Laurence  and  Romeo. 

Fri.    So  smile  the  Heavens  upon  this  holy  act, 
That  after-hours  with  sorrow  chide  us  not ! 

Rom.    Amen,  amen  !     But  come  what  sorrow  can, 
It  cannot  countervail  the  exchange  of  joy 
That  one  short  minute  gives  me  in  her  sight. 
Do  thou  but  close  our  hands  with  holy  words, 
Then  love-devouring  death  do  what  he  dare. 
It  is  enough  I  may  but  call  her  mine. 

Fri.    These  violent  delights  have  violent  ends, 
And  in  their  triumph  die !  like  fire  and  powder. 
Which,  as  they  kiss,  consume.     The  sweetest  honey 
Is  loathsome  in  his  own  deliciousness. 
And  in  the  taste  confounds  the  appetite. 
Therefore  love  moderately :  long  love  doth  so ; 
Too  swift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  slow. 

Enter  Juliet. 
Here  comes  the  lady ;  —  0,  so  light  a  foot 
Will  ne'er  wear  out  the  everlasting  flint. 
A  lover  may  bestride  the  gossamers 
That  idle  in  the  wanton  summer  air. 
And  yet  not  fall ;  so  light  is  vanity. 

Jul.    Good  even  to  my  ghostly  confessor. 

Fri.    Romeo  shall  thank  thee,  daughter,  for  us  both 

Jul.    As  much  to  him,  else  are  his  thanks  too  much. 

Rom.    Ah,  Juliet,  if  the  mensure  of  thy  joy 
Be  heaped  like  mine,  and  that  thy  skill  be  more 
To  blazon  it,  then  sweeten  with  thy  breath 
This  neighbor  air,   and  let  rich  music's  tongue 
Unfold  the  imagined  happiness  that  both 
Receive  in  either  by  this  dear  encounter. 

Jul.    Conceit,  more  rich  in  matter  than  in  words ^ 
Brags  of  his  substance,   not  of  ornament. 
They  are  but  beggars  that  can  count  their  worth  ; 
But  my  true  love  is  grown  to  such  excess, 
I  cannot  sura  up  half  my  sum  of  wealth. 

Fri.   Come,  coujc  with  me,  and  we  will  make  short  work ; 
For,   by  your  leaves,  you  shall  not  stay  alone. 
Till  holy  church  incorporate  two  in  one.  [^ExeunL 
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ACT    III. 

SCENE  I.     A  public  Place. 
Enter  Mercutio,  Benvolio,  Page,  and  Servants. 

Ben.    I  pray  thee,  good  Mercutio,  let's  retire; 
The  day  is  hot,  the  Capulets  abroad, 
And,  if  we  meet,  we  shall  not  'scape  a  brawl ; 
For  now,  these  hot  days,  is  the  mad  blood  stirring. 

3Ier.  Thou  art  like  one  of  those  fellows,  that  when  he 
enters  the  confines  of  a  tavern,  claps  me  his  sword  upon  the 
table,  and  says,  Grod  send  me  no  need  of  thee  !  and,  by  the 
operation  of  the  second  cup,  draws  it  on  the  drawer,  when, 
indeed,  there  is  no  need. 

Ben.    Am  I  like  such  a  fellow  ? 

Mer.  Come,  come,  thou  art  as  hot  a  Jack  in  thy  mood 
as  any  in  Italy ;  and  as  soon  moved  to  be  moody,  and  as 
soon  moody  to  be  moved. 

Ben.    And  what  to? 

Mer.  Nay,  an  there  were  two  such,  we  should  have  none 
shortly,  for  one  would  kill  the  other.  Thou  !  why  thou  wilt 
quarrel  with  a  man  that  hath  a  hair  more,  or  a  hair  less,  in 
Lis  beard,  than  thou  hast.  Thou  wilt  quarrel  with  a  man 
for  cracking  nuts,  having  no  other  reason  but  because  thou 
hast  hazel  eyes.  What  eye,  but  such  an  eye,  would  spy  out 
such  a  quarrel  ?  Thy  head  is  as  full  of  quarrels,  as  an  egg 
is  full  of  meat ;  and  yet  thy  head  hath  been  beaten  as  addle 
as  an  egg,  for  quarrelling.  Thou  hast  quarrelled  with  a 
man  for  coughing  in  the  street,  because  he  hath  wakened 
thy  dog  that  hath  lain  asleep  in  the  sun.  Didst  thou  not 
fall  out  with  a  tailor  for  wearing  his  new  doublet  before 
Easter?  with  another,  for  tying  his  new  shoes  with  old 
riband?  and  yet  thou  wilt  tutor  me  from  quarrelling? 

Ben,  An  I  were  so  apt  to  quarrel  as  thou  art,  any  man 
should  buy  the  fee  simple  01  my  life  for  an  hour  and  a 
quarter. 

Mer.    The  fee  simple  ?     0  simple  ! 

Enter  Tybalt  and  others. 

Ben.    By  my  head,  here  come  the  Capulets. 

3Ier.    By  my  heel,  I  care  not. 

T^b.  Follow  me  close,  for  I  will  speak  to  them.  Gentle* 
men,  good  den ;  a  word  with  one  of  you. 

3Ier.  And  but  one  word  with  one  of  us  ?  Couple  it  mih 
jjomething ;  make  it  a  word  and  a  blow. 
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Tyh,  You  will  find  me  apt  enough  to  that,  sir,  if  you  will 
give  me  occasion. 

Mer.  Could  you  not  take  some  occasion  without  giving  ? 

Tyh.    Mercutio,  thou  consortest  with  Romeo, — 

Mer.  Consort !  What,  dost  thou  make  us  minstrels  ?  an 
thou  make  minstrels  of  us,  look  to  hear  nothing  but  discords. 
Here's  my  fiddlestick ;  here's  that  shall  make  you  dance. 
'Zounds,  consort ! 

Ben.    We  talk  here  in  the  public  haunt  of  men. 
Either  withdraw  into  some  private  place. 
Or  reason  coldly  of  your  grievances, 
Or  else  depart ;  here  all  ej^es  gaze  on  us. 

Mer.  Men's  eyes  were  made  to  look,  and  let  them  gaze; 
I  will  not  budge  for  no  man's  pleasure,  I. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Tyh.  W^ell,  peace  be  with  you,  sir  !    Here  comes  my  man. 

Mer.    But  I'll  be  hanged,  sir,  if  he  wear  your  livery ! 
Marry,  go  before  to  the  field,  he'll  be  your  follower ; 
Your  worship,  in  that  sense,  may  call  him  —  man. 

Tyh.    Romeo,  the  hate  I  bear  thee,  can  afford 
No  better  term  than  this — Thou  art  a  villain. 

Horn.    Tybalt,  the  reason  that  I  have  to  love  thee 
Doth  much  excuse  the  appertaining  rage 
To  such  a  greeting. — Villain  am  I  none ; 
Therefore  farewell.     I  see  thou  know'st  me  not. 

Tyh.    Boy,  this  shall  not  excuse  the  injuries 
That  thou  hast  done  me;  Therefore  turn,  and  draw. 

Rom.    I  do  protest,  I  never  injured  thee ; 
But  love  thee  better  than  thou  canst  devise, 
Till  thou  shalt  know  the  reason  of  my  love : 
And  so,  good  Capulet, —  which  name  I  tender 
As  dearly  as  mine  own, —  be  satisfied. 

Mer.    0  calm,  dishonorable,  vile  submission ! 
A  la  stoccata  carries  it  away.  [^Drazvs. 

Tybalt,  you  rat-catcher,  vrill  you  walk? 

Tyh.    What  wouldst  thou  have  with  me  ? 

31er.  Good  king  of  cats,  nothing  but  one  of  your  nine 
lives ;  that  I  moan  to  make  bold  withal,  and,  as  you  shall 
use  me  hereafter,  dry-beat  the  rest  of  the  eight.     Will  you 

f)luck  your  s^vord  out  of  his  pilcher  by  the  ears?     Make 
laste,  lest  mine  be   about  your  ears  ere  it  be  out. 
Tyh.    I  am  for  you.  \_I)raivmg . 

llora.    Gentle  Mercutio,   put  thy  rapier  up. 
3Ier.    Come,  sir,  your  passado.  \_They  fight, 

Horn.    Draw',  Benvolio ; 
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Beat  down  their  weapons. —  Gentlemen,  for  shame; 
Forbear  this  outrage. — Tybalt  —  Mercutio  — 
The  prince  expressly  hath  forbid  this  bandying 
In  Verona  streets. — Hold,  Tybalt;  —  good  Mercutio. 

\_JExeu7it  Tybalt  aiid  Ms  partisans, 

Mer.    I  am  hurt ;  — 
A  plague  0'  both  the  houses!  —  I  am  sped. — 
Is  he  gone,  and  hath  nothing  ? 

Ben,  What,  art  thou  hurt? 

3Ier,  Ay,  ay,  a  scratch,  a  scratch ;  marry,  'tis  enough. — 
Where  is  my  page!  —  Go,  villain,  fetch  a  surgeon. 

\_Exit  Page. 

Horn.    Courage,  man ;  the  hurt  cannot  be  much. 

Me7\  No,  'tis  not  so  deep  as  a  well,  nor  so  wide  as  a 
church  door ;  but  'tis  enough,  'twill  serve  ;  ask  for  me  to-- 
morrow, and  you  shall  find  me  a  grave  man.  I  am  pep- 
pered, I  w^arrant,  for  this  world. — A  plague  0'  both  your 
houses!  —  Zounds,  a  dog,  a  rat,  a  mouse,  a  cat,  to  scratch 
a  man  to  death !  a  braggart,  a  rogue,  a  villain,  that  fights 
by  the  book  of  arithmetic! — Why  the  devil  came  you  be- 
tween us  ?  I  was  hurt  under  your  arm. 

Horn.    I  thought  all  for  the  best. 

3Ier,    Help  m.e  into  some  house,  Benvolio, 
Or  I  shall  faint. — A  plague  o'  both  your  houses! 
They  have  made  worm's  meat  of  me ; 
I  have  it,  and  soundly  too. — Your  houses ! 

\_Exeunt  Mercutio  and,  Benvolio. 

Rom,    This  gentleman,  the  prince's  near  ally, 
My  very  friend,  hath  got  his  m.ortal  hurt 
In  my  behalf;  my  reputation  stained 
With  Tybalt's  slander;  Tybalt,  that  an  hour 
Hath  been  my  kinsman. —  0  sweet  Juliet, 
Thy  beauty  hath  made  m.e  effeminate. 
And  in  my  temper  softened  valor's  steel. 

He-enter  Benvolio. 

Ben,    0  Romeo,  Romeo,  brave  Mercutio's  dead; 
That  gallant  spirit  hath  aspired  the  clouds, 
VJhich  too  untimely  here  did  scorn  the  earth. 

Bora.  This  day's  black  fate  on  more  days  doth  depend ; 
This  but  begins  the  woo,  others  must  end. 

Re-enter  Tybalt. 

Ben.    Here  comes  the   furious  Tybalt  back  again. 
Rom.    Alive !  in  triumph !  and  Mercutio  slain ! 
Away  to  heaven,  respective  lenity. 
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And  fire-eyed  fury  be  my  conduct  now!  — 
Now,  Tybalt,  take  the  villain  back  again, 
That  late  thou  gav'st  me ;  for  Mercutio's  soul 
Is  but  a  little  way  above  our  heads, 
Staying  for  thine  to  keep  him  company ; 
Either  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  must  go  with  him. 

Tyh.  Thou,  wretched  boy,  that  didst  consort  him  here, 
Shalt  with  him  hence. 

Rom.    This  shall  determine  that. 

\_They  fight ;  Tybalt  falls 

Ben.    Romeo,  away,  be  gone  ! 
The  citizens  are  up,  and  Tybalt  slain. 
Stand  not  amazed;  —  the  prince  will  doom  thee  death 
If  thou  art  taken: — hence!  —  be  gone!  —  away! 

Rom,    0 !    I  am  fortune's  fool ! 

Ben,  Why  dost  thou  stay? 

l^Exit  ROiMEO. 

Enter  Citizens,  ^c. 

1  Cit,    Which  way  ran  he  that  killed  Mercutio  ? 
Tybalt,  that  murderer,  which  way  ran  he  ? 

Ben.    There  lies  that  Tybalt. 

1  Cit.  Up,  sir,  go  with  me; 

I  charge  thee  in  the  prince's  name,  obey. 

Enter  Prince,  attended ;  Montague,  Capulet,  their  wiveSf 

and  others. 

Prin.    Where  are  the  vile  beginners  of  this  fray? 

Ben.    0  noble  prince,  I  can  discover  all 
The  unlucky  manage  of  this  fatal  brawl. 
There  lies  the  man,  slain  by  young  Romeo, 
That  slew  thy  kinsman,  brave  Mercutio. 

La.  Cap.    Tybalt,  my  cousin  !  —  0  my  brother's  child  I 
Unhappy  sight !   ah  me,  the  blood  is  spilled 
Of  my  dear  kinsman!  —  Prince,  as  thou  art  true, 
For  blood  of  ours,  shed  blood  of  Montague. 
0  cousin,  cousin  ! 

Prin.    Benvolio,  who  began  this  bloody  fray  ? 

Ben.    Tybalt,  here  slain,  whom  Romeo's  hand  did  slay. 
Romeo,  that  spoke  him  fair,  bade  him  bethink 
How  nice  the  quarrel  was,  and  urged  withal 
Your  high  displeasure. — All  this  —  uttered 
With  gentle  breath,  calm  look,  knees  humbly  bo^^ed  — 
Could  not  take  truce  with  the  unruly  spleen 
Of  Tybalt,  deaf  to  peace,  but  that  he  tilts 
With  piercing  steel  at  bold  Mercutio's  breast; 
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Wlio,  all  as  hot,  turns  deadly  point  to  point, 

And.  with  a  martial  scorn,  with  one  hand  beats 

Cold  death  aside,  and  with  the  other  sends 

It  back  to  Tybalt,  whose  dexterity 

Ketorts  it.     Romeo,  he  cries  aloud, 

llold^  friends  !  friends,  part !  and,  swifter  than  his  tongue, 

His  agile  arm  beats  down  their  fatal  points. 

And  'twixt  them  rushes :  underneath  whose  arm 

An  envious  thrust  from  Tybalt  hit  the  life 

Of  stout  Mercutio,  and  then  Tybalt  fled ; 

But  by  and  by  comes  back  to  Romeo, 

Who  had  but  newly  entertained  revenge, 

And  to't  they  go  like  lightning ;  for,  ere  I 

Could  draw  to  part  them,  w\as  stout  Tybalt  slain ; 

And,  as  he  fell,  did  Romeo  turn  and  fly. 

This  is  the  truth,  or  let  Bcnvolio  die. 

La.  Qav.    He  is  a  kinsman  to  the  Montague. 
Afi*ection  makes  him  false ;  he  speaks  not  true. 
Some  twenty  of  them  fought  in  this  black  strife, 
And  all  those  twenty  could  but  kill   one  life. 
I  beg  for  justice,  which  thou,  prince,  must  give ; 
Romeo  slew  Tybalt,  Romeo  must  not  live. 

Prin,    Romeo  slew  him,  he  slew  Mercutio ; 
Who  now  the  price  of  his  dear  blood  doth  owe  ? 

3Ion,   Not  Romeo,  prince ;  he  was  Mercutio's  friend ; 
His  fault  concludes  but,  what  the  law  should  end, 
The  life  of  Tybalt. 

Prin.  And,  for  that  ofi*ence, 

Immediately  we  do  exile  him  hence : 
I  have  an  interest  in  your  hates'  proceeding. 
My  blood  for  your  rude  brawls  doth  lie  a-bleeding; 
But  I'll  amerce  you  with  so  strong  a  fine. 
That  you  shall  all  repent  the  loss  of  mine. 
I  will  be  deaf  to  pleading  and  excuses ; 
Nor  tears,  nor  prayers,  shall  purchase  out  abuses, 
Therefore  use  none ;  let  Romeo  hence  in  haste. 
Else,  wdien  he's  found,  that  hour  is  his  last. 
Bear  hence  this  body,  and  attend  our  will ; 
Mercy  but  murders,  pardoning  those  that  kill.     [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.     A  Room  in  Capulet's  House. 
Enter  Juliet. 

JvJ.    Gallop  apace,  you  fiery-footed  steeds, 
Towards  Phoebus'  mansion;  such  a  wagoner 
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As  Phaeton  would  wliip  you  to  the  west, 

And  bring  in  cloud}^  night  immediately. — 

Spread  thy  close  curtain,  love-performing  night ! 

That  runaway's  eyes  may  wink  ;  and  Romeo 

Leap  to  these  arms,  untalked  of,  and  unseen!  — 

Lovers  can  see  to  do  their  amorous  rites 

By  their  own  beauties ;  or,  if  love  be  blind, 

It  best  agrees  with  night. —  Come,  civil  night, 

Thou  sober-suited  matron,  all  in  black. 

And  learn  me  how  to  lose  a  winning  match, 

Played  for  a  pair  of  stainless  maidenhoods ; 

Hood  my  unmanned  blood  bating  in  my  cheeks, 

With  thy  black  mantle ;  till  strange  love,  grown  bold, 

Think  true  love  acted,  simple  modesty. 

Come,  night!  —  Come,  Romeo!  come,  thou  day  in  night! 

For  thou  v/ilt  lie  upon  the  vfings  of  night 

Whiter  than  new  snow  upon  a  raven's  back. — 

Come,  gentle  night ;  come,  loving  black-browed  night.— 

Give  me  my  Romeo ;  and,  when  he  shall  die, 

Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  stars. 

And  he  will  make  the  face  of  heaven  so  fine, 

That  all  the  woild  will  be  in  love  with  night, 

And  pay  no  worship  to  the  garish  sun. — 

0,  I  have  bought  the  mansion  of  a  love. 

But  not  possessed  it ;  and,  though  I  am  sold, 

Not  yet  enjoyed.     So  tedious  is  this  day, 

As  is  the  nio;ht  before  some  festiva,l 

To  an  impatient  child,  that  hath  new  robes. 

And  may  not  wear  them.     0,  here  comes  my  nurse, 

Enter  Nurse,  with  cords. 

And  she  brings  news;  and  every  tongue,  that  speaks 
But  Romeo's  name,  speaks  heavenly  eloquence. — 
Now,  nurse,  what  news  ?     What  hast  thou  there  ?  the  corda 
Tliat  Romeo  bade  thee  fetch? 

Nurse.  Ay,  ay,  the  cords. 

\_Throivs  them  down. 

Jul.    Ah  me !    what   news  ?    why  dost    thou  wring    thy 
hands? 

Nurse.    Ah,  well-a-day !  he's  dead,  he's  dead,  he's  dead ! 
We  are  undone,  lady,  we  are  undone ! 
Alack  the  day! — he's  gone,  he's  killed,  he's  dead! 

Jul.    Can  Heaven  be  so  envious? 

Nurse.  Romeo  can, 

Though  Heaven  cannot.     0  Romeo  !     Romeo  !  — 
Who  ever  would  have  thought  it?     Romeo! 
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Jul.    What  devil  art  thou,  that  dost  torment  me  thiis? 
This  torture  should  be  roared  in  dismal  hell. 
Hath  Romeo  slain  himself?  saj  thou  but  7, 
And  that  bare  vowel  /  shall  poison  more 
Than  the  death-darting  eye  of  cockatrice : 
I  am  not  I,  if  there  be  such  an  /; 
Or  those  eyes  shut,  that  make  the  answer,  /. 
If  he  be  slain,  say — /;  or  if  not,  no: 
Brief  sounds  determine  of  my  weal,  or  woe. 

Nurse,    I  saw  the  wound,  I  saw  it  with  mine  eyes, — 
God  save  the  mark! — here  on  his  manly  breast. 
A  piteous  corse,  a  bloody,  piteous  corse ; 
Pale,  pale  as  ashes,  all  bedaubed  in  blood. 
All  in  gore  blood;  I  swoonded  at  the  sight. 

JuL    0,  break,    my  heart!  —  poor   bankrupt,    break   at 
once ! 
To  prison,  eyes  !  ne'er  look  on  liberty ! 
Vile  earth,  to  earth  resign ;  end  motion  here ; 
And  thou,  and  Romeo,  press  one  heavy  bier ! 

Nurse.    0  Tybalt,  Tybalt,  the  best  friend  I  had! 
0  courteous  Tybalt !  honest  gentleman ! 
That  ever  I  should  live  to  see  thee  dead ! 

Jul.    What  storm  is  this,  that  blows  so  contrary? 
Is  Romeo  slaughtered  ?  and  is  Tybalt  dead  ? 
My  dear-loved  cousin,  and  my  dearer  lord  ?  — 
Then,  dreadful  trumpet,  sound  the  general  doom ! 
For  who  is  living,  if  those  two  are  gone  ? 

Nurse.    Tybalt  is  gone,  and  Romeo  banished ; 
Romeo,  that  killed  him,  he  is  banished. 

Jul.    0  God  !  —  did  Romeo's  hand  shed  Tybalt's  blood? 

Nurse.    It  did,  it  did ;  alas  the  day !  it  did. 

Jul.    0  serpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flowering  face ! 
Did  ever  dragon  keep  so  fair  a  cave  ? 
Beautiful  tyrant !  fiend  angelical ! 
Dove-feathered  raven  !  wolvish-ravening  lamb  ! 
Despised  substance  of  divinest  show ! 
Just  opposite  to  Avhat  thou  justly  seem'st, 
A  damned  saint,  an  honorable  villain!  — 
O  nature  !  wliat  hadst  thou  to  do  in  hell, 
When  thou  didst  bovvcr  the  spirit  of  a  fiend 
In  mortal  paradise  of  such  sv/eet  flesh? 
Was  ever  book,  containing  such  vile  matter, 
So  fairly  bound?     0,  that  deceit  should  dwell 
In  such  a  gorgeous  palace  ! 

Nurse.  There's  no  trust, 

No  faith,  no  honesty  in  men;  all  perjured^ 
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All  forsworn,  all  naught,  all  dissemblers. — 
Ah,  whore's  my  man  ?     Give  me  some  aqua  vitse. — 
These  griefs,  these  woes,  these  sorrows  make  me  old. 
Shame  come  to  Komeo  1 

Jul.  Blistered  be  thy  tongue, 

For  such  a  wish  !  he  w^as  not  born  to  shame. 
Upon  his  brow  shame  is  ashamed  to  sit ; 
For  'tis  a  throne  where  honor  may  be  crowned 
Sole  monarch  of  the  universal  earth. 
0,  what  a  beast  was  I  to  chide  at  him  ! 

Nurse.  Will  you  speak  well  of  him  that  killed  your  cousin  ? 

Jul.    Shall  I  speak  ill  of  him  that  is  my  husband? 
Ah,  poor  my  lord,  what  tongue  shall  smooth  thy  name, 
When  I,  thy  three-hours  wife,  have  mangled  it?  — 
But  wherefore,  villain,  didst  thou  kill  my  cousin  ? 
That  villain  cousin  would  have  killed  my  husband. 
Back,  foolish  tears,  back  to  your  native  spring ; 
Your  tributary  drops  belong  to  woe. 
Which  you,  mistaking,  offer  up  to  joy. 
My  husband  lives,  that  Tybalt  would  have  slain ; 
And  Tybalt's  dead,  that  would  have  slain  my  husband. 
All  this  is  comfort.     W^herefore  weep  I,  then  ? 
Some  word  there  was,  worser  than  Tybalt's  death, 
That  murdered  me ;  I  would  forget  it  fain ; 
But,  0  !  it  presses  to  my  memory, 
Like  damned,  guilty  deeds  to  sinners'  minds: 
Tybalt  is  dead^  and  Romeo  —  banished; 
That  —  banished^  that  one  word  —  banished^ 
Hath  slain  ten  thousand  Tybalts.     Tybalt's  death 
V/as  woe  enough,  if  it  had  ended  there ; 
Or, —  if  sour  woe  delights  in  fellowship. 
And  needly  will  be  ranked  with  other  griefs, — 
Why  follov/ed  not,  when  she  said  —  Tybalt's  dead, 
Thy  father,   or  thy  mother,  nay,  or  both, 
W^hich  modern  lamentation  might  have  moved? 
But,  with  a  rear-ward  following  Tybalt's  death, 
Romeo  is  banished, —  to  speak  that  word, 
Is  father,  mother,  Tybalt,  Romeo,  Juliet, 
All  slain,  all  dead. — Romeo  is  banished , — 
There  is  no  end,  no  limit,  measure,  bound, 
In  that  word's  death  ;  no  Avords  can  that  Avoe  sound. — 
Where  is  my  father,  and  my  mother,   nurse? 

Nurse.    Weeping  and  wailing  over  Tybalt's  corse. 
Will  you  go  to  them  ?     I  will  bring  you  thither. 

Jul.    AVash  they  his  wounds  with  tears?  mine  shall  be 
spent, 
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When  their  s  are  dry,  for  Romeo's  banishment. 

Take  up  those  cords. — Poor  ropes,  you  are  beguiled, 

Both  you  and  I ;  for  Romeo  is  exiled. 

He  made  you  for  a  highway  to  my  bed; 

But  I,  a  maid,  die  maiden-widowed. 

Come,  cords;  come,  nurse;  I'll  to  my  wedding  bed; 

And  death,  not  Romeo,  take  my  maidenhead. 

Nurse,    Hie  to  your  chamber.     I'll  find  Romeo 
To  comfort  you;  —  I  wot  well  where  he  is. 
Hark  ye,  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  night; 
I'll  to  him ;  he  is  hid  at  Laurence'  cell. 

Jul.    0,  find  him !  give  this  ring  to  my  true  knight, 
And  bid  him  come  to  take  his  last  farewell.       [^Exeunt* 

SCENE  IIL     Friar  Laurence's  Cell, 
Enter  Friar  Laurence  and  Romeo. 

Fri.    Romeo,  come  forth ;  come  forth,  thou  fearful  man ; 
Afiliction  is  enamored  of  thy  parts. 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  calamity. 

Rom.  Father,  what  news  ?     What  is  the  prince's  doom  ? 
What  sorrow  craves  acquaintance  at  my  hand, 
That  I  yet  know  not? 

Fri.  Too  familiar 

Is  my  dear  son  with  such  sour  company. 
I  bring  thee  tidings  of  the  prince's  doom. 

Rom.    What  less  than  doomsday  is  the  prince's  doom  ? 

Fri.    A  gentler  judgment  vanished  from  his  lips, 
Not  body's  death,  but  body's  banishment. 

Rom.    Ha!  banishment?  be  merciful,  say  —  death; 
For  exile  hath  more  terror  in  his  look, 
Much  more  than  death:  do  not  say  —  banishment. 

Fri.    Hence  from  Verona  art  thou  banished. 
Be  patient,  for  the  world  is  broad  and  wide. 

Rom.    There  is  no  world  without  Verona  walls, 
But  purgatory,  torture,  hell  itself. 
Hence-banished  is  banish'd  from  the  world. 
And  world's  exile  is  death. — Then  banishment 
Is  death  mistermed ;  calling  death  banishment. 
Thou  cut'st  my  head  off  with  a  golden  axe, 
And  smil'st  upon  the  stroke  that  murders  me. 

Fri.    0  deadly  sin  !     O  rude  unthankfulness ! 
Thy  fault  our  law  calls  death ;  but  the  kind  prince, 
Takmg  thy  part,  hath  rushed  aside  the  law. 
And  turned  that  black  word  death  to  banishment. 
This  is  dear  mercy,  and  thou  seest  it  not. 

Vol.  VIII.— 4 
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Rom,   'Tis  torture,  and  not  mercy.     Heaven  is  here, 
Where  Juliet  lives ;  and  every  cat  and  dog, 
And  little  mouse,  every  unworthy  thing. 
Live  here  in  heaven,  and  may  look  on  her, 
But  Romeo  may  not. —  More  validity, 
!More  honorable  state,  more  courtship  lives 
In  carrion  flies,  than  Romeo.     They  may  seize 
On  the  wliite  wonder  of  dear  Juliet's  hand, 
And  steal  immortal  blessing  from  her  lips ; 
Who,  even  in  pure  and  vestal  modesty. 
Still  blush  as  thinking  their  owm  kisses  sin ; 
But  Romeo  may  not ;  he  is  banished. 
Flies  may  do  this,  when  I  from  this  must  fly ; 
They  are  free  men,  but  I  am  banished. 
And  say'st  thou  yet,  that  exile  is  not  death  ? 
Iladst  thou  no  poison  mixed,  no  sharp-ground  knife, 
No  sudden  mean  of  death,  though  ne'er  so  mean, 
But  —  banislied  —  to  kill  me;  banished? 
0  friar,  the  damned  use  that  word  in  hell ; 
Howlings  attend  it.     IIow  hast  thou  the  heart, 
Being  a  divine,  a  ghostly  confessor, 
A  sin-absolver,  and  my  friend  professed, 
To  mangle  me  with  that  w^ord  —  banishment? 

Fri.    Thou  fond  mad  man,  hear  me  but  speak  a  word. 

Rom.    0,  thou  wilt  speak  again  of  banishment. 

Fri.    I'll  give  thee  armor  to  keep  off  that  word; 
Adversity's  sweet  milk,  philosophy. 
To  comfort  thee,   though  thou  art  banished. 

Rom,    Yet  banished?  —  Ilang  up  philosophy! 
Unless  philosophy  can  make  a  Juliet, 
Displant  a  town,  reverse  a  prince's  doom ; 
It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not ;  talk  no  more. 

Fri.    0,  then  I  see  that  madmen  have  no  ears. 

Rom.  How  should  they,  when  that  wise  men  have  no  eyes? 

Fri.    Let  me  dispute  with  thee  of  thy  estate. 

Rom.    Thou  canst  not  speak  of  what  thou  dost  not  feeL 
Wert  thou  as  young  as  I,  Juliet  thy  love. 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murdered. 
Doting  like  me,  and  like  me  banished. 
Then  might'st  thou  speak,  then  might'st  thou  tear  thy  hair. 
And  fall  upon  the  ground,  as  I  do  now, 
Taking  the  measure  of  an  unmade  grave. 

Fri.    Arise ;  one  knocks ;  good  Romeo,  hide  thyself. 

\_Knocking  loitldn 

Rom.    Not  I ;  unless  the  breath  of  heart-sick  groans. 
Mist-like,  infold  me  from  the  search  of  eyes.  \_KnQcki7i(j* 
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Fri.  Hark,  how  they  knock! — Who's  there?-  -Romeo,  arise' 
Thou  wilt  be  taken. — Stay  awhile  :  stand  up  ;     \I{^nocking, 
Run  to  my  study. —  By  and  by;  —  God's  will! 
What  wilfulness  is  this?  —  I  come,  I  come.      [^Knocking, 
Who  knocks  so  hard?  whence  come  you?  what's  your  will? 

Nurse.    [  Within.']   Let  me  come  in,  and  you  shall  know 
my  errand ; 
I  come  from  lady  Juliet. 

Fri,  Welcome,  then. 

Enter  Nurse. 

Nurse.    0  holy  friar,  0,  tell  me,  holy  friar, 
Where  is  my  lady's  lord,  where's  Romeo  ? 

Fri.  There,  on  the  ground,  with  his  own  tears  made  drunk. 

Nurse.    0,  he  is  even  in  my  mistress'  case, 
Just  in  her  case ! 

Fri.  0  woful  sympathy  ! 

Piteous  predicament ! 

Nurse.  Even  so  lies  she, 

Blubbering  and  weeping,  weeping  and  blubbering. — 
Stand  up,  stand  up ;  stand,  an  you  be  a  man. 
For  Juliet's  sake,  for  her  sake,  rise  and  stand ; 
Why  should  you  fall  into  so  deep  an  0  ? 

Horn.    Nurse ! 

Nurse.    Ah  sir!  ah  sir! — Well,  death's  the  end  of  alL 

Horn.    Spak'st  thou  of  Juliet  ?     How  is  it  with  her  ? 
Doth  she  not  think  me  an  old  murderer, 
Now  I  have  stained  the  childhood  of  our  joy 
With  blood  removed  but  little  from  her  own  ? 
Wliere  is  she  ?  and  how  doth  she  ?  and  what  says 
My  concealed  lady  to  our  cancelled  love? 

Nurse.    0,  she  says  nothing,  sir,  but  weeps  and  weeps; 
And  now  falls  on  her  bed,  and  then  starts  up, 
And  Tybalt  calls ;  and  then  on  Romeo  cries, 
And  then  down  falls  again. 

Horn,  As  if  that  name, 

Shot  from  the  deadly  level  of  a  gun, 
Did  murder  her ;  as  that  name's  cursed  hand 
Murdered  her  kinsman. —  0,  tell  me,  friar,  tell  me. 
In  what  vile  part  of  this  anatomy 
Doth  my  name  lodge  ?  tell  me,   that  I  may  sack 
'i'he  hateful  mansion.  [Draiuing  his  sword. 

Fri.  Hold  thy  desperate  hand. 

Art  thou  a  man?     Thy  form  cries  out,  thou  ar^^; 
Thy  tears  are  womanish ;  thy  wild  acts  denote 
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The  unreasonable  fury  of  a  beast. 

Unseemly  woman,  in  a  seeming  man ! 

Or  ill-beseeming  beast,  in  seeming  both ! 

Thou  hast  amazed  me ;  by  my  holy  order, 

I  thought  thy  disposition  better  tempered. 

Ilast  thou  slain  Tybalt  ?  wilt  thou  slay  thyself, 

And  slay  thy  lady  too,  that  lives  in  thee, 

By  doing  damned  hate  upon  thyself? 

Why  rail'st  thou  on  thy  birth,  the  heaven,  and  earth? 

Since  birth,  and  heaven,  and  earth,  all  three  do  meet 

In  thee  at  once ;  which  thou  at  once  wouldst  lose. 

Fie,  fie !  thou  sham'st  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy  wit ; 

Which,  like  an  usurer,  abound'st  in  all, 

And  usest  none  in  that  true  use  indeed 

Which  should  bedeck  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy  wit. 

Thy  noble  shape  is  but  a  form  of  wax. 

Digressing  from  the  valor  of  a  man ; 

Thy  dear  love,  sworn,  but  hollow  perjury. 

Killing  that  love  which  thou  hast  vowed  to  cherish; 

Thy  wit,  that  ornament  to  shape  and  love. 

Misshapen  in  the  conduct  of  them  both, 

Like  powder  in  a  skilless  soldier's  flask, 

Is  set  on  fire  by  thine  own  ignorance, 

And  thou  dismembered  with  thine  own  defence. 

What,  rouse  thee,  man  !  thy  Juliet  is  alive, 

For  whose  dear  sake  thou  wast  but  lately  dead , 

There  art  thou  happy.     Tybalt  would  kill  thee, 

But  thou  slew'st  Tybalt ;  there  art  thou  happy  too. 

The  law,  that  threatened  death,  becomes  thy  friend. 

And  turns  it  to  exile ;  there  art  thou  happy. 

A  pack  of  blessings  lights  upon  thy  back ; 

Happiness  courts  thee  in  her  best  array ; 

But,  like  a  misbehaved  and  sullen  wench. 

Thou  pout'st  upon  thy  fortune  and  thy  love. 

Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  such  die  miserable. 

Go,  get  thee  to  thy  love,  as  was  decreed, 

Ascend  her  chamber,  hence  and  comfort  her ; 

But  look  thou  stay  not  till  the  watch  be  set, 

For  then  thou  canst  not  pass  to  Mantua ; 

Where  thou  shalt  live,  till  we  can  find  a  time 

To  blaze  your  marriage,  reconcile  your  friends. 

Beg  pardon  of  the  prince,  and  call  thee  back 

With  twenty  hundred  thousand  times  more  joy 

Than  thou  went'st  forth  in  lamentation. — 

Go  before,  nunie ;  commend  me  to  thy  lady ; 

And  bid  her  hasten  all  the  house  to  bed, 
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Which  heavy  sorrow  makes  them  apt  unto. 
Homeo  is  coming. 

Nurse.    0  Lord,  I  could  have  staid  here  all  the  night, 
To  hear  good  counsel.     0,  what  learning  is!  — 
My  lord,  I'll  tell  ray  lady  you  will  come. 

Rom,    Do  so,  and  bid  my  sweet  prepare  to  chide. 

Nurse.    Here,  sir,  a  ring  she  bade  me  give  you,  sir. 
Hie  you,  make  haste,  for  it  grows  very  late.     \^Exit  Nurse. 

Rom.    How  well  my  comfort  is  revived  by  this  I 

FrL    Go  hence:  good  night!   and  here  stands  all  your 
state ; 
Either  be  gone  before  the  watch  be  set. 
Or  by  the  break  of  day,  disguised  from  hence. 
Sojourn  in  Mantua ;  I'll  find  out  your  man, 
And  he  shall  signify  from  time  to  time 
Every  good  hap  to  you,  that  chances  here. 
Give  me  thy  hand ;  'tis  late :  farewell ;  good  night. 

Rom.    But  that  a  joy  past  joy  calls  out  on  me, 
It  were  a  grief,  so  brief  to  part  with  thee. 
Parewell.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.     A  Room  in  Capulet's  House. 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  and  Paris, 

Cap.    Things  have  fallen  out,  sir,  so  unluckily, 
That  we  have  had  no  time  to  move  our  daughter. 
Look  you,  she  loved  her  kinsman  Tybalt  dearly. 
And  so  did  I ;  — Well,  we  were  born  to  die. — 
*Tis  very  late ;  she'll  not  come  down  to-night. 
I  promise  you,  but  for  your  company, 
I  would  have  been  abed  an  hour  ago. 

Far.    These  times  of  woe  afford  no  time  to  woo. 
Madam,  good  night ;  commend  me  to  your  daughter. 

La.  Cap.    I  will,  and  know  her  mind  early  to-morrow ; 
To-night  she's  mewed  up  to  her  heaviness. 

Cap.    Sir  Paris,  I  will  make  a  desperate  tender 
Of  my  child's  love.     I  think  she  will  be  ruled 
In  all  respects  by  me ;  nay  more,  I  doubt  it  not. 
Wife,  go  you  to  her  ere  you  go  to  bed ; 
Acfjuaiut  her  here  of  my  son  Paris'  love; 
And  bid  her,  mark  you  me,  on  Wednesday  next  — 
But,  soft ;  what  day  is  this  ? 

Par.  Monday,  my  lord. 

Cap.  Monday  ?  ha !  ha  !     Well,  Wednesday  is  too  soon ; 
0' Thursday  let  it  be ;  ~  0' Thursday,  tell  her, 
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She  shall  be  married  to  this  noble  earl. — 
Will  you  be  ready?     Do  you  like  this  haste? 
We'll  keep  no  great  ado;  —  a  friend  or  two. — 
For  hark  you,   Tybalt  being  slain  so  late, 
It  may  be  thought  v/e  held  him  carelessly, 
Being  our  kinsman,  if  we  revel  much ; 
Therefore  we'll  have  some  half  a  dozen  friends, 
And  there  an  end.     But  what  say  you  to  Thursday  ? 

I^ar,  My  lord,  I  w^ould  that  Thursday  were  to-morrow. 

Cap.  Well,  get  you  gone  ;  —  0'  Thursday  be  it,  then. — 
Go  you  to  Juliet  ere  you  go  to  bed. 
Prepare  her,  wife,  against  this  wedding-day. — 
Farewell,  my  lord.— Light  to  my  chamber,  ho ! 
Afore  me. — It  is  so  very  late,  that  w^e 
May  call  it  early,  by  and  by. —  Good  night.       [Exeunt 

SCENE  Y.     Juliet's  Qhamher. 

Enter  Romeo  and  Juliet. 

Jul.    Wilt  thou  be  gone  ?   it  is  not  yet  near  day. 
It  was  the  nightingale,  and  not  the  lark. 
That  pierced  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  ear ; 
Nightly  she  sings  on  yon  pomegranate  tree. 
Believe  me,  love,  it  was  the  nightingale. 

Rom.    It  was  the  lark,  the  herald  of  the  morn. 
No  nightingale ;  look,  love,  what  envious  streaks 
Do  lace  the  severing  clouds  in  yonder  east. 
Night's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  misty  mountain  tops ; 
I  must  be  gone  and  live,  or  stay  and  die. 

Jul.    Yon  light  is  not  daylight,  I  know  it,  I. 
It  is  some  meteor  that  the  sun  exhales, 
To  be  to  thee  this  night  a  torch-bearer, 
And  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua. 
Therefore  stay  yet,  thou  need'st  not  to  be  gone. 

Rom.    Let  me  be  ta'en,  let  me  be  put  to  death ; 
I  am  content,  so  thou  wilt  have  it  so. 
I'll  say  yon  gray  is  not  the  morning's  eye, 
'Tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of  Cynthia's  broAv ; 
Nor  that  is  not  the  lark,  whose  notes  do  beat 
The  vanity  heaven  so  high  above  our  heads ; 
I  have  more  care  to  stay,  than  will  to  go. — 
Come,  death,  and  welcome !     Juliet  wills  it  so.— 
IIow  is't,  my  soul  ?  let's  talk ;  it  is  not  day. 

Jul.    It  is,  it  is;  hie  hence,  be  gone,  away. 
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It  is  the  lark  that  sings  so  out  of  tune, 
Straining  harsh  discords,  and  unpleasing  sharps. 
Some  say  the  lark  makes  sweet  division ; 
This  doth  not  so,  for  she  divideth  us. 
Some  say  the  lark  and  loathed  toad  change  eyes ; 
0,  now  I  would  they  had  changed  voices  too ! 
Since  arm  from  arm  that  voice  doth  us  affray, 
Hunting  thee  hence  with  hunts-up  to  the  day. 
O,  now  be  gone ;  more  light  and  light  it  grows. 

Jlom,    More  light  and  light?  —  more  dark  and  dark  ouf 
woes. 

Enter  Nurse. 

Nurse.    Madam ! 

Jul.   Nurse  ? 

Nurse.   Your  lady  mother's  coming  to  your  chamber. 
The  day  is  broke ;  be  wary,  look  about.  \_Uxit  Nurse. 

Jul.    Then,  window,  let  day  in,  and  let  life  out. 

Horn.    Farewell,  farewell !  one  kiss,  and  I'll  descend. 

[Romeo  descends, 

Jul.    Art  thou  gone  so  ?  my  love  !  my  lord  !  my  friend  ! 
I  must  hear  from  thee  every  day  i'  the  hour, 
For  in  a  minute  there  are  many  days. 
0  !  by  this  count  I  shall  be  much  in  years. 
Ere  I  again  behold  my  Romeo. 

Horn.    Farewell !    I  will  omit  no  opportunity 
That  may  convey  my  greetings,  love,  to  thee. 

Jul.    0,  think'st  thou  we  shall  ever  meet  again  ? 

Mom.    I  doubt  it  not ;  and  all  these  woes  shall  serve 
For  sweet  discourses  in  our  time  to  come. 

Jul.    0  God !    I  have  an  ill-divininor  soul. 
Methinks  I  see  thee,  now  thou  art  below. 
As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  tomb. 
Either  my  eyesight  fails,  or  thou  look'st  pale. 

Horn.   And  trust  me,  love,  in  my  eye  so  do  you; 
Dry  sorrow  drinks  our  blood.     Adieu !  adieu ! 

\_Uxit  Rom  BO. 

Jul.    0  fortune,  fortune  !  all  men  call  thee  fickle ; 
If  thou  art  fickle,  what  dost  thou  with  him 
That  is  renowned  for  faith  P   Be  fickle,  fortune ; 
For  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  not  keep  him  long, 
But  send  him  back. 

La.  Cap.    [  Within.'\    Ho,  daughter !  are  you  up  ? 

Jul.    Who  is't  that  calls?  is  it  my  lady  mother? 
Is  she  not  down  so  late,  or  up  so  early  ? 
What  unaccustomed  cause  procures  her  hither  ? 
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Enter  Lady  Capulet. 

La.  Cap,   Why,  how  now,  Juliet? 

Jul,  Madam,  I  am  not  welL 

La,  Gap,    Evermore  weeping  for  your  cousin's  death  ? 
What,  wilt  thou  wash  him  from  his  grave  with  tears  ? 
An  if  thou  couldst,  thou  couldst  not  make  him  live ; 
Therefore,  have  done.     Some  grief  shows  much  of  love ; 
But  much  of  grief  shows  still  some  want  of  wit. 

Jul,    Yet  let  me  weep  for  such  a  feeling  loss. 

La.  Cap,    So  shall  you  feel  the  loss,  but  not  the  friend 
Which  you  weep  for. 

Jul,  Feeling  so  the  loss, 

I  cannot  choose  but  ever  weep  the  friend. 

La,  Cap,    Well,  girl,  thou  weep'st  not  so  much  for  his 
death, 
As  that  the  villain  lives  which  slaughtered  him. 

Jul,    What  villain,  madam  ? 

La,  Cap.  That  same  villain,  Romeo. 

Jul.    Villain  and  he  are  many  miles  asunder. 
God  pardon  him  !    I  do  with  all  my  heart ; 
And  yet  no  man,  like  he,  doth  grieve  my  heart. 

La.  Cap.    That  is,  because  the  traitor-murderer  lives. 

Jul.    Ay,  madam,  from  the  reach  of  these  my  hands. 
'Would  none  but  I  might  venge  my  cousin's  death  ! 

La.  Cap,    We  will  have  vengeance  for  it,  fear  thou  not; 
Then  weep  no  more.     I'll  send  to  one  in  Mantua, — 
Where  that  same  banished  runagate  doth  live, — 
That  shall  bestow  on  him  so  sure  a  draught, 
That  he  shall  soon  keep  Tybalt  company ; 
And  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  be  satisfied. 

Jul,    Indeed,  I  never  shall  be  satisfied 
With  Romeo,  till  I  behold  him  —  dead  — 
Is  my  poor  heart  so  for  a  kinsman  vexed :  — 
Madam,  if  you  could  find  out  but  a  man 
To  bear  a  poison,  I  would  temper  it. 
That  Romeo  should,  upon  receipt  thereof, 
Soon  sleep  in  quiet. —  0,  how  my  heart  abhors 
To  hear  him  named, —  and  cannot  come  to  him, — 
To  wreak  the  love  I  bore  my  cousin  Tybalt 
Upon  his  body  that  hath  slaughtered  him  ! 

La,  Cap.  Find  thou  the  means,  and  I'll  find  such  a  man. 
But  now  I'll  tell  thee  joyful  tidings,  girl. 

Jul,    And  joy  comes  well  in  such  a  needful  time. 
What  are  are  they,  I  beseech  your  ladyship  ? 

La,  Cap,    Well,  well,  thou  hast  a  careful  father,  child; 
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One,  who,  to  put  thee  from  thy  heaviness, 

Hath  sorted  out  a  sudden  day  of  joy, 

That  thou  expect'st  not,  nor  I  looked  not  for. 

Jul.    Madam,  in  happy  time,  what  day  is  that  ? 

La,  Cap,    Marry,  my  child,  early  next  Thursday  morn. 
The  gallant,  young,  and  noble  gentleman. 
The  county  Paris,  at  Saint  Peter's  church, 
Shall  happily  make  thee  there  a  joyful  bride. 

Jul,    Now,  by  Saint  Peter's  church,  and  Peter  too, 
He  shall  not  make  me  there  a  joyful  bride. 
I  wonder  at  this  haste ;  that  I  must  Aved 
Ere  he,  that  should  be  husband,  comes  to  woo. 
I  pray  you,  tell  my  lord  and  father,  madam, 
I  will  not  marry  yet ;  and  when  I  do,  I  swear, 
It  shall  be  Romeo,  whom  you  know  I  hate, 
Rather  than  Paris. — These  are  news  indeed ! 

La,  Cap,  Here  comes  your  father ;  tell  him  so  yourself, 
And  see  how  he  will  take  it  at  your  hands. 

Enter  Capulet  and  Nurse. 

Cap,  When  the  sun  sets,  the  air  doth  drizzle  dew; 
But  for  the  sunset  of  my  brother's  son, 
It  rains  downright. — 

Hew  now,  a  conduit,  girl  ?  what,  still  in  tears  ? 
Evermore  showering?     In  one  little  body 
Thou  counterfeit'st  a  bark,  a  sea,  a  wind. 
For  still  thy  eyes,  which  I  may  call  the  sea. 
Do  ebb  and  flow  with  tears ;  the  bark  thy  body  is, 
Sailing  in  this  salt  flood ;  the  winds,  thy  sighs. 
Who, — raging  with  thy  tears,  and  they  with  them, — 
Without  a  sudden  calm,  will  overset 
Thy  tempest-tossed  body. — How  now,  wife  ? 
Have  you  delivered  to  her  our  decree  ? 

La,  Cap,  Ay,  sir ;  but  she  will  none,  she  gives  you  thanks. 
I  would  the  fool  were  married  to  her  grave ! 

Capf,    Soft,  take  me  with  you,  take  me  with  you,  wife. 
How !  will  she  none  ?  doth  she  not  give  us  thanks  ? 
Is  she  not  proud?  doth  she  not  count  her  blessed, 
Unworthy  as  she  is,  that  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  a  gentleman  to  be  her  bridegroom  ? 

Jul,   Not  proud,  you  have;  but  thankful,  that  you  have; 
Proud  can  I  never  be  of  what  I  hate ; 
But  thankful  even  for  hate,  that  is  meant  love. 

Cap,  How  now  !  how  now,  chop-logic  !  What  is  this? 
Proud, —  and,  I  thank  you, —  and,  I  thank  you  not;  — 
And  yet  not  proud. —  Mistress  minion,  you. 
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Thank  me  no  tlianklngs,  nor  proud  me  no  prouds, 

But  settle  your  fine  joints  'gainst  Thursday  next, 

To  go  with  Paris  to  Saint  Peter's  church, 

Or  I  will  drag  thee  on  a  hurdle  thither. 

Out,  you  green-sickness  carrion !  out,  you  baggage ! 

You  tallow-face ! 

La,  Cap.  Fie,  fie !  what,  are  you  mad  ? 

Jul.    Good  fiither,  I  beseech  you  on  my  knees, 
Hear  me  with  patience  but  to  speak  a  word. 

Cap.    Hang  thee,  young  baggage  !  disobedient  wretch  ! 
I  tell  thee  what, —  get  thee  to  church  o'  Thursday, 
Or  never  after  look  me  in  the  face. 
Speak  not,  reply  not,  do  not  answer  me ; 
My  fingers  itch. — Wife,  we  scarce  thought  us  blessed, 
That  God  had  sent  us  but  this  only  child ; 
But  now  I  see  this  one  is  one  too  much. 
And  that  we  have  a  curse  in  having  her. 
Out  on  her,  hilding ! 

Nurse.  God  in  heaven  bless  her!  — 

You  are  to  blame,  my  lord,  to  rate  her  so. 

Cap.    And  why,  m.y  lady  wisdom  ?     Hold  your  tongue. 
Good  prudence ;  smatter  with  your  gossips,  go. 

Nurse,    I  speak  no  treason. 

Cap,  0,  God  ye  good  den ! 

Nurse.    May  not  one  speak  ? 

Cap,  Peace,  you  mumbling  fool ! 

Utter  your  gravity  o'er  a  gossip's  bowl, 
For  here  we  need  it  not. 

La.  Cap.  You  are  too  hot. 

Cap.    God's  bread !  it  makes  me  mad.     Day,  night,  late, 
early. 
At  home,  abroad,  alone,  in  company. 
Waking,  or  sleeping,  still  my  care  hath  been 
To  have  her  matched ;  and  having  now  provided 
A  gentleman  of  princely  parentage. 
Of  fair  demesnes,  youthful,  and  nobly  trained, 
Stufi"ed,  (as  they  say,)  with  honorable  parts. 
Proportioned  as  one's  heart  could  wish  a  man,— 
And  then  to  have  a  wretched,  puling  fool, 
A  whining  mammet,  in  her  fortunes  tender. 
To  answer  —  I'll  7iot  wed, — I  cannot  love, 
I  am  too  young  —  I  pray  you,  pardon  me; 
But,  an  you  will  not  wed,  I'll  pardon  you : 
Graze  where  you  will,  you  shall  not  house  with  me ; 
Look  to't,  think  on't,  I  do  not  use  to  jest. 
Thursday  is  near,  lay  hand  on  heart,  advise; 
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An  you  be  mine,  I'll  give  you  to  my  friend; 

An  you  be  not,  hang,  beg,  starve,  die  i'  the  streets, 

For,  by  my  soul,  I'll  ne'er  acknowledge  thee, 

Nor  what  is  mine,  shall  never  do  thee  good. 

Trust  to't ;  bethink  you,  I'll  not  be  forsworn.  \^£!xit 

Jul.    Is  there  no  pity  sitting  in  the  clouds, 
That  sees  into  the  bottom  of  my  grief? 
0,  sweet  my  mother,  cast  me  not  away ! 
Delay  this  marriage  for  a  month,  a  week ; 
Or,  if  you  do  not,  make  my  bridal  bed 
In  that  dim  monument  where  Tybalt  lies. 

La.  Cap.    Talk  not  to  me,  for  I'll  not  speak  a  word , 
Do  as  thou  wilt,  for  I  have  done  with  thee.  [^Uxtt 

Jul.    0  God  !  —  0  nurse  !  how  shall  this  be  prevented  ? 
My  husband  is  on  earth,  my  faith  in  heaven ; 
How  shall  that  faith  return  again  to  earth, 
Unless  that  husband  send  it  me  from  heaven 
By  leaving  earth  ?  —  Comfort  me,  counsel  me. — 
Alack,  alack,  that  heaven  should  practise  stratagems 
Upon  so  soft  a  subject  as  myself!  — 
What  say'st  thou?  hast  thou  not  a  word  of  joy? 
Some  comfort,  nurse. 

Nurse.  'Faith,  here  'tis.     Romeo 

Is  banished ;  and  all  the  world  to  nothing. 
That  he  dares  ne'er  come  back  to  challenge  you; 
Or,  if  he  do,  it  needs  must  be  by  stealth. 
Then,  since  the  case  so  stands  as  now  it  doth, 
I  think  it  best  you  married  with  the  county. 
0,  he's  a  lovely  gentleman  ! 
Romeo's  a  dishclout  to  him ;  an  eagle,  madam, 
Hath  not  so  green,  so  quick,  so  fair  an  eye. 
As  Paris  hath.     Beshrew  my  very  heart, 
I  think  you  are  happy  in  this  second  match. 
For  it  excels  your  first ;  or  if  it  did  not, 
Your  first  is  dead ;  or  'tvrere  as  good  he  were, 
As  living  here,  and  you  no  use  of  him. 

Jul.    Speakest  thou  from  thy  heart? 

Nurse.  From  my  soul  too; 

Or  else  beshrew  them  both. 

Jul.  Amen ! 

Nurse.  To  what? 

Jul.    Well,  thou  hast  comforted  me  marvellous  much. 
Go  in ;  and  tell  my  lady  I  am  gone. 
Having  displeased  my  father,  to  Laur-once'  cell, 
To  make  confession,  and  to  be  absolved. 

Nurse,   Marry,  I  will ;  and  this  is  wisely  done.  [Ilzitp 

f 
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Jul,    Ancient  damnation !     0  most  wicked  fiend ! 
Is  it  more  sin  —  to  wish  me  thus  forsworn, 
Or  to  dispraise  my  lord  with  that  same  tongue 
Which  she  hath  praised  him  with  above  compare 
So  many  thousand  times?  —  Go,  counsellor; 
Thou  and  my  bosom  henceforth   shall  be  twain. — 
I'll  to  the  friar,  to  know  his  remedy; 
If  all  else  fail,  myself  have  power  to  die.  [Exit. 


ACT    IV. 

SCENE  I.     Friar  Laurence's  Cell 
Enter  Friar  Laurence  and  Paris. 

Fri.    On  Thursday,  sir?     The  time  is  very  sliort. 

Par,    My  father  Capulet  will  have  it  so ; 
And  I  am  nothing  slow,  to  slack  his  haste. 

Fri,    You  say  you  do  not  know  the  lady's  mind: 
Uneven  is  the  course  ;  I  like  it  not. 

Far.    Immoderately  she  weeps  for  Tybalt's  death, 
And  therefore  have  I  little  talked  of  love; 
For  Venus  smiles  not  in  a  house  of  tears. 
Now,  sir,  her  father  counts  it  dangerous, 
That  she  doth  give  her  sorrow  so  much  sway ; 
And,  in  his  wisdom,  hastes  our  marriage, 
To  stop  the  inundation  of  her  tears; 
Which,  too  much  minded  by  herself  alone, 
May  be  put  from  her  by  society. 
Now  do  you  know  the  reason  of  this  haste. 

Fri,    I  would  I  knew  not  why  it  should  be  slowed. 

Look,  sir,  here  comes  the  lady  towards  my  cell. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Par.    Happily  met,  my  lady,  and  my  wife ! 

Jul.    That  may  be,  sir,  when  I  may  be  a  wife. 

Par,    That  may-be,  must  be,  love,  on  Thursday  next. 

Jul,    What  must  be,  shall  be. 

Fri,  That's  a  certain  text 

Par,    Come  you  to  make  confession  to  this  father? 

Jul,    To  answer  that,  wore  to  confess  to  you. 
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Par,    Do  not  deny  to  him  that  you  love  me. 

Jul.    I  will  confess  to  you  that  I  love  him. 

Par.    So  will  you,  I  am  sure,  that  you  love  me. 

Jul.    If  I  do  so,  it  will  be  of  more  price, 
Being  spoke  behind  your  back,  than  to  your  face. 

Par.    Poor  soul,  thy  face  is  much  abused  with  tears. 

Jul.    The  tears  have  got  small  victory  by  that; 
For  it  was  bad  enough  before  their  spite. 

Par.  Thou  wrong'st  it,  more  than  tears,  with  that  report, 

Jul.    That  is  no  slander,  sir,  which  is  a  truth; 
And  what  I  spake,  I  spake  it  to  my  face. 

Par.    Thy  face  is  mine,  and  thou  hast  slandered  it. 

Jul.    It  may  be  so,  for  it  is  not  mine  own. — 
Are  you  at  leisure,  holy  father,  now ; 
Or  shall  I  come  to  you  at  evening-mass  ? 

Fri.    My  leisure  serves  me,  pensive  daughter,  now. 
My  lord,  we  must  entreat  the  time  alone. 

Par.    God  shield,  I  should  disturb  devotion. — - 
Juliet,  on  Thursday  early  will  I  rouse  you ; 
Till  then,  adieu  !  and  keep  this  holy  kiss.  \^Exit  Paris 

Jul.    0,  shut  the  door !  and  when  thou  hast  done  bo, 
Come  weep  with  me ;  past  hope,  past  cure,  past  help  I 

Fri.    Ah,  Juliet,  I  already  know  thy  grief; 
It  strains  me  past  the  compass  of  my  wits. 
I  hear  thou  must,  and  nothing  must  prorogue  it, 
On  Thursday  next  be  married  to  this  county. 

Jul.    Tell  me  not,  friar,  that  thou  hear'st  of  this, 
Unless  thou  tell  me  how  I  may  prevent  it. 
If,  in  thy  wisdom,  thou  canst  give  no  help. 
Do  thou  but  call  my  resolution  wise, 
And  with  this  knife  I'll  help  it  presently. 
God  joined  my  heart  and  Romeo's,  thou  our  hands; 
And  ere  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  sealed. 
Shall  be  the  label  to  another  deed. 
Or  my  true  heart  with  treacherous  revolt 
Turn  to  another,  this  shall  slay  them  both. 
Therefore,  out  of  thy  long-experienced  time. 
Give  me  some  present  counsel;  or,  behold 
'Twixt  my  extremes  and  me  this  bloody  knife 
Shall  play  the  umpire ;  arbitrating  that 
Which  the  commission  of  thy  years  and  art 
Could  to  no  issue  of  true  honor  bring. 
Be  not  so  long  to  speak ;  I  long  to  die, 
If  what  thou  speak'st  speak  not  of  remedy. 

Fri.    Hold,  daughter;  I  do  spy  a  kind  of  hope. 
Which  craves  as  desperate  an  execution. 
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Aa  that  is  desperate  which  we  would  prevent. 

If,  ratlier  than  to  marry  county  Paris, 

Thou  hadst  the  strength  of  will  to  slay  thyself; 

Then  is  it  likely  thou  wilt  undertake 

A  thing  like  death  to  chide  away  this  shame, 

That  cop'st  with  death  himself  to  'scape  from  it ; 

And,  if  thou  dar'st,  I'll  give  thee  remedy. 

Jul.    0,  bid  me  leap,  rather  than  marry  Paris, 
From  off  the  battlements  of  yonder  tower ; 
Or  walk  in  thievish  ways ;  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  serpents  are ;  chain  me  with  roaring  bears ; 
Or  hide  me  nightly  in  a  charnel-house. 
O'er  covered  quite  with  dead  men's  rattling  bones, 
With  reeky  shanks,  and  yellow  chapless  skulls ; 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  grave, 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  in  his  shroud; 
Things  that,  to  hear  them  told,  have  made  me  tremble^ 
And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt, 
To  live  an  unstained  wife  to  my  sv/eet  love. 

Fri.    Hold,  then ;  go  home,  be  merry,  give  consent 
To  marry  Paris.     Wednesday  is  to-morrow ; 
To-morrow  night  look  that  thou  lie  alone ; 
Let  not  thy  nurse  lie  with  thee  in  thy  chamber. 
Take  thou  this  phial,  being  then  in  bed, 
And  this  distilled  liquor  drink  thou  off; 
When,  presently,  through  all  thy  veins  shall  run 
A  cold  and  drowsy  humor,  which  shall  seize 
Each  vital  spirit ;  for  no  pulse  shall  keep 
His  natural  progress,  but  surcease  to  beat : 
No  warmth,  no  breath,  shall  testify  thou  liv'st ; 
The  roses  in  thy  lips  and  cheeks  shall  fade 
To  paly  ashes ;  thy  eyes'  windows  fall, 
Like  death,  when  he  shuts  up  the  day  of  life ; 
Each  part  deprived  of  supple  government, 
Shall,  stiff,  and  stark,  and  cold,  appear  like  dea,th : 
And  in  this  borrowed  likeness  of  shrunk  death 
Thou  shalt  remain  full  two-and-forty  hours, 
And  then  awake  as  from  a  pleasant  sleep. 
Now  when  the  bride2:room  in  the  morninsr  comes 
To  rouse  thee  from  thy  bed,  there  art  thou  dead: 
Then  (as  the  manner  of  our  country  is) 
In  thy  best  robes  uncovered  on  the  bier. 
Thou  shalt  be  borne  to  that  same  ancient  va\ilt, 
Where  all  the  kindred  of  the  Capulets  lie. 
In  the  mean  time,  against  thou  shalt  awake, 
Shall  Romeo  by  my   letters  know  our  drift; 
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And  hither  shall  he  come;  and  he  and  I 

Will  watch  thy  waking,  and  that  very  night 

Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua. 

And  this  shall  free  thee  from  this  present  shame ; 

If  no  unconstant  toy,  nor  womanish  fear, 

Abate  thy  valor  in  the  acting  it. 

Jul.    Give  me,  give  me !     0,  tell  me  not  of  fear. 

Fri.    Hold ;  get  you  gone ;  be  strong  and  prosperous 
In  this  resolve.     I'll  send  a  friar  with  speed 
To  Mantua,  with  my  letters  to  thy  lord. 

Jul.  Love,  give  me  strength !  and  strength  shall  help  aiford. 
Farewell,  dear  father  !  \_Exeunt 

SCENE  II.     A  Room  in  Capulet's  Rouse. 

Uiiter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  Nurse,  and  Servants. 

Cap.    So  many  guests  invite  as  here  are  writ. — 

\_Uxit  Servant. 
Sirrah,  go  hire  me  twenty  cunning  cooks. 

2  Serv.  You  shall  have  none  ill,  sir ;  for  I'll  try  if  they 
can  lick  their  fingers. 

Cap.    How  canst  thou  try  them  so  ? 

2  Serv.  Marry,  sir,  'tis  an  ill  cook  that  cannot  lick  his 
own  lingers ;  therefore  he  that  cannot  lick  his  fingers,  goes 
not  with  me. 

Cap.    Go,  begone. —  \_Uxit  Servant. 

We  shall  be  much  unfurnished  for  this  time. — 
What,  is  my  daughter  gone  to  friar  Laurence  ? 

Nurse.    Ay,  forsooth. 

Cap.    Well,  he  may  chance  to  do  some  good  on  her, 
A  peevish,  self-willed  harlotry  it  is. 

Unter  Juliet. 

Nurse.  See,  where  she  comes  from  shrift  with  merry  look. 

Cap.    How  now,  my  headstrong?  where  have  you  beeu 
gadding  ? 

Jul.    Where  I  have  learned  me  to  repent  the  sin 
Of  disobedient  opposition 
To  you,  and  your  behests ;  and  am  enjoined 
By  holy  Laurence  to  fall  prostrate  here, 
And  beg  your  pardon. — Pardon,  I  beseech  you! 
Henceforward  I  am  ever  ruled  by  you. 

Cap.    Send  for  the  county ;  go  tell  him  of  this ; 
I'll  have  this  knot  knit  up  to-morrow  morning. 

Jul.    I  met  the  youthful  lord  at  Laurence'  cell; 
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And  gave  him  what  becomed  love  I  might, 
Not  stepping  o'er  the  bounds  of  modesty. 

Cap.    Why,  I  am  glad  on't ;  this  is  well, —  stand  up*, 
This  is  as't  should  be. — Let  me  see  the  county ; 
Ay,  marry,  go,  I  say,  and  fetch  him  hither. — 
Now,  afore  God,  this  reverend,  holy  friar, 
All  our  whole  city  is  much  bound  to  him. 

Juh    Nurse,  will  you  go  with  me  into  my  closet, 
To  help  me  sort  such  needful  ornaments 
As  you  think  fit  to  furnish  me  to-morrow  ? 

La.  Cap.    No,  not  till  Thursday ;  there  is  time  enough. 

Cap.  Go,  nurse,  go  with  her  ; — we'll  to  church  to-morrow, 

\_Exeunt  Juliet  and  Nurse. 

La.  Cap.    We  shall  be  short  in  our  provision ; 
'Tis  now  near  night. 

Cap.  Tush  !  I  will  stir  about. 

And  all  things  shall  be  well,  I  warrant  thee,  wife. 
Go  thou  to  Juliet,  help  to  deck  up  her; 
I'll  not  to  bed  to-night;  —  let  me  alone; 
I'll  play  the  housewife  for  this  once. — What,  ho ! 
They  are  all  forth.     Well,  I  will  walk  myself 
To  county  Paris,  to  prepare  him  up 
Against  to-morrow ;  my  heart  is  wondrous  light, 
Since  this  same  wayward  girl  is  so  reclaimed.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IIL     Juliet's  Chamber. 

Enter  Juliet  and  Nurse. 

Jul.    Ay,  those  attires  are  best. — But,  gentle  nurse, 
I  pray  thee,  leave  me  to  myself  to-night ; 
For  I  have  need  of  many  orisons 
To  move  the  Heavens  to  smile  upon  my  state. 
Which,  well  thou  know'st,  is  cross  and  full  of  sin. 

Enter  Lady  Capulet. 

La.  Cap.   What,  are  you  busy  ?     Do  you  need  my  help  ? 

Jul.    No,  madam  ;  we  have  culled  such  necessaries 
As  are  behoveful  for  our  state  to-morrow ; 
So  please  you,  let  me  now  be  left  alone. 
And  let  the  nurse  this  night  sit  up  with  jow ; 
For,  I  am  sure,  you  have  your  hands  full  all, 
In  this  so  sudden  business. 

Jja.  Cap.  Good  night! 

Get  thee  to  bed,  and  rest;  for  thou  hast  need. 

[Exeunt  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 


AcTlV.]  ROMEO  AND  JULIET.  65 

Jul.    Farewell !  —  God  knows  when  we  shall  meet  again. 
I  have  a  faint,  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins, 
That  almost  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life  ; 
I'll  call  them  back  again  to  comfort  me. — 
Nurse  !  — What  should  she  do  here  ? 
My  dismal  scene  I  needs  must  act  alone. — 
Come,  phial. — 

What  if  this  mixture  do  not  work  at  all? 
Must  I  of  force  be  married  to  the  county?  — 
No,  no;  —  this  shall  forbid  it;  —  lie  thou  there. — 

[Laying  down  a  dagger. 

What  if  it  be  a  poison,  which  the  friar 

Subtly  hath  ministered  to  have  me  dead ; 

Lest  in  this  marriage  he  should  be  dishonored, 

Because  he  married  me  before  to  Romeo  ? 

I  fear  it  is ;  and  yet,  methinks,  it  should  not, 

For  he  hath  still  been  tried  a  holy  man ; 

I  will  not  entertain  so  bad  a  thought. — 

How  if,  when  I  am  laid  into  the  tomb, 

I  wake  befor-e  the  time  that  Romeo 

Come  to  redeem  me  ?     There's  a  fearful  point ! 

Shall  I  not  then  be  stifled  in  the  vault, 

To  whose  foul  mouth  no  healthsome  air  breathes  in, 

nd  there  die  strangled  ere  my  Romeo  comes? 

r,  if  I  live,  is  it  not  very  like. 
The  horrible  conceit  of  death  and  night, 
Together  with  the  terror  of  the  place, — 
As  in  a  vault,  an  ancient  receptacle. 
Where,  for  these  many  hundred  years,  the  bones 
Of  all  my  buried  ancestors  are  packed  ; 
Where  bloody  Tybalt,  yet  but  green  in  earth. 
Lies  festering  in  his  shroud ;  where,  as  they  say, 
At  some  hours  in  the  night  spirits  resort ;  — 
Alack,  alack !  is  it  not  like,  that  I, 
So  early  waking,  what  with  loathsome  smells. 
And  shrieks  like  mandrakes  torn  out  of  the  earth, 
That  living  mortals,  hearing  them,  run  mad;  — 
0!  if  I  wake,  shall  I  not  be  distraught, 
Environed  with  all  these  hideous  fears? 
And  madly  play  with  my  forefathers'  joints; 
And  pluck  the  mangled  Tybalt  from  his  shroud? 
And,  in  this  rage,  with  some  groat  kinsman's  bone, 
As  with  a  club,  dash  out  my  desperate  brains? 
0,  look !  methinks  I  see  my  cousin's  ghost 
Seekino:  out  Romeo,  that  did  spit  his  body 
Vol.  VIII.— 5 
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Upon  a  rapier's  point. —  Stay,  Tybalt,  stay  !  — 
Romeo,  I  come !  this  do  I  drink  to  thee. 

\_She  throws  herself  on  the  bed. 


SCENE  IV.     Capulet's  Hall 
Enter  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 

La,  Cap,    Hold,  take  these  keys,  and  fetch  more  spices, 

nurse. 
Nurse,    They  call  for  dates  and  quinces  in  the  pastry. 

[Exit  Nurse. 

Enter  Capulet. 

Cap,    Come,  stir,  stir,  stir !  the  second  cock  hath  crowed. 
The  curfew  bell  hath  rung,   'tis  three  o'clock. — 
Look  to  the  baked  meats,  good  Angelica : 
Spare  not  for  cost. 

La,  Cap,  Go,  go,  you  cot-quean,  go, 

Get  you  to  bed ;  'faith,  you'll  be  sick  to-morrow 
For  this  night's  watching. 

Cap.    No,  not  a  whit ;  what !  I  have  watched  ere  now 
All  night  for  lesser  cause,  and  ne'er  been  sick. 

La.  Cap.  Ay,  you  have  been  a  mouse-hunt  in  your  time ; 
But  I  will  watch  you  from  such  watching  now. 

\_Exit  Lady  Capulet, 

Cap.    A  jealous-hood,  a  jealous-hood  ! — Now,  fellow, 
AVhat's  there? 

Enter  Servants,  with  spits,  logs,  and  baskets, 

Serv,    Things  for  the  cook,  sir ;  but  I  know  not  what. 

Cap.  Make  haste,  make  haste.    [Exit  1  Serv.]  —  Sirrah, 
fetch  drier  logs ; 
Call  Peter,  he  will  show  thee  where  they  are. 

2  Serv.    I  have  a  head,  sir,  that  will  find  out  logs, 
And  never  trouble  Peter  for  the  matter.  [ExiU 

Cap.    'Mass,  and  well  said ;  a  merry  whoreson  !  ha, 
Thou  shalt  be  loggerhead. —  Good  faith,  'tis  day; 
The  county  will  be  here  with  music  straight, 

[Music  within, 
For  so  he  said  he  would.     I  hear  him  near. — • 
Z^urse  !  — Wife  !  —  what,  ho ;  —  what,  nurse,  I  say  ! 

Enter  Nurse. 

Go,  waken  Juliet,  go,  and  trim  her  up; 

III  go  and  chat  with  Paris. — Ilie,  make  haste. 
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Make  haste !  the  bridegroom  he  is  come  already. 

Make  haste,  I  say !  {Exeunt 


SCENE  V.     Juliet*s  Chamber ,  Juliet  on  the  bed. 

Enter  Nurse. 

Nurse.  Mistress ! — what,  mistress ! — Juliet ! — fast,  I  war- 
rant her,  she. — 
Why,  lamb  !  why,  lady ;  —  fie,  you  slug-a-bed  !  — 
Why,  love,  I  say  !  —  madam  !  sweet-heart !  —  why,  bride ! 
What,  not  a  word  ?  — You  take  your  pennyworths  now ; 
Sleep  for  a  week ;  for  the  next  night,  I  warrant, 
The  county  Paris  hath  set  up  his  rest. 
That  you  shall  rest  but  little. —  God  forgive  me, 
(Marry  and  amen  !)  how  sound  is  she  asleep ! 
I  needs  must  wake  her. — Madam,  madam,  madam ! 
Ay,  let  the  county  take  you  in  your  bed; 
He'll  fright  you  up,  in  faith. — Will  it  not  be  ? 
What,  dressed !  and  in  your  clothes  !  and  down  again ! 
I  must  needs  w^ake  you.     Lady !  lady  !  lady  ! 
Alas!  alas! — Help!  help!  my  lady's  dead!  — 
0,  well-a-day,  that  ever  I  was  born!  — 
Some  aqua-vitae,  ho!  —  my  lord!  my  lady! 

Enter  Lady  Capulet. 

La,  Cap,   What  noise  is  here? 

Nurse,  0  lamentable  day! 

La,  Cap,   What  is  the  matter? 

Nurse.  Look,  look  !    0  heavy  day ! 

La,  Cap,    0  me,  0  me!  —  my  child,  my  only  life, 
Revive,  look  up,  or  I  will  die  with  thee!  — 
Help,  help  !  —  call  help. 

Enter  Capulet. 

Cap,   For  shame,  bring  Juliet  forth  ;  her  lord  is  come. 

Nurse,    She's  dead,  deceased,  she's  dead ;  alack  the  day  ! 

La,  Cap,   Alack  the  day  !  she's  dead,  she's  dead,  she's 
dead. 

Ca2?,   Ha !  let  me  see  her. —  Out,  alas !  she's  cold ; 
Her  blood  is  settled;  and  her  joints  are  stiff; 
Life  and  these  lips  have  long  been  separated. 
Death  lies  on  her,  like  an  untimely  frost 
Upon  the  sweetest  flower  of  all  the  field! 
Accursed  time !  unfortunate  old  man. 

Nurse,    0  lamentable  day ! 
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La.  Cap,  0  woful  time ! 

Cap,  Death,  that  hath  ta'en  her  hence  to  make  me  wail, 
Ties  up  mj  tongue,  and  will  not  let  me  speak. 

Enter  Friar  Laurence  and  Paris,  with  Musicians. 

Fri,    Come,  is  the  bride  ready  to  go  to  church? 

Cap,    Ready  to  go,  but  never  to  return. 
O  son,  the  night  before  thy  wedding-day 
Ilath  death  lain  with  thy  bride. —  See,  there  she  lies 
Flower  as  she  was,  defloured  by  him. 
Death  is  my  son-in-law,  death  is  my  heir; 
My  daughter  he  hath  wedded !  I  will  die. 
And  leave  him  all ;  life  leaving,  all  is  death's. 

Par.    Have  I  thought  long  to  see  this  morning's  face, 
And  doth  it  give  me  such  a  sight  as  this  ? 

La.  Cap.    Accursed,  unhappy,  wretched,  hateful  day ! 
Most  miserable  hour,  that  e'er  time  saw 
In  lasting  labor  of  his  pilgrimage ! 
But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  child, 
But  one  thing  to  rejoice  and  solace  in, 
And  cruel  death  hath  catched  it  from  my  sight. 

Nurse.    0  woe !  0  woful,  woful,  woful  day ! 
Most  lamentable  day !  most  woful  day, 
That  ever,  ever  I  did  yet  behold ! 
0  day!  0  day!  0  day !  0  hateful  day! 
Never  was  seen  so  black  a  day  as  this. 
0  woful  day,   0  woful  day  ! 

Par.    Beguiled,  divorced,  wronged,  spited,  slain ! 
Most  detestable  death,  by  thee  beguiled. 
By  cruel,  cruel  thee  quite  overthrown  !  — 
0  love!  0  life!  —  not  life,  but  love  in  death! 

Cap.    Despised,  distressed,  hated,  martyred,  killed! 
Uncomfortable  time  !  why  cam'st  thou  now 
To  murder,  murder  our  solemnity?  — 
0  child!  0  child!  —  my  soul,  and  not  my  child! 
Dead  art  thou,  dead!  —  alack!  my  child  is  dead; 
And,  with  my  child,  my  joys  are  buried ! 

Fri.    Peace,  ho,  for  shame  !  confusion's  cure  lives  not 
In  these  confusions.     Heaven  and  yourself 
Had  part  in  this  fair  maid;  now  heaven  hath  all. 
And  all  the  better  is  it  for  the  maid. 
Your  part  in  her  you  could  not  keep  from  death; 
But  Heaven  keeps  his  part  in  eternal  life. 
The  most  you  sought  was  —  her  promotion; 
For  'twas  your  heaven,  she  should  be  advanced; 
And  weep  ye  now,  seeing  she  is  advanced, 
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Above  the  clouds,  as  high  as  heaven  itself? 
0,  in  this  love,  you  love  your  child  so  ill, 
That  you  run  mad,  seeing  that  she  is  well. 
She's  not  well  married,  that  lives  married  long; 
But  she's  best  married,  that  dies  married  young. 
Dry  up  your  tears,  and  stick  your  rosemary 
On  this  fair  corse ;  and,  as  the  custom  is, 
In  all  her  best  array  bear  her  to  church. 
For  though  fond  nature  bids  us  all  lament, 
Yet  nature's  tears  are  reason's  merriment. 

Qap.    All  things,  that  we  ordained  festival, 
Turn  from  their  office  to  black  funeral ; 
Our  instruments,  to  melancholy  bells ; 
Our  wedding  cheer,  to  a  sad  burial  feast ; 
Our  solemn  hymns  to  sullen  dirges  change ; 
Our  bridal  flowers  serve  for  a  buried  corse. 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary. 

Fri.    Sir,  go  you  in,— and,  madam,  go  with  him; 
And  go,  sir  Paris;  —  every  one  prepare 
To  follow  this  fair  corse  unto  her  grave. 
The  Heavens  do  lower  upon  you,  for  some  ill ; 
Move  them  no  more,  by  crossing  their  high  will. 

{^Exeunt  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  Paris,  and  Friar. 

1  Mus,    'Faith,  we  may  put  up  our  pipes,  and  be  gone. 

Nurse,    Honest,  good  fellows,  ah,  put  up  ;  put  up  ; 
For,  well  you  know,  this  is  a  pitiful  case.  \_Uxit  Nurse. 

1  3Ius,   Ay,  by  my  troth,  the  case  may  be  amended. 

Unte?^  Peter. 

Pet.  Musicians,  0  musicians.  Hearts  ease,  heart's  ease; 
0,  an  you  will  have  me  live,  play  —  heart's  ease, 

1  31us.  Why  heart's  ease  F 

Pet,  0  musicians,  because  my  heart  itself  plays  —  3f^ 
heart  is  full  of  woe.  0,  play  me  some  merry  dump,  to 
comfort  me. 

2  Mus,    Not  a  dump  we ;  'tis  no  time  to  play  now. 
Pet.   You  will  not  then? 

3Ius.   No. 

Pet.    I  will  then  give  it  you  soundly. 

1  llus.  What  will  you  give  us  ? 

Pet.  No  money,  on  my  faith ;  but  the  gleek ;  I  will  give 
you  the  minstrel. 

1  3fus.    Then  will  I  give  you  the  serving-creature. 

Pet.  Then  will  I  lay  the  serving-creature's  dagger  on 
your  pate  I  will  carry  no  crotchets  ;  I'll  re  you,  I'll  fa 
you.     Do  you  note  me  ? 
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1  3Ius.    An  you  re  us,  and  fa  us,  you  note  us. 

2  M71S.  Tray  you,  put  up  your  dagger,  and  put  out 
your  wit. 

Pet.  Then  have  at  you  with  my  wit ;  I  will  dry-beat  you 
with  an  iron  wit,  and  put  up  my  iron  dagger. — Answer  me 
like  men : 

WJien  griping  grief  the  heart  doth  wound^ 

And  doleful  dum2:)S  the  mind  oppress^ 
Then  music  with  her  silver  sound, — 

Why,  silver  sound?   why,  music   with  her   silver  sound? 
What  say  you,  Simon  Catling  ? 

1  Mus.    Marr}^,  sir,  because  silver  hath  a  sweet  sound. 
Pet,    Pratcst !     What  say  you,  Hugh  Rebeck  ? 

2  Mus.  I  say  —  silver  sound,  because  musicians  sound 
for  silver. 

Pet,    Pratest  too  !  — What  say  you,  James  Soundpost  ? 

3  Mas.    'Faith,  I  know  not  what  to  say. 

Pet,   0,  I  cry  you  mercy !  you  are  the  singer ;  I  will  say 
for  you.     It  is  —  music  ^vith  her  silver  sound,  because  mu 
Bicians  have  seldom  gold  for  sunding :  — 

Then  music  ivith  her  silver  sound, 
With  speedy  help  doth  lend  redress, 

[Exit,  singing. 

1  3Ius,  What  a  pestilent  knave  is  this  same  ! 

2  31us,  Hang  him,  Jack !  Come,  we'll  in  here ;  tarry 
for  the  mourners,  and  stay  dinner.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.     Mantua.     A  Street. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.    If  I  may  trust  the  flattering  eye  of  sleep, 
My  dreams  presage  some  joyful  news  at  hand. 
My  bosom's  lord  sits  lightly  in  his  throne; 
And,  all  this  day,  an  unaccustomed  spirit 
Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  cheerful  thoughts. 
I  dreamed  my  lady  came  and  found  me  dead, 
(Strange  dream !  that  gives  a  dead  man  leave  to  think,) 
And  breathed  such  life  with  kisses  in  my  lips, 
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That  I  revived,  and  was  an  emperor. 

Ah  me !  how  sweet  is  love  itself  possessed, 

When  but  love's  shadows  are  so  rich  in  joy! 

Enter  Baltiiasar. 

News  from  Verona!  —  How  now,  Balthasar? 
Dost  thou  not  bring  me  letters  from  the  friar? 
How  doth  my  lady?     Is  my  father  well? 
How  doth  my  Juliet  ?     That  I  ask  again ; 
For  nothing  can  be  ill,  if  she  be  well. 

Bal.    Then  she  is  well,  and  nothing  can  be  ill. 
Her  body  sleeps  in  Capels'  monument, 
And  her  immortal  part  with  angels  lives ; 
I  saw  her  laid  low  in  her  kindred's  vault, 
And  presently  took  post  to  tell  it  you; 
0,  pardon  me  for  bringing  these  ill  news, 
Since  you  did  leave  it  for  my  office,  sir. 

Rom,    Is  it  even  so?     Then  I  defy  you,  stars!-— 
Thou  know'st  my  lodging ;  get  me  ink  and  paper, 
And  hire  post-horses ;  I  will  hence  to-night. 

Bal.    Pardon  me,  sir,  I  will  not  leave  you  thus. 
Your  looks  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
Some  misadventure. 

Rom,  Tush,  thou  art  deceived ; 

Leave  me,  and  do  the  thing  I  bid  thee  do. 
Hast  thou  no  letters  to  me  from  the  friar  ? 

Bal.   No,  my  good  lord. 

Rom.  No  matter ;  get  thee  gone, 

And  hire  those  horses;  I'll  be  with  thee  straight. 

[^Exit  Balthasae. 
Well,  Juliet,  I  will  lie  with  thee  to-night. 
Let's  see  for  means. —  0  mischief!  thou  art  swift 
To  enter  in  the  thoughts  of  desperate  men ! 
I  do  remember  an  apothecary, — 
And  hereabouts  he  dwells, — whom  late  I  noted 
In  tattered  weeds,  with  overwhelming  brows, 
Culling  of  simples  ;  meagre  were  his  looks. 
Sharp  misery  had  worn  him  to  the  bones; 
And  in  his  needy  shop  a  tortoise  hung, 
An  alligator  stuffed,  and  other  skins 
Of  ill-shaped  fishes ;  and  about  his  shelves 
A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes. 
Green,  earthen  pots,  bladders,  and  musty  seeds, 
Remnants  of  packthread,  and  old  cakes  of  roses, 
Were  thinly  scattered  to  make  up  a  show. 
Noting  this  penury,  to  myself  I  said  — 
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And  if  a  man  did  need  a  poison  now, 
Whose  sale  is  present  death  in  Mantua, 
Here  lives  a  caitiff  wretch  would  sell  it  him. 
0,  this  same  thought  did  but  forerun  my  need; 
And  this  same  needy  man  must  sell  it  me. 
As  I  remember,  this  should  be  the  house; 
Being  holiday,  the  beggar's  shop  is  shut. — 
What,  ho !  apothecary. 

Enter  Apothecary. 

Ap.  Who  calls  so  loud? 

Rom,    Come  hither,  man. —  I  see  that  thou  art  poor; 
Hold,  there  is  forty  ducats ;  let  me  have 
A  dram  of  poison  ;  such  soon-speeding  gear 
As  will  disperse  itself  through  all  the  veins, 
That  the  life-weary  taker  may  fall  dead ; 
And  that  the  trunk  may  be  discharged  of  breath 
As  violently,  as  hasty  powder  fired 
Doth  hurry  from  the  fatal  cannon's  womb. 

Ap.    Such  mortal  drugs  I  have :  but  Mantua's  law 
Is  death  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 

Bom,    Art  thou  so  bare,  and  full  of  wretchedness, 
And  fear'st  to  die  ?     Famine  is  in  thy  cheeks ; 
Need  and  oppression  stareth  in  thy  eyes ; 
Upon  thy  back  hangs  ragged  misery ; 
The  world  is  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  world's  law. 
The  world  affords  no  law  to  make  thee  rich ; 
Then  be  not  poor,  but  break  it,  and  take  this. 

Ap.    My  poverty,  but  not  my  will,  consents. 

Jlom,    I  pay  thy  poverty,  and  not  thy  will. 

Ap,    Put  this  in  any  liquid  thing  you  will, 
And  drink  it  off;  and,  if  you  had  the  strength 
Of  twenty  men,  it  would  despatch  you  straight. 

Rom.    There  is  thy  gold,  worse  poison  to  men*s  souls, 
Doing  more  murders  in  this  loathsome  world, 
Than  these  poor  compounds  that  thou  mayst  not  sell. 
I  sell  thee  poison,  thou  hast  sold  me  none. 
Farewell ;  buy  food,  and  get  thyself  in  flesh. 
Come,  cordial ;  and  not  poison ;  go  with  me 
To  Juliet's  grave,  for  there  must  I  use  thee.      [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.     Friar  Laurence's  Cell 
E7iter  Friar  John. 
John,    Holy  Franciscan  friar !  brother,  ho ! 
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Enter  Friar  Laurence. 

Lau,    This  same  should  be  the  voice  of  friar  John. 
Welcome  from  Mantua  ;  what  sajs  Romeo  ? 
Or,  if  his  mind  be  writ,  give  me  his  letter. 

John.    Going  to  find  a  barefoot  brother  out, 
One  of  our  order  to  associate  me, 
Here  in  this  city  visiting  the  sick, 
And  finding  him,  the  searchers  of  the  town, 
Suspecting  that  we  both  were  in  a  house 
Where  the  infectious  pestilence  did  reign. 
Sealed  up  the  doors,  and  would  not  let  us  forth; 
So  that  my  speed  to  Mantua  there  was  stayed. 

Lau,    Who  bare  my  letter,  then,  to  Romeo  ? 

John,    I  could  not  send  it, —  here  it  is  again, — 
Nor  get  a  messenger  to  bring  it  thee. 
So  fearful  were  they  of  infection. 

Lau     Unhapp}^  fortune  !   by  my  brotherhood. 
The  letter  was  not  nice,  but  full  of  charge. 
Of  dear  import;  and  the  neglecting  it 
May  do  much  danger.     Friar  John,  go  hence ; 
Get  me  an  iron  crow,  and  bring  it  straight 
Unto  my  cell. 

John,    Brother,  I'll  go  and  bring  it  thee.  [Exit. 

Lau,   Now  must  I  to  the  monument  alone ; 
Within  this  three  hours  will  fair  Juliet  wake. 
She  will  beshrew  me  much,  that  Romeo 
Hath  had  no  notice  of  these  accidents ; 
But  I  will  write  again  to  Mantua, 
And  keep  her  at  my  cell  till  Romeo  come , 
Poor  living  corse,  closed  in  a  dead  man's  tomb !     [Exit, 

SCENE  HI.     A  Qhurch-yard ;  in  it  a  Monument  belong- 
ing to  the  Capulets. 

Enter  Paris,  and  his  Page,  hearing  flowers  and  a  torch. 

Par,  Give  me  my  torch,  boy.    Hence,  and  stand  aloof; — 
Yet  put  it  out,  for  I  would  not  be  seen. 
Under  yon  yew-trees  lay  thee  all  along. 
Holding  thine  ear  close  to  the  hollow  ground; 
So  shall  no  foot  upon  the  church-yard  tread, 
(Being  loose,  unfirm,  with  digging  up  of  graves,) 
But  thou  shalt  hear  it ;  whistle  then  to  me. 
As  signal  that  thou  hear'st  something  approach. 


Give  me  those  flowers.     Do  as  I  bid  thee 


^^' 
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Page,    I  am  almost  afraid  to  stand  alone 
Here  in  the  church-yard ;  yet  I  will  adventure.  {^Retires, 

Par,    Sweet  flower,  with  flowers  I  strew  thy  bridal  bed. 
Sweet  tomb,  that  in  tliy  circuit  dost  contain 
The  perfect  model  of  eternity ; 
Fair  Juliet,  that  with  angels  dost  remain, 
Accept  this  latest  favor  at  my  hands ; 
That  living  honored  thee,  and,  being  dead, 
With  funeral  praises  do  adorn  thy  tomb !  [_The  hoy  tvMstles, 
The  boy  gives  warning,  something  doth  approach. 
What  cursed  foot  wanders  this  way  to-night, 
To  cross  my  obsequies,  and  true-love's  rites  ? 
What,  with  a  torch!  —  muflle  me,  night,  a  while.     [^Reti7'€S, 

Enter  Romeo  and  Baltiiasar,  with  a  torcJi^  mattock,  ^^c, 

Rom,    Give  me  that  mattock,  and  the  wrenching-iron. 
Hold,  take  this  letter ;  early  in  the  morning 
See  thou  deliver  it  to  my  lord  and  father. 
Give  me  the  light.     Upon  thy  life,  I  charge  thee, 
Whate'er  thou  hear'st  or  see'st,  stand  all  aloof, 
And  do  not  interrupt  me  in  my  course. 
Why  I  descend  into  this  bed  of  death. 
Is,  partly,  to  behold  my  lady's  face ; 
But,  chiefly,  to  take  thence  from  her  dead  finger 
A  precious  ring ;  a  ring  that  I  must  use 
In  dear  employment ;  therefore  hence,  be  gone ; — 
But  if  thou,  jealous,  dost  return  to  pry 
In  what  I  further  shall  intend  to  do. 
By  Heaven,  I  will  tear  thee  joint  by  joint, 
And  strew  this  hungry  church-yard  with  thy  limbs. 
The  time  and  my  intents  are  savage-wild; 
More  fierce,  and  more  inexorable  far, 
Than  empty  tigers,  or  the  roaring  sea. 

Bal,    I  v/ill  be  gone,  sir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

Rom,  So  shalt  thou  show  me  friendship. — Take  thou  that; 
Live,  and  be  prosperous ;  and  farewell,  good  fellow. 

Bal,    For  all  this  same,  I'll  hide  me  hereabout ; 
His  looks  I  fear,  and  his  intents  I  doubt.  [Retires, 

Rom,    Thou  detestable  maw,  thou  womb  of  death, 
Gorged  with  the  dearest  morsel  of  the  earth, 
Thus  I  enforce  thy  rotten  jaws  to  open, 

[Breaking  open  the  door  of  the  monument. 
And,  in  despite,  I'll  cram  thee  with  more  food ! 

Par,    This  is  that  banished,  haughty  Montague, 
That  murdered  my  love's  cousin;  —  with  which  grief, 
It  is  supposed  the  fair  creature  died, — 
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And  here  is  come  to  do  some  villanous  shame 

To  the  dead  bodies.     I  will  apprehend  him. —     [_Advance9, 

Stop  thj  unhallowed  toil,  vile  Montague ; 

Can  vengeance  be  pursued  further  than  death  ? 

Condemned  villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee. 

Obey,  and  go  with  me ;  for  thou  must  die. 

Horn,    I  must,  indeed ;  and  therefore  came  I  hither.— 
Good  gentle  youth,  tempt  not  a  desperate  man ; 
Fly  hence  and  leave  me ; — think  upon  these  gone ; 
Let  them  affright  thee. — I  beseech  thee,  youth, 
Heap  not  another  sin  upon  my  head. 
By  urging  me  to  fury. — 0,  be  gone ! 
By  Heaven,  I  love  thee  better  than  myself; 
For  I  come  hither  armed  against  myself. 
Stay  not;  begone;  —  live,  and  hereafter  say — 
A  madman's  mercy  bade  thee  run  away. 

Par.    I  do  defy  thy  conjurations. 
And  do  attach  thee  as.  a  felon  here. 

Mom.    Wilt  thou  provoke  me  ?     Then  have  at  thee,  boy. 

[They  fight. 

Page.    0  Lord !  they  fight.     I  will  go  call  the  watch. 

[^Exit  Page. 

Par.    0,  I  am  slain!  \_Falls.^  —  If  thou  be  merciful. 
Open  the  tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet.  \_Die8. 

Horn.    In  faith,  I  will. —  Let  me  peruse  this  face; 
Mercutio's  kinsman,  noble  county  Paris. 
What  said  my  man,  when  my  betossed  soul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rode?     I  think 
He  told  me  Paris  should  have  married  Juliet. 
Said  he  not  so  ?  or  did  I  dream  it  so  ? 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet, 
To  think  it  was  so?  —  0,  give  me  thy  hand, 
One  writ  with  me  in  sour  misfortune's  book ! 
I'll  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  grave ; — 
A  grave  ?  0,  no ;  a  lantern,  slaughtered  youth ; 
For  here  lies  Juliet,  and  her  beauty  makes 
This  vault  a  feasting  presence  full  of  light. 
Death,  lie  thou  there,  by  a  dead  man  interred. 

\_Laying  Paris  in  the  monument. 
How  oft,  when  men  are  at  the  point  of  death. 
Have  they  been  merry  !  which  their  keepers  call 
A  lightning  before  death ;  0,  how  may  I 
Call  this  a  lightning? — 0  my  love!  my  wife! 
Death,  that  hath  sucked  the  honey  of  thy  breath, 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty. 
Thou  art  not  conquered;  beauty's  ensign  yet 
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Is  crimson  in  thy  lips,  and  in  thy  cheeks. 

And  death's  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there.— 

Tybalt,  liest  thou  there  in  thy  bloody  sheet  ? 

0,  what  more  favor  can  I  do  to  thee, 

Than  with  that  hand  that  cut  thy  youth  in  twain, 

To  sunder  his  that  was  thine  enemy  ? 

Forgive  me,  cousin!  —  Ah,  dear  Juliet, 

Why  art  thou  yet  so  fair  ?     Shall  I  believe 

That  unsubstantial  death  is  amorous ; 

And  that  the  lean,  abhorred  monster  keeps 

Thee  here  in  dark  to  be  his  paramour? 

For  fear  of  that,  I  will  still  stay  with  thee ; 

And  never  from  this  palace  of  dim  night 

Depart  again ;  here,  here  will  I  remain 

With  worms  that  are  thy  chambermaids;  0,  here 

Will  I  set  up  my  everlasting  rest ; 

And  shake  the  yoke  of  inauspicious  stars 

From  this  world-wearied  flesh. —  Eyes,  look  your  last! 

Arms,  take  your  last  embrace  !  and  lips,   0,  you 

The  doors  of  breath,  seal  with  a  righteous  kiss 

A  dateless  bargain  to  engrossing  death  ! — 

Come,  bitter  conduct,  come,  unsavory  guide ! 

Thou  desperate  pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 

The  dashing  rocks  thy  seasick,  weary  bark ! 

Here's  to  my  love!  \_DTink8^  —  0  true  apothecary! 

Thy  drugs  are  quick. — Thus  with  a  kiss  I  die.        \I>ie% 

Enter^  at  the  other  end  of  the  church-yard,  Friar  Lau 
RENCE,  with  a  lantern,  crow,  and  spade, 

FrL    Saint  Francis  be  my  speed  !  how  oft  to-night 
Have  my  old  feet  stumbled  at  graves  !  — Who's  there  ? 
Who  is  it  that  consorts,  so  late,  the  dead  ? 

Bal.    Here's  one,  a  friend,  and  one  that  knows  you  welL 

FrL    Bliss  be  upon  you  !     Tell  me,  good  my  friend, 
What  torch  is  yond'  that  vainly  lends  his  light 
To  grubs  and  eyeless  skulls  ?  as  I  discern, 
It  burneth  in  the  Capels'  monument. 

Bah    It  doth  so,  holy  sir;  and  there's  my  master. 
One  that  you  love. 

FrL  Who  is  it? 

BaL  Romeo. 

FrL    How  long  hath  he  been  there? 

BaL  Full  half  an  hcur. 

FrL    Go  with  me  to  the  vault. 

BaL  I  dare  not,  sir. 

My  master  knows  not  but  I  am  gone  hence; 
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And  fearfully  did  menace  me  with  death, 
If  I  did  stay  to  look  on  his  intents. 

Fri.    Stay,  then,  I'll  go  alone. — Fear  comes  apon  me; 
0,  much  I  fear  some  ill,  unlucky  thing. 

BaL    As  I  did  sleep  under  this  yew-tree  here, 
I  dreamed  my  master  and  another  fought, 
And  that  my  master  slew  him. 

Fri.  Romeo?  [^Advancea^ 

Alack,  alack,  what  blood  is  this,  which  stains 
The  stony  entrance  of  this  sepulchre?  — 
What  mean  these  masterless  and  gory  swords 
To  lie  discolored  by  this  place  of  peace  ? 

[^Filters  the  monument. 
Romeo  !    0,  pale  !  — Who  else  ?  what,  Paris  too  ? 
And  steeped  in  blood !     Ah,  what  an  unkind  hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  chance  !  — 
The  lady  stirs.  [Juliet  walces,  and  stirs. 

Jul,    0  comfortable  friar !  where  is  my  lord  ? 
I  do  remember  well  where  I  should  be. 
And  there  I  am. — Where  is  my  Romeo  ?         \_N'oise  within 

Fri.    I  hear  some  noise. — Lady,  come  from  that  nest 
Of  death,  contagion,  and  unnatural  sleep ; 
A  greater  power  than  we  can  contradict 
Hath  thwarted  our  intents ;  come,  come  away. 
Thy  husband  in  thy  bosom  there  lies  dead; 
And  Paris  too ;  come,  I'll  dispose  of  thee 
Among  a  sisterhood  of  holy  nuns. 
Stay  not  to  question,  for  the  watch  is  coming; 
Come,  go,  good  Juliet !  —  [JVoise  agairi.']    I  dare  stay  no 
longer.  [Fxit. 

Jul.    Go,  get  thee  hence,  for  I  will  not  away. 

What's  here  ?  a  cup,  closed  in  my  true  love's  hand  ? 

Poison,  I  see,  hath  been  his  timeless  end. — 

0  churl  1  drink  all ;  and  leave  no  friendly  drop, 

To  help  me  after?  —  I  will  kiss  thy  lips; 

Haply,  some  poison  yet  doth  hang  on  them, 

To  make  me  die  with  a  restorative.  [^Kisses  him 

Thy  lips  are  warm  ! 

1  Watch.    [  Within.']    Lead,  boy. — Which  way  ? 

Jul.  Yea,  noise?  —  then  I'll  be  brief. — 0  happy  dagger! 

\_Snatching  Romeo's  dagger. 

This  is  thy  sheath.  \^Stahs  herself.']    There  rust,  and  let  me 

die.  [Falls  on  Romeo's  body,  and  dies. 

Enter  Watch,  with  the  Page  of  Paris. 

Fage.  This  is  the  place ;  there,  where  the  torch  doth  burn. 
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1  Watch.  The  ground  is  bloody ;  search  about  the  church- 

yard : 
Go,  some  of  you,  whoe'er  you  find  attach.     [^Exeunt  some. 
Pitiful  sight !  here  lies  the  county  slain ; 
And  Juliet  bleeding ;  warm,  and  newly  dead, 
Who  here  hath  lain  these  two  days  buried. — 
Go,  tell  the  prince, — run  to  the  Capulets, — 
Kaise  up  the  Montagues, —  some  others  search;  — 

\_Uxeunt  other  Watchmen, 
We  see  the  ground  whereon  these  woes  do  lie ; 
But  the  true  ground  of  all  these  piteous  woes, 
We  cannot  without  circumstance  descry. 

Enter  some  of  the  Watch,  with  Balthazar. 

2  Watch.    Here's  Romeo's  man;    we   found  him  in  the 

church-yard. 
1  Watch.  Hold  him  in  safety,  till  the  prince  come  hither. 

Enter  another  Watchman,  with  Friar  Laurence. 

3  Watch.  Here  is  a  friar,  that  trembles,  sighs,  and  weeps. 
We  took  this  mattock  and  this  spade  from  him, 

As  he  was  coming  from  this  church-yard  side. 
1  Watch.    A  great  suspicion ;  stay  the  friar  too. 

Eyiter  the  Prince  and  Attendants. 

Prince.  What  misadventure  is  so  early  up. 
That  calls  our  person  from  our  morning's  rest? 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  and  others. 

Cap.  What  should  it  be,  that  they  so  shriek  abroad  ? 

La.  Cap.    The  people  in  the  street  cry  —  Romeo, 
Some  —  Juliet,  and  some — Paris;  and  all  run. 
With  open  outcry,  toward  our  monument. 

Prince.  What  fear  is  this,  which  startles  in  our  ears  ? 

1  Watch.    Sovereign,  here  lies  the  county  Paris  slain ; 
And  Romeo  dead ;  and  Juliet,  dead  before. 
Warm,  and  new  killed. 

Prince.    Search,  seek,  and  know  how  this  foul  murder 
comes. 

1  Watch.  Here  is  a  friar,  and  slaughtered  Romeo's  man ; 
With  instruments  upon  them,  fit  to  open 
These  dead  men's  tombs. 

Gap.  0  Heavens  ! — 0  wife !  look  how  our  daughter  bleeds ! 
This  dagger  hath  mista'en, —  for  lo !  his  house 
Is  empty  on  the  back  of  Montague, — 
And  is  missheathed  in  my  daughter's  bosom. 
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La,  Cap.    0  me !  this  sight  of  death  is  as  a  bell, 
That  warns  my  old  ago  to  a  sepulchre. 

Enter  Montague  and  others. 

Prince,    Come,  Montague ;  for  thou  art  early  up, 
To  see  thy  son  and  heir  more  early  down. 

Mon,    Alas,  my  liege,  my  wife  is  dead  to-night; 
Grief  of  my  son's  exile  hath  stopped  her  breath. 
What  further  woe  conspires  against  mine  age  ? 

Prince,    Look,  and  thou  shalt  see. 

3Ion,    0  thou  untaught !  what  manners  is  in  this. 
To  press  before  thy  father  to  a  grave  ? 

Prince,    Seal  up  the  mouth  of  outrage  for  a  while, 
Till  we  can  clear  these  ambiguities. 
And  know  their  spring,  their  head,  their  true  descent; 
And  then  will  I  be  general  of  your  woes. 
And  lead  you  even  to  death.     Mean  time  forbear, 
And  let  mischance  be  slave  to  patience. — 
Bring  forth  the  parties  of  suspicion. 

Fri.    I  am  the  greatest,  able  to  do  least, 
Yet  most  suspected,  as  the  time  and  place 
Doth  make  against  me,  of  this  direful  murder; 
And  here  I  stand,  both  to  impeach  and  purge 
Myself  condemned  and  myself  excused. 

Prince,    Then  say  at  once  what  thou  dost  know  in  this. 

Fri,    I  will  be  brief,  for  my  short  date  of  breath 
Is  not  so  long  as  is  a  tedious  tale. 
Romeo,  there  dead,  was  husband  to  that  Juliet; 
And  she,  there  dead,  that  Romeo's  faithful  wife. 
I  married  them ;  and  their  stolen  marriage-day 
Was  Tybalt's  doomsday,  whose  untimely  death 
Banished  the  new-made  bridegroom  from  this  city; 
For  whom,  and  not  for  Tybalt,  Juliet  pined. 
You — to  remove  that  siege  of  grief  from  her  — 
Betrothed,  and  would  have  married  her  perforce. 
To  county  Paris. — Then  comes  she  to  me; 
And,  with  wild  looks,  bid  me  devise  some  means 
To  rid  her  from  this  second  marriage, 
Or  in  my  cell  there  would  she  kill  herself. 
Then  gave  I  her,  so  tutored  by  my  art, 
A  sleeping  potion ;  which  so  took  effect 
As  I  intended,  for  it  wrought  on  her 
The  firm  of  death;  meantime  I  writ  to  Romeo, 
That  he  should  hither  come  as  this  dire  night. 
To  help  to  take  her  from  her  borrowed  grave, 
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Being  the  time  the  potion's  force  should  cease. 
But  he  which  bore  my  letter,  friar  John, 
Was  stayed  by  accident ;  and  yesternight 
Returned  my  letter  back.     Then  all  alone 
At  the  prefixed  hour  of  her  waking, 
Came  I  to  take  her  from  her  kindred's  vault ; 
Meaning  to  keep  her  closely  at  my  cell, 
Till  I  conveniently  could  send  to  Romeo. 
But,  when  I  came,  (some  minute  ere  the  time 
Of  her  awakening,)  here  untimely  lay 
The  noble  Paris,  and  true  Romeo,  dead. 
She  wakes  ;  and  I  entreated  her  come  forth, 
And  bear  this  work  of  Heaven  with  patience. 
But  then  a  noise  did  scare  me  from  the  tomb ; 
And  she,  too  desperate,  would  not  go  with  me, 
But  (as  it  seems)  did  violence  on  herself. 
All  this  I  know ;  and  to  the  marriage 
Her  nurse  is  privy.     And,  if  aught  in  this 
Miscarried  by  my  fault,  let  my  old  life 
Be  sacrificed  some  hour  before  his  time, 
Unto  the  rigor  of  severest  law. 

Prince,  We  still  have  known  thee  for  a  holy  man. 
Where's  Romeo's  man  ?  what  can  he  say  in  this  ? 

Bal.    I  brought  my  master  news  of  Juliet's  death ; 
And  then  in  post  he  came  from  Mantua, 
To  this  same  place,  to  this  same  monument. 
This  letter  he  early  bade  me  give  his  father; 
And  threatened  me  with  death,  going  in  the  vault, 
If  I  departed  not,  and  left  hmi  there. 

Prince.  Give  me  the  letter ;  I  will  look  on  it. — 
Where  is  the  county's  page,  that  raised  the  watch? 
Sirrah,  what  made  your  master  in  this  place  ? 

Page.    He  came  with  flowers  to  strew  his  lady's  grave; 
And  bade  me  stand  aloof,  and  so  I  did. 
Anon  comes  one  with  light  to  ope  the  tomb ; 
And,  by  and  by,  my  master  drew  on  him; 
And  then  I  ran  away  to  call  the  watch. 

Prince.    This  letter  doth  make  good  the  friar's  words. 
Their  course  of  love,  the  tidings  of  her  death; 
And  here  he  writes  —  that  he  did  buy  a  poison 
Of  a  poor  'pothecary,  and  therewithal 
Came  to  this  vault  to  die,  and  lie  with  Juliet. — 
Where  be  these  enemies?     Capulet !     Montague!  — 
See,  what  a  scourge  is  laid  upon  your  hate, 
That  Heaven  finds  means  to  kill  your  joys  with  love ! 
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And  I,  for  winking  at  your  discords  too, 

Have  lost  a  brace  of  kinsmen;  —  all  are  punished. 

Oap,    0  brother  Montague,  give  me  thy  hand. 
This  is  my  daughter's  jointure,  for  no  more 
Can  I  demand. 

Mon,  But  I  can  give  thee  more. 

For  I  will  raise  her  statue  in  pure  gold ; 
That,  while  Verona  by  that  name  is  known, 
There  shall  no  figure  at  such  rate  be  set, 
As  that  of  true  and  faithful  Juliet. 

Cap.    As  rich  shall  Romeo  by  his  lady  lie; 
Poor  sacrifices  of  our  enmity ! 

Prince,    A  glooming  peace  this  morning  with  it  brings , 
The  sun  for  sorrow  will  not  show  his  head. 
Go  hence,  to  have  more  talk  of  these  sad  things ; 
Some  shall  be  pardoned,  and  some  punished. 
For  never  was  a  story  of  more  woe. 
Than  this  of  Juliet  and  her  Romeo.  [^ExeiinL 
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>^AGT   I. 

SCENE  I.     Elsinore.     A  Platform  before  the  Castle, 

Francisco  on  Ms  post.     Enter  to  Mm,  Bernardo. 

Bernard,    Who's  there  ? 

Fran,  Nay,  answer  me ;  stand,  and  unfold 

Yourself. 

Ber,    Long  live  the  king 

Fran,  Bernardo  ? 

Ber,  Ay. 

Fran,   You  come  most  carefully  upon  your  hour. 

Ber,  'Tis  now  struck  twelve ;  get  thee  to  bed,.JFjanoisco. 

Fran,    For  this  relief,  much  thanks;  'tis  bitter  cold, 
And  I  am  sick  at  heart. 

Ber,    Have  you  had  quiet  guard  ? 

Fran,  Not  a  mouse  stirring. 

Ber,    Well,  good  night. 
If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellus, 
The  rivals  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  haste. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Fran.    I  think  I  hear  them. —  Stand,  ho  !     Who's  there  ? 

Hor,    Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar,  And  liegemen  to  the  Dane. 

Fran,    Give  you  good  night. 

Mar,  0,  farewell,  honest  soldier; 

Who  hath  relieved  you? 

Fran,  Bernardo  hath  my  place. 

Give  you  good  night.  [^Exit  Francisco. 

Mar.  Holla!  Bernardo! 
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Ber.  Say, 

What,  is  Horatio  there?       (y  ^ 

ITor.  A  piece  of  him.  O  ^Jy* 

Ber.    Welcome,  Horatio ;  welcome^  goorl   lyjnrcpnna ^mfAr^ 

Jlor.    What,  has  this  thin^Ujjpea'red  again  to-night  ?  A 
Ber.    I  have  seen  nothing.  \} 

3Iar.    Horatio  says  'tis  but  our  fantasy;  ^^  ^ysgkjs>&^    i 

And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him,  ^YV*-^  •^  ' 

Touching  this  dreaded  sight,  twice  seen  of  us. 

Therefore  I  have  entreated  him  along 

With  us  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night; 

That,  if  again  this  apparition  come, 

He  may  approve  our  eyes,  and  speak  to  it. 
JTor.    Tush,  tush !  'twill  not  appear. 
Ber.  ^  Sit  down  awhile; 

And  let  us  once  again  assail  your  ears, 

That  are  so  fortified  against  our  story, 

What  we  two  nights  have  seen. 

B'or.  Well,  sit  we  down, 

And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  speak  of  this. 
Ber.    Last  night  of  all. 

When  yon  same  star,  that's  westward  from  the  pole, 

Had  made  his  course  to  illume  that  part  of  heaven 

Where  now  it  burns,  Marcellus,  and  myself, 

The  bell  then  beating  one, — 
Mar.  Peace,  break  thee  off;  look,  where  it  comes  again! 

^JJUX  |>i-^  —  Bnter  Ghost. v^ 

Ber.    Id  the  same  figure  like  the  king  that's  dead.        M/l 

Mar.    Thou  art  a  scholar;  speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Ber.    Looks  it  not  like  the  king?     Mark  it,  Horatio. 

Ilor.    Most  like  ;  —  it  harrows  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 

Ber.    It  would  be  spoke  to. 

^^^^'  Speak  to't,  Horatio. 

^  Mor.    What  art  thou,  that  usurp'st  this  time  of  night, 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form 
In  which  the  majesty  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  sometimes  march  ?     By  Heaven,  I  charge  thee,  speak. 

Mar.    It  is  offended.  '    1^       • 

Ber.    See!  it  stalks  away. 

Jlor.    Stay;  speak:  speak,  I  charge  thee  speak. 

i\r        ,m-  ,      .  l^xit  Ghost. 

mar.     lis  gone,  and  will  not  answer. 

Ber.    How  now,  Horatio  ?  you  tremble,  and  lool^  pak 
Is  not  this  something  more  than  ftrftUsi^-- 
What  think  you  of  it  ? 
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Eor.    Before  my  God,  I  might  not  this  believe, 
Without  the  sensible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

Mar.  Is  not  this  like  the  king? 

Hor,    As  thou  art  to  thyself. 
Such  was  the  very  armor  he  had  on, 
Whej^e  the  ambitious  Norway  combated; 
So  f  Jfcied  he  once,  when,  in  ^n  angry  parle,  • 

He  smote  the  sledded  Polack  on  the  ice.  ^       -^^^ri^A. 

'Tis  strange.  , . )C  A^^  \ 

Mar,    Thus,  twice  before,  and  jump  at  this  dead  hour, 
With  martial  stalk  hath  he  gone  by  our  w^atch. 

Hor,    In  what  particular  thought  to  work,  I  know  not ; 


/     Butvjnthe.  gross  and,  scope  of  mine  ^>pinion,___ 
^     "This  b"o3es^ome  strange'eruption  to  our  state. 

3Iar.    Good  now,  sit  down,  and  tell  me,  he  that  know3, 
Why  this  same  strict  and  most  observant  watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  ^ubieqjb  of  the  land  l.  qJISUi 
And  why  such  daily  cast  of  brazen  cannon, 
*And  foreign  mart  for  implements  of  war; 
Why  such  impress  of  shipwrights,  whose  sore  task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week: 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  sweaty  haste 
Doth  make  the  night  joint-laborer  with  the  day; 
Who  is't  that  can  inform  me? 

Hor,  That  can  I; 

At  least,  the  whisper  goes  so.     Our  last  king, 
Whose  image  even  but  now  appeared  to  us. 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 
Thereto  pricked  on  by  a  most  emulate  pride. 
Dared  to  the  combat;  in  which  our  valiant  Hamlet 
(For  so  this  side  of  our  known  world  esteemed  him) 
Did  slay  thisE£d^in]M»as  !^^>,  by  a  sealed  compact, 
/     Well  ratiJjsdn^ynSwaMlieraldry, 

Did  forfeit,  with  his  life,  all  those  his  lands, 
Which  he  stood  seized  of,  to  the  conqueror: 
Against  the  which,  a  moiety  competent 
Was  gaged  by  our  king^vhich  had  returned 
To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbras, 
Had  he  been  vanquisher ;  as,  by  the  same  co-mart, 
And  carriage  of  the  article  designed. 
His  fell  to  Hamlet.     Now,  sir,  young  Fortinbras, 
Of  unimproved  mettle  hot  and  full. 
Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway,  here  and  there, 
i     Sharked  up  a  list  of  landless  resolutes, 
For  food  and  diet,  to  some  enterprise 
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That  hatli  a  stomach  in't ;  which  is  no  other, 
(As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  state,) 
But  to  recover  of  us,  by  strong  hand, 
And  terms  compulsative,  those  'foresaid  lands 
So  by  his  father  lost.     And  this,  I  take  it, 
Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations ; 
The  source  of  this  our  watch;  and  the  chief  hea(J 
Of  this  post-haste  and  rqma^e  in  the  land. 
Ber,    I  think  it  be  no  other,  but  even  so. 

•    Well  may  it  sort,  that  this  portentous  figure 

Comes  armed  through  our  watch ;  so  like  the  king 
That  was,  and  is,  the  question  of  these  wars. 

Hor.    A  mote  it  is,  to  trouble  the  mind's  QJ^*^ 
In  the  most  high  and  palri^^sta|a  of  Rome, 

%y  A  little  ere  the  mightiest  ¥unu^  l9ll,  ^^"^" 

The  graves  stood  fenantless,  ^nd  the  sheeted  dead 
Did  squeak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  streets. 

As,  stars  with  trains  of  fire  and  dews  of  blood, 
Disasters  in  the  sun ;  and  the  moist  star. 
Upon  whose  influence  Neptune's  empire  stands, 
Was  sick  almost  to  doomsday  with  eclipse. 
And  even  the  like  precurse  of  fierce  events, — 
As  harbingers  preceding  still  the  fates, 
And  prologue  to  the  omen  coming  on. 
Have  heaven  and  earth  together  demonstrated 
Unto  our  climatures  and  countrymen. — 

Re-enter  Ghost. 

But,  soft ;  behold !  lo,  where  it  comes  again ! 

I'll  cross  it,  though  it  blast  me. —  Stay,  illusion! 

If  thou  hast  any  sound,  or  use  of  voice, 

Speak  to  me. 

If  there  be  any  good  thing  to* be  done. 

That  may  to  thee  do  ease,  and  grace  to  me, 

Speak  to  me. 

If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  country's  fate, 

Which,  happily,  foreknowing,  may  avoid, 

0,  speak  ! 

Or,  if  thou  hast  uphoarded  in  thy  life 

Extorted  treasure  in  the  womb  of  earth. 

For  which,  they  say,  you  spirits  oft  walk  in  death, 

\_Cock  crows. 
■  Speak  of  it ;  —  stay,  and  speak  !  —  Stop  it,  Marcellus. 
Mar.    Shall  I  strike  at  it  with  my  partisan? 
Hor.    Do,  if  it  will  not  stand. 
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Ber.  'Tis  here » 

Hor.    'Tis  here ! 

Mar,    'Tis  gone!  {^Exit  Ghost. 

We  do  it  wrong,  being  so  majestical, 
To  offer  it  the  show  of  violence ; 
For  it  is,  as  the  air,  jnvulnerable, 
And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mockery. 

Ber,    It  was  about  to  speak  when  the  cock  crew. 

Hor,    And  then  it  started  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  summons.     I  have  heard, 
The  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  of  the  morn. 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  shrill-sounding  throat 
Awake  the  god  of  day;  and  at  his  warning, 
Whether  in  sea  or  fire,  in  earth  or  air, 
The  extravagant  and  erring  spirit  hies 
To  his  confine ;  and  of  the  truth  herein 
This  present  object  made  probation. 

Mar,    It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 
Some  say,  that  ever  'gainst  that  season  comes 
Wherein  our  Savior's  birth  is  celebrated, 
This  bird  of  dawning  singeth  all  night  long. 
And  then  they  say  no  spirit  dares  stir  abroad ; 
The  nights  are  wholesome ;  then  no  planets  strike, 

fairy  takes,  nor  witch  hath  power  to  charm, 
So  hallowed  and  so  gracious  is  the  time. 

Hor,    So  have  I  heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it. 
But  look,  the  morn,  in  russet  mantle  clad. 
Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill. 
Break  we  our  watch  up ;  and,  by  my  advice. 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  seen  to  night 
Unto  young  Hamlet ;  for,  upon  my  life, 
This  spirit,  dumb  to  us,  will  speak  to  him. 
Do  you  consent  we  shall  acquaint  him  with  it, 
As  needful  in  our  loves,  fitting  our  duty? 

Mar,    Let's  do't,  I  pray  ;  and  I  this  morning  know 
Where  we  shall  find  him  most  convenient.  [ExeunU 

SCENE  II.     Tlie  same.     A  Room  of  State  in  the  same. 

Enter  the  King,  Queen,  Hamlet,  Polonius,  Laertes, 
YoLTiMAND,  Cornelius,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

King,    Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  brother's  death 
The  memory  be  green ;  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  grief,  and-our  whole  kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  brow  of  woe; 
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Yet  so  far  hath  discretion  fought  with  nature, 
That  we  with  wisest  sorrow  think  on  him, 
Together  with  remembrance  of  ourselves. 
Therefore  our  sometime  sister,  now  our  queen, 
The  imperial  jointress  of  this  warlike  state, 
Have  we,  as  'twere,  with  a  defeated  ioj^<^=^^ 
With  one  auspicious,  and  one  dropping  eye ; 
With  mirth  in  funeral,  and  with  dirge  in  marriage, 
In  equal  scale  weighing  delight  and  dole, — 
Taken  to  wife ;  nor  have  we  herein  barred 
Your  better  wisdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  affair  along. —  For  all,  our  thanks. 

/•     Now  follows,  that  you  know,  young  Fortinbras,-^ 
Holding  a  weak  supposal  of  our  worth; 
Or  thinking,  by  our  late  dear  brother's  death, 
Our  state  to  be  disjoint  and  out  of  frame, 
Colleagued  with  this  dream  of  his  advantage. 
He  hath  not  failed  to  pester  us  with  message, 
Importing  the  surrender  of  those  lands 
Lost  by  his  father,  with  all  bands  of  law. 
To  our  most  valiant  brother. —  So  much  for  him. 
Now  for  ourself,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting. 
Thus  much  the  business  is.     We  have  here  writ 
To  Norway,  uncle  of  young  Fortinbras, — 
Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  scarcely  hears  "  " 

Of  this  his  nephew's  purpose, —  to  suppress 
His  further  gait  herein;  in  that  the  levies. 
The  lists,^  and  full  proportions,  are  all  made 
Out  of  his  subject:  —  and  we  here  despatch 

You,  good  Cornelius,  and  you,  Voltimand, 

For  bearers  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway ; 

Giving  to  you  no  further  personal  power 

To  business  with  the  king,  more  than  the  scope 

Of  these  related  articles  allow. 

Farewell;  and  let  your  haste  commend  your  duty. 

Cor.  Vol.    In  that,  and  all  things  will  we  show  our  duty. 
King,    We  doubt  it  nothing;  heartily  farewell. 

{Exeunt  Voltimand  and  Cornelius. 

And  now,  Laertes,  what's  the  news  with  you? 

You  told  us  of  some  suit;  what  is't,  Laertes? 

You  cannot  speak  of  reason  to  the  Dane, 

And  lose  your  voice.     What  wouldst  thou  beg,  Laertes? 

That  shall  not  be  my  oifcr,  not  thy  askin^r? 

The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart. 

The  hand  more  instrumental;  to  the  mouth. 
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Than  is  the  throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  father. 
What  wouldst  thou  have,  Laertes? 

Laer.  Mj  dread  lord, 

Your  leave  and  favor  to  return  to  France; 
From  whence  though  willingly  I  came  to  Denmark, 
To  show  my  duty  in  your  coronation; 
Yet  now,  I  must  confess,  that  duty  done. 
My  thoughts  and  wishes  bend  again  toward  France, 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and"  ^rdon. 

King.  Have  you  your  father's  leave  ?     What  says  Polo- 
nius  ? 

PoL    He  hath,  my  lord,  wrung  from  me  my  slow  leave, 
By  laborsome  petition;  and,  at  last. 
Upon  his  will,  I  sealed  my  hard  consent. 
I  do  beseech  you,  ffiv^nn  leave  to  go. 

King,    Take  th/IJmi'ro^dr,  Laertes;  time  be  thine, 
And  thy  best  graces  spend  it  at  thy  will. — 
But  now,  my  cousin  Hamlet,  and  my  son, 

Earn,    A  little  more  than  kin,  and  less  than  kind. 

[Aside, 

King,  How  is  it  that  the  clouds  still  hang  on  you? 
/^^  Ham,    Not  so,  my  lord,  "»"  OT  Vir  y^"^;^  ^' the  sun. 

Q^een,    Good  Hamlet,  cast  tliy  nighted"  colour  off. 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not,  forever,  with  thy  veiled  lids. 
Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust. 
Thou  know'st  'tis  common ;  all  that  live  must  die, 
Passing  through  nature  to  eternity. 

Ham,    Ay,  madam,  it  is  common. 

y  Queen,  LwJL^JJL  ^^       ' 

^  W^hy  seems  it  so  particular  with  thee  ? 

Hayn,   Seems,  madam?  nay,  it  is ;  I  know  not  seems. 
'Tis  not  alone  my  inky_jilpak,  good  mother, 
Nor  customary  suits  of  solemn  black, 
^      Nor  windy  suspiration  of  forced  breath,  ^^^ 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye,^^CW|^^ 
Nor  the  dejected  havior  of  the  visage;^'"^^^ 
Together  with  the  modes,  forms,  show^  of  grief. 
That  can  denote  me  truly.     These,  indeed,  seem, 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  V^^J^^^^ja^^^' 
i/  ;j^But  I  have  that  within  which  passeth  show  ;'*^^ 
^  -^  These  but  the  trappings  and  the  suits  of  woe. 
\^  '^'    King,  'Tis  sweet  and  commendable  in  your  nature,  Hamlet, 
0^       To  give  these  mourning  duties  to  your  father, 
^  ^       But  you  must  know,  your  father  lost  a  father ; 

That  father  lost,  lost  his;  and  the  survivor  bound 
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In  filial  obligation^foi^sorne  term, 
To  "clo  obsequioal*  sorrow.     But  to  perse ver 
In  obstinate  comTolement,  is  a  course 
Of  impious  stubbornness ;  'tis  unmanly  grief: 
It  shows  a  Avill  most  incorrect  to  Heaven ; 
A  heart  unfortified,  or  mind  impatient ;  ^r**^^aujOi»tC^^ 
An  understanding  simple  and  unschooled.  ^^^^^-^..^^^Ju^e^t^t^s^i^ 

mmoii 


For  what  "v^kn£w  mustj^ej^^ijs  as  comrno 
As  any  the  rnosT  V^ajr^  thing 
io,Why  should  we,  in  our  peevis' 
'      Take  it  to  heart.     Fie !  'tis  a  fault  to  Heaven, 
A  fault  ao-ainst  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature, 
To  reason  most  absurd ;  whose  common  theme 
^>^       Is  death  of  fathers^  and  who  still  hath  cried, 
\n/>r  From  the  first^'coVs'e,  till  he  tha^  died  to-day, 

^  N.        \^  Tim  mu%t  he  Bo^^^^j^^m^-^  you,  throw  to  earth 
This  un pr evafln^  woe ?  and  think  of  us 
As  of  a  father.     For^letthg^  world  take  note, 
You  are  the  m.ost  iminedTate  to  our  throne ; 
„^^^And  with  no  less  nobility  of  love, 
'y^^Than  that  which  dearest  ^ihg^  bears  his  son, 
•  •      i)o  I  impart  toward  you.  ^Jro^your  intent  < 

^^->^^*'*^"^'^'^^  In  going  back  to  school  in  Wittenberg, 
It  is  most  retrograde  to  our  desire ; 
And,  we  beseech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 
Here,  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye. 
Our  chiefcst  courtier,  cousin,  and  our  son. 

Queen.    Let  not  thy  mother  lose  her  prayers,  Hamlet ; 
I  pray  thee,  stay  with  us,  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 
Ham.    I  shall  in  all  my  bes.t.,ob^y  you,  madam. 
/'jCpi^^^^  f-  King.    AVhy,  'tis  a  loving  and  a  fair  reply ; 
/  Be  as  ourself  in  Denmark. —  Madam,  come; 

This  gentle  and  unforced  accord  .of  Hamlet 
Sits^srailing  to  my  heart;  in  ^rac^j^ereof 
No^ocund  health,  that  DenmarF~drinks  to-day. 
But  the  great  cannon  to  the  clouds  shall  tell ; 
And  the  king's  rouse  the  heaven  shall  bruit  again, 
Itespeaking  earthly  thunder.     Come  away. 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  Lords,  ^"c,^  PoLONlUS, 
and  Laertes. 
Ham.    0  that  this  too,  too  solid  flesh  would  melt, 
y^haw,  and  resolve  itself  into  a  dew  ! 
>r  that  the  Everlasting  had  not  fixed 
His  canon  'gainst  s^-slaughter.  ^  0  God!  0  God! 
llow  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
, ,       Beem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world ! 
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Fie  on't !  0  fie  !  'tis  an  unweeded  garden  ^^A^iA.'t^JZUAJ^^  ^(?U>V  <J 

That  g^^^^^Sfei^^S^^'  ^^^"g^  rank,  and  gross  in  nature,  ^^ 

Possess  Jt'^'^^eT^^  That  it  should  come  to  this ! 

But  two  months  dead!  —  nay,  not  so  much,  not  two: 

&Q  excellent  a  king ;  that  was,  to  this, 
'^'**''H^erion  to  a  satyr  ^.^jjl^yi^  to  my  mother, 
V^  That  he  might  not  ^beteem*tne  winds  of  heaven 

Visit  her.  face  too  roughly.     Heaven  and  earth! 

Must  I  remember  ?  why,  she  Avould  hang  on  him,     -  ^  (UxAaaJ^ 

As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown  LaJ^^-^-^ 

By  what  it  fed  on.     And  yet,  within  a  month, — 

Let  me  not  think  on't;  —  Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman!  — 

A  little  month ;  or  ere  those  shoes  were  old. 

With  which  she  followed  my  poor  father's  body, 

Like  Niobe,  all  tears  ;  —  ^\j  ^^^  ®^^^  ^^^' — 

0  Heaven !  a  beast,  that  ^anis^liscourse  of  reason, 

Would  have  mourned  longer, —  married  with  my  uncle, 

My  father's  brother;  but  no  more  like  my  father, 

Than  I  to  jlercules.     Within  a  month, — 
■\     Ere  the  salTof  most  nnrighteou^^^tears 
'^'     Had  left  the  flushin"^  in  her^^alleaeyes, — 

She  married. —  0  most  ^^^^feJ^P^^  ^^  P^^^ 
f^   With  such  dexterity  to  mcesUi^ussneets ! 

It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  "come  to,  good; 

But  break,  my  heart;  for  I  must  hold  my  tongue! 

Enter  Horatio^  Bernardo,  and  Marcellus. 

Hot,    Hail  to  your  lordship !  ^ 

Ham,  I  am  glad  to  see  you  well; 

Horatio, —  or  I  do  forget  myself. 

Hor.    The  same,  my  lord,  and  your  poor  servant  ever. 

Ham,  Sir,  my  good  friend ;  I'll  change  that  name  with  you 
And  what  make  you  from.  V/ittenberg,  Horatio?  — 
Marcellus? 

Mar.    My  good  lord, — 

Ham.    I  am  very  glad  to  see  you ;  good  even,  sir. 
But  what,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg? 

Hor.    A  truant  disposition,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.    I  would  not  hear  your  enemy  say  so ; 
Nor  shall  you  do  my  ear  that  violence. 
To  make  it  truster  of  your  own  report 
Against  yourself:  I  know  you  are  no  truant. 
But  what  is  your  affair  in  Elsinore  ? 
We'll  teach  you  to  drink  deep  ere  you  depart. 

Hor.    My  lord,  I  came  to  see  3'^our  father's  funeral. 
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Ham,   I  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me,  fellow-student ; 
I  think  it  was  to  see  my  mother's  wedding. 

Hot,    Indeed,  my  lord,  it  followed  hard  upon. 

/  O  Ham.    Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio  !  the  funeral  baked  meats 

Did  coldly  furnish  forth  the  marriage  tables. 

^c 'Would  I  had  met  my  dearest  foe  in  heaven,  ^^  V**^^"'*** 

Or  ever  I  had  seen  that  day,  Horatio !         "t^yu^-i/ k%a.  <^^ 

My  father, —  methinks  I  see  my  father.        "^^^^fe^^"^'  "^ 

Hor,  Oh  wE^e, 

My  lord? 

Ham,    In  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio. 

Hor,    I  saw  him  once ;  he  was  a  goodly  king. 

Ham,    He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hot,    My  lord,  I  think  I  saw  him  yesternight. 

Ham,    Saw  !  who  ?       - 

Hor,    My  lord,  the  king,  your  father. 

Ham,^^^j;(MU         ,,j^iUtt .  The  king,  my  father? 

2,^      Hor.    SeM)n  your  admiration  for  a  while 
With  an  attent  ear ;  tiUl  may  deliver. 
Upon  the  Avitness  of  these  gentlemen. 
This  marvel  to  you. 

Ham,  For  God's  love,  let  me  hear. 

Hor,    Two  nights  together  had  these  gentlemen, 
Marcellus  and  Bernardo,  on  their  watch. 
In  the  dead  waste  and  middle  of  the  night, 
Been  thus  encountered :  A  figure  like  your  father, 
4    Armed  at  all  points,  exactly,  cap-a-pe^  jf^^*/^ 
Appears  before  them,  and,  with  solemn  march,    -^ 
Goes  slow  and  stately  by  them.     Thrice  he  walked, 
V    5y  their  oppressed  and  fear-surprised  eyes. 

Within  his  truncheon's  length ;  whilst  they,  distilled 

Almost  t©  jelly  with  the  act  ©f  fear. 

Stand  dumb,  and  speak  n©t  t©  him.     This  t©  me 

In  dreadful  secrecy  impart  they  diJ ; 

And  I,  with  them,  the  third  night  kept  the  watch; 

Where,  as  they  had  delivered,  both  in  time. 

Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  good, 

The  apparition  comes.     I  knew  your  father; 

These  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham,  But  where  was  this? 

Hor,    My  lord,  upon  the  platform  where  we  watched. 

Ham,    Did  you  not  speak  to  it? 

Hor,  My  lord,  I  did. 

But  answer  made  it  none;  yet  once,  methought. 
It  lifted  up  its  head,  and  did  address 
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Itself  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  speak ; 
But,  even  then,  the  morning  cock  crew  loud; 
And  at  the  sound  it  shrunk  in  haste  away, 
And  vanished  from  our  sight. 

Ham,  'Tis  very  strange. 

Hot,   As  I  do  live,  my  honored  lord,  'tis  true; 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty, 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Ham,    Indeed,  indeed,  sirs,  but  this  troubles  me. 
Hold  you  the  watch  to-night? 

All.  We  do,  my  lord. 

Ham,    Armed,  say  you? 

All,  Armed,  my  lord. 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe! 

All.    My  lord,  from  head  to  foot. 

Ham.  Then  saw  you  not 

His  face? 

Hor,    0  yes,  my  lord;  he  wore  his  beaver  up. 
*:JIam,  What,  looked  he  fro|^ingly? 

Hdt,  a  countenance  more 

In  sorrow  than  in  anger. 

Ham,  Pale,  or  red? 

Hor,   Nay,  very  pale. 

Ham.,  And  fixed  his  eyes  upon  you? 

Hor,    Most  constantly.         iff**4 

Ham,  I  would  I  had  been  there. 

Hor,    It  would  have  much  amazed  you. 

Ham.  Yerj  like, 

Very  like.     Staid  it  long?  ^.^-..aW"^ 

Hor,  While  one  with  moderate  haste  might  tell  a  hundred. 

Mar,  Ber,    Longer,  longer. 

Hor,   Not  when  I  saw  it. 

Ham,  His  beard  was  grizzled?  no? 

Hor,    It  was  as  I  have  seen  it  in  his  life, 
A  sable  silvered. 

Ham,  I  will  watch  to-night; 

Perchance  'twill  walk  again. 

Hor,  I  warrant  you  it  wilL 

Ham,    If  it  assume  my  noble  father's  person, 
I'll  speak  to  it,  though  hell  itself  should  gape. 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.     I  pray  you  all, 
If  you  have  hitherto  concealed  tliis  sight, 
Let  it  be  tenable  in  your  silence  still ; 
And  whatsoever  else  shall  hap  to-night. 
Give  it  an  understanding,  but  no  tongue ; 
I  will  requite  your  loves.     So,  fare  you  well. 
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Upon  the  platform,  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve, 

I'll  visit  you. 

AIL  Our  duty  to  your  honor, 

ITam,   Your  loves,  as  mine  to  you.     Farewell. 

^.Exeunt  Horatio,  Marcellus,  and  Bernardo, 

My  father's  spirit  in  arms !  all  is  not  well ; 

I  doubt  some  foul  play.     'Would  the  night  were  come! 

Till  then  sit  still,  my  soul.     Foul  deeds  will  rise, 

Though  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them,  to  men's  eyes.  \^Exit, 

SCENE  III.     A  Boom  in  Polonius's  House, 
Enter  Laertes  and  Ophelia. 

Laer,   My  necessaries  are  embarked;  farewell. 
And,  sister,  as  the  winds  give  benefit. 

And  convoy  is  assistant,  do  not  sleep,  1 

But  let  me  hear  from  you.         •  ^i^f*^ 

Oph,  #    Bo  you  doubt  that?        Jr^ 

Laer,    For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  favor,^ 
Hold  it  a  fashion,  and  a  toy  in  blood; 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature. 
Forward,  not  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting. 
The  perfume  and  suppliance  of  a  minute ; 
No  more. 

Oplu         No  more  but  so  ? 

Lacr.  Think  it  no  more. 

For  nature,  crescent,  does  not  grow  alone 
In  thews  and  bulk ;  but,  as  this  temple  waxes, 
The  inward  service  of  the  mind  and  soul 
Grows  wide  withal.  "t^Perhaps  he  loves  you  now; 
And  now  no  soil,  nor  cautel  doth  besmirch 
The  virtue  of  his  will ;  but,  you  must  fear,  : 

His  greatness  weighed,  his  will  is  not  his  own ; 
For  he  himself  is  subject  to  his  birth. 
He  may  not,  as  unvalued  persons  do. 
Carve  for  himself ;  for  on  his  choice  depends 
The  safety  and  health  of  the  whole  state ; 
And  therefon>'must  his  choice  be  circumscribed 
Unto  the  VoTceand  yielding  of  that  body 
Whereof  he  is  the  head!'    Then  if  he  says  he  loves  you, 
It  fits  your  wisdom  so  far  to  believe  it. 
As  he  in  his  particular  act  and  place 
May  give  his  saying  deed ;  which  is  no  further. 
Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 
Then  weigh  what  loss  your  honor  may  sustain, 
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If  with  too  credent  ear  you  list  liis  songs ;  .J^<^^^;^^^£^^  , 

Or  lose  your  heart ;  or  your  chaste  treasure  open 

To  his  unmastered  importunity. 

Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dear  sister ; 

And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  affection, 

Out  of  the  shot  and  danger  of  desire. 

The  chariest  maid  is  prodigal  enough, 

If  she  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  moon. 

Virtue  itself  scapes  not  calumnious  strokes ; 

The  canker  galls  the  infants  of  the  spring, 

Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  disclosed ; 

And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth, 

Contagious  blastments  are  most  imminent. 

Be  wary,  then ;  best  safety  lies  in  fear ; 

Youth  to  itself  rebels,  though  none  else  near. 

OpA.    I  shall  the  effect  of  this  good  lesson  keep, 
As  watchman  to  my  heart ;  but,  good  my  brother. 
Do  not,  as  some  ungraciousfpastors  do,) 
Show  me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven, 

Whilst,  like  a  puffed  and  reckless  libertine,  jtA^^*^  '  *_m-^^^stm    H 

Himself  the  primrose  path  of  dalliance  treads,  ^  ^jj^  $AA^^^^    ^^'%d 
And  recks  not  his  own  read.  ^  ^(i/lM^^  ^9t^ 

Ijaer,  0,  fear  me  not. 

I  stay  too  long;  —  but  here  my  father  comes. 

Enter  Polonius. 

A  double  blessing  is  a  double  grace ; 
Occasion  smiles  upon  a  second  leave. 

Pol.    Yet  here,  Laertes  !  aboard,  aboard,  for  shame ; 
The  wind  sits  in  the  shoulder  of  your  sail, 
And  you  are  staid  for.     There, —  my  blessing  with  you; 

\_Laying  his  hand  on  Laertes'  head*  * 

And  these  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 
Look  thou  character.  iGive  thy  thoughts  no  tongue, 
Nor  any  unproportioned  thought  his  act^^^^.^^r/    /J^^tU)! 
Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulvar- HvxV^vott^      ^Vi^ 
The  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried,  "^      M^vaa;v 

Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hooks  of  steel; 
But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 
Of  each  new-hatched,  unfledged  comrade.     Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel ;  but,  being  in,  . 

Be^r  it, that  the  opposed  may  beware  of  thee.  Of  ffltflJ^WjL 

Givd^  eveiw^  man  thine  ear,  but  f^vcjjj^  v^ice  ;  ^^ 


Take  ea^ch  uiKn's  censure7  biOTCserve  thy  judgment.'^^-^-^ fT^i'^  Cho^  1/ 
(yostly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy,  cic_ 


But  not  expressed  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy ; 
Vol.  VIIL— 7 


98  HAMLET,  PEINCE  OF  DENMARK.       [Act  L 

For  tliejijiipjii-el  oft  proclaims  tlie_man;. 
AnTthey  in  France,  of  the  best  rank  and  station, 
Are  most  select  and  generous,   chief  in  that. 
<S(  Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender  be; 

•>\t'  v^    For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend;  ttJi<SjJfi 

^^M^  And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry. ^U^^T' 

/XpA^v^  iThis  above  all, —  to  thine  own_self'"be  irae;  /jj  '^ 

^^^'  I  And  it  must  followTasnETlnght  the  day,         ^^^/^jj 

^Thou  cansXJ)ot.theii.be--J^alae_^t     any  man.     /  f^ 
FareweTl ;  my  blessing  season  this  in  the^j/ 

Laer.    Most  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

FoL    The  time  invites  you ;  go,  your  servants  tend. 

Laer.    Farewell,  Ophelia ;  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  said  to  you. 

Oph.  'Tis  in  my  memory  locked, 

And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Lae7\   Farewell.  [I^xit  Laertes. 

Pol.    What  is't,  Ophelia,  he  hath  said  to  you  ? 

Oph.  So  please  you,  something  touching  the  lord  Hamlet. 
-  5      .^  I^ol.    Marry,  well  bethought. 

^Ti«  told  -me,  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private*  ^time**  ft  3^ou ;  and  you  yourself 
Have  of  your  audience  been  most  free  and  bounteous. 
If  it  be  so,  (as  so  'tis  put  on  me. 
And  that  in  way  of  caution,)  I  must  tell  you, 
You  do  not  understand  yourself  so  clearly, 
As  it  behoves  my  daughter,  and  your  honor. 
What  is  betAveen  ;^ou  ?     Give  me  up  the  truth. 

Oph.    He  hath,  my  lord,  of  late,  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me. 

Pol.    Affection  ?  puh  !  you  speak  like  a  green  girl. 
Unsifted  in  such  perilous  circumstance. 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Oph.    I  do  not  know,  my  lord,  what  I  should  think. 

Pol.    Marry,  I'll  teach  you.     Think  yourself  a  baby ; 
That  you  have  ta'en  these  tenders  for  true  pay, 
Which  are  not  sterling.     Tender  yourself  more  dearly ; 
Or  (not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  phrase, 
Wronging  it  thus)  you'll  tender  me  a  fool. 

Oph.    My  lord,  he  hath  importuned  me  with  love, 
In  honorable  fashion. 

Pol.    Ay,  fashion  you  may  call  it;  go  to,  go  i^.^ 

Oph.  And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  spc^j^mj 
With  almost  all  theh^^^^^ws  of  heaven.i 
^  L  Pol.    A^,  springes  to  catch  woodcocks.    ^  do  kTTow, 

*^     When  the  blood  burns,  how  prod' gal  the  soul 
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Lends  the  tongue  vows.     These  blazes,  daughter, 

GiVin^  more  light  than  heat, —  extinct  in  both, 

Even  in  their  praise,  as  it  is  a  making, — 

You  must  not  take  for  fire.     From  this  time, 

Be  somewhat  scanter  of  jour  maiden  presence ; 

Set  jour  en  treatments  at  a  higher  rate, 

Than  a  command  to  parlej.     For  lord  Hamlet, 

Believe  so  much  in  him,  that  he  is  joung; 

And  with  a  larger  tether  maj  he  walk. 

Than  maj  be  given  jou.     In  few,   Ophelia, 

Do  not  believe  his  vows ;  for  thej  are  brokers, 

Not  of  that  die  which  their  investments  show. 

But  mere  implorators  of  unholj  suits, 

Breathing  like  sanctified  and  pious  bonds, 

The  better  to  beguile.     This  is  for  all;  — 

I  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth. 

Have  JOU  so  slander  anj  moment's  leisure, 

As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  lord  Hamlet. 

Look  to't,  I  charge  jou ;  come  jour  wajs. 

Oph,    I  shall  obej,  rnj  lord.  \_E'xemiU 

SCENE  IV.     The  Platform. 
Enter  Hamlet,  Horatio,  and  Marcellus. 

Ham.    The  air  bites  shrewdlj ;  it  is  verj  cold. 

Hor.    It  is  a  nipping  and  an  ea^er  air. 

Ham.    What  hour  now  ? 

Hor.    ,  ^  I  think  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

Mar.    No,  it  is  struck. 

Hor.    Indeed  ?    I  heard  it  not ;  it  then  draws  near  the 
season, 
Wherein  this  spirit  held  his  w^ont  to  walk. 

[^1  flourish  of  trumpets,  and  ordnance  shot  off 
within. 
What  does  this  mean,  m  j  lord  ? 

Ham.    The  king  doth  wake  to-night,  and  takes  his  rouse, 
Keeps  wassail,  and  the  sv/aggering  upspring  reels ; 
And,  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhenish  down, 
The  kettle-drum  and  trumpet  thus  braj  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hor.  '  Is  it  a  custom  ? 

Ham.    A  J,   marrj,   is't. 
But  to  mj  mind, —  though  I  am  native  here. 
And  to  the  manner  born, —  it  is  a  custom 
More  honored  in  the  breach,  than  the  observance 
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This  heavy-headed  revel,  east  and  west, 

Makes  us  traduced,  and  taxed  of  other  nations. 

They  clc^e  us  drunkards,   and  with  swinish  phrase 

Soil  our  addition ;  and  indeed  it  takes 

From  our  achievements,  though  performed  at  height, 

The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute. 

So,  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men. 

That,  for  some  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them, 

As,  in  their  birth,  (wherein  the^jW^e  not  guilty, 

Since  nature  cannot  choose  liis-'on§in,) 

By  the  o'ergrowth  of  some  comjplexmn. 

Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reason ; 

Or  by  some  habit,  that  too  much  o'crleavens 

The  form  of  plausive  manners ;  —  thn  t  these  men. 

Carrying,  I  say,  the  stamp  of  one  defect; 

Being  nature's  livery,  or  fortune's  star, — 

Their  virtues  else  (be  they  as  pure  as  grace, 

As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo) 

Shall  in  the  general  censure  take  corruption 

From  that  particular  fault.     The  dram  of  bale 

Doth  all  the  noble  substance  often  doubt 

To  his  own  scandal. 

Enter  Ghost. 

/A     JTor,  Look,  my  lord,  it  comes! 

4*      ffam,_Ar\ge]s^  and  ministers  of  grace,  defend  us  ! 
•    Be  tTiou  a  spirit  "ofmealth,  or  goblin  damned. 

Bring  with  the  airs  from  heaven,  or  blasts  from  hell, 
Be  thy  intents  wicked,  or  charitable^  ^^^y^«i»s^  •^^jjS^AJj's. 

•^     Thou  com'st  in  such  a  C[uestionable| shape,  ^ 


That  I  will  speak  to  thee,     i  11  call  thee,  Hamlet, 
King,  father,  royal  Dane.     0,  answer  me. 
Let  me  not  burst  in  ignorance !  but  tell. 
Why  thy  canonised  bones,  hearsed  in  death. 
Have  burst  their  cerements  !  why  the  sepulchre, 
Wherein  we  saw  thee  quietly  inurned, 
Hath  oped  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws. 
To  cast  thee  up  again !     What  may  this  mean, 
That  thou,  dead  corse,  again,  in  complete  steel, 
Revisit'st  thus  the  glimpses  of  the  moon,  ^^ 
Making  night  hideous;  and  we  fools^ot  Aa'ture, 
So  horridly  to  shake  our  disposition. 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  regions  of  our  souls? 
Say,  why  is  this?  wherefore?  what  should  we  do? 
ffor.    It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it, 
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As  if  it  some  impartment  did  desire 
To  you  alone. 

3Iar,  Look,  with  what  courteous  action 
It  waves  you  to  a  more  removed  ground ! 
But  do  not  go  with  it. 

Hor,  No,  by  no  means. 

Ham.    It  will  not  speak ;  then  I  will  follow  it. 

Hot.    Do  not,  my  lord. 
.   Ham.  Why,  what  should  be  the  fear? 

I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee ; 
And,  for  ray  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that, 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  itself? 
It  waves  me  forth  again ;  — I'll  follow  it. 

Hor.    What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  flood,  my  lord, 
Or  to  the  dreadful  summit  of  the  cliff. 
That  beetles  o'er  his  base  into  the  sea  ?  > 

And  there  assume  some  other  horrible  form, 
Which  might  deprive  your  sovereignty  of  reason, 
And  draw  you  into  madness  ?     Think  of  it. 
The  very  place  puts  toys  of  desperation, 
Without  more  motive,  into  every  brain,  V 

That  looks  so  many  fathoms  to  the  sea,  ,J\ 

And  hears  it  roar  beneath.  J^ 

Ham.  It  waves  me  still. 

Go  on,  I'll  follow  thee. 

3Iar.    You  shall  not  go,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Hold  off  your  hands. 

Hor.    Be  ruled;  you  shall  not  go. 

Ham.  My  fate  cries  out, 

And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  bodv^^i*' 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  lion's  nerve. —  ^^^Ghost  beckons. 
Still  am  I  called;  —  unhand  me,  gentlemen;  — 

[^Breaking  from  them,      «      r  r  ,1/ 
By  Heaven,  I'll  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets  me :    ^^ ,/  -    ' 

I  say,  away;  —  go  on,  I'll  follow  thee. 

\_Exeunt  Ghost  and  Hamlet. 

Hor.    He  waxes  desperate  with  imagination. 

3Iar.    Let's  follow ;  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 

Hor.    Have  after. — To  what  issue  will  this  come  ? 

3Iar,    Somethinfi  is  rotten  in  the  state  of  Denmark. 

Hor.    Heaven  will  direct  it. 

Mar,  Nay,  let's  follow  him.     [^Exeunu 
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SCENE  V.     A  more  remQte  Part  of  the  Platform. 
Enter  Ghost  and  Hamlet. 

Ham,  Whither  wilt  thqU  lead  me  ?  speak,  I'll  go  no  further. 

Ghost,    Mark  me. 

Ham,  I  will. 

Ghost,  My  hour  is  almost  come, 

When  I  to  sulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
Must  render  up  myself. 

Ham,  Alas,  poor  ghost! 

Ghost.    Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  serious  hearinL., 
To  what  I  shall  unfold.  "^  ^ 

Ham,  Speak ;  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghost,    So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  shalt  hear. 

Ham.    What  ? 

Ghost.    I  am  thy  father's  spirit ; 
Doomed  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night ; 
And,  for  the  day,  confined  to  fast  in  fires. 
Till  the  foul  crimes,  done  in  my  days  of  nature. 
Are  burned  and  purged  awaj^     But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  secrets  of  my  prisc-n-house, 
I  cotrld  a  tale  unfold,  whose  lightest  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  soul ;  freeze  thy  young  blood ; 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  start  from  their  spheres; 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part. 
And  each  particular  hair  to  stand  on  end, 
Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine. 
But  this  eternal  blazon  must  not  be 

To  ears  of  flesh  and  blood. —  List,  list,  0  list! —  ^ 

If  thou  didst  ever  thy  dear  father  love, QV^^ 

Ham.    0  Heaven !  ^    V 

Ghost,    Revenge  his  foul  and  in«gjw.  unnatuij^Jliinurder. 

Ham.    Murder        •'""    "     y^/^i^'^ — ^  tf*'**"^ 

Ghost,    Murder  most  foul,  as  in  the  best  it  is ; 
But  this  most  foul,  strange,  and  unnatural 

*  Ham.    Haste  me  to  know  it ;  that  I,  with  wings  as  swift 
As  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  love. 
May  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

Ghost.  I  find  thee  apt ; 

And  duller  shouldst  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
4^ij  That  roots  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharf, 

/Wouldst  thou  not  stir  in  this.     Now,  Hamlet,  hear. 
_^Tis^  given  out,  that,  sleeping  in  'mine  orchard, 
A  serpent  stung  me ;  so  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 
Is  by  a  forged  process  of  my  death 
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Rankly  abused.     But  know,  thou  noble  youth, 
The  serpent  that  did  sting  thyh^^  ]ii%^ 
Now  wears  his  crown.  .^^^f^^'  1,    ,  * 

Ham     0  my  propbetk/soul  I  my  uncle  I 
aiios^    Ay,  that  incestuous,  that  adulterate  beast. 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,  with  traitorous  gifts, 
(0  wicked  wit,  and  gifts,  that  have  the  power 
So  to  seduce !)  won  to  his  shameful  lust 
The  will  of  my  most  seeming  virtuous  queen. 
0  Hamlet,  what  a  falling-off  was  there  1 
From  me,  whose  love  was  of  that  dignity, 
^  That  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 
U  made  to  her  in  marriage ;  and  to  dechne 
%on  a  wretch,  whose  natural  gifts  were  poor 

Td  those  of  minej^i/O/*^-^^'      ,^..^r^ 
rviTt«^^«'-it-n~el5«r-^dn.-^r¥tor^,    yf 

fgh  le/dness  co/rt  it  in  a  ^hape  o£/heaveb; 

So^ust,  yhough  to /a  radiant  a/.gel  linked, 

itself  in  (a  celestial  Ued,        (^ 


'Th( 


sal 


on  garbage,^  ^ 

1/  Biit^^fTrialitKrnks  I  scent  the  morning  air; 
1\a  Brief  let  me  be.— Sleeping  within  mine  orclj 
^^^AMy  custom  always  of  the  afternoon,  ^ 

''^'Upon  my  securejiour  thy  uncle  stole,    *J  ^ 
With  juice  of  cursed  hebenon  m  a  vial. 
And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 
The  leperous  distilment ;  whose  effect 
Holds  such  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man. 
That,  swift  as  quicksilver,  it  courses  througli 
The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body ; 
And  with  a  sudden  vigor,  it  doth  posset 
And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk,     ^ 
The  thin  and  wholesome  blood:  so  did  it  mmo, 
:^rA;nd  a  most  instant  tetter  barked  abouj, 
M  Most  laz.ar-like,  with  vile 'and  loathsome  crust,. 
/         All  my  smooth  body.  ,     .    ,.      i 

Jt    Ifcns  wasj^^sleeping^jy^.^^ 
^   -^ghneT^Tc^S^^^^  at  once  despatched 

Cut  oif  even  in  the  blossoms  of  my  sm, 
Unhouseled,  disappointed,  igangied; 
iNT^eaoning^l^md^Tbiir  scSTTolfiy  account 
\V\Yit,h  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head. 
'^-0  horrible!   O  horrible  1  most  horrible  1 


\         If  thou  hast  nature  in  thcc,  bear  it  not ; 
\        Let  not  the  roval  bed  of  Denmark  b? 
.\-^^  couch  for  luxury  and  damned  incest. 
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But,  howsoever  thou  pursu'st  this  act, 
Taint  not-  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  soul  contrive 
Against  thy  mother  aught ;  leave  her  to  Heaven, 
And  to  those  thorns  that  in  hei'.  bosonr  loilffe, 
sting^  herT 


o^mucK  ana  stmg  ner.     r  are  thee  Avell  at  once ! 
Theglowworm  shows  the  matin  to  be  near, 
And  'gins  to  pale  his  ineffectual  fire ; 
Adieu,  adieu,  adjeu  !  rememhoi:^  me.  \_Exit 

iTam,    0  all  you  host  of  heaven  !  0  earth !  What  else  ? 
And  shall  I  couple  hell?  —  0  fie  !  —  Hold,  hold,  my  heart; 
'"liH'you,  my  sinews,  grow  not  instant  old, 
But  bear  me  stif^j  up!  —  Remember  thee? 
Ay,  thou  poor  ghost,  while  memory  holds  a  seat 
In  this  distracted  globe.     Remember  thee 
Yea,  from  the  tables  of  m3^  memory 
I'll  wipe  away  all  trivial^  fond  records, 
All  saws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  pressures  past, 
That  youth  and  observation  copied  there ; 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  shall  live 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain. 
Unmixed  with  baser  matter.     Yes,  by  Heaven ! 
0  m*ost  pernicious  woman  ! 

0  \dllain,   villain,  smiling,   damned  villain  ! 
My  tables, —  meet  it  is,  I  set  it  down. 

That  one  may  smile,  and  smile,  and  be  a  villain; 

At  least,  I  am  sure  it  may  be  so  in  Denmark.        [  Writing, 

So,  uncle,  there  you  are.     Noav  to  my  word ; 

It  is,  Adieu,  adieu  I  remember  me. 

1  have  sworn't. 

Hor.    l_Within.']    My  lord,  my  lord, 

3Iar.    l^WitJmi.']    Lord  Hamlet, 

Hor.    [^Within.^  Heaven  secure  him! 

Ham.  So  be  it! 

Mar.    IJVithin.']    Illo,  ho,  ho,  my  lord  I 


Nam.    Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy !  come,  bird,  come. 
^  Unter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

mar.    How  is't,  my  noble  lord? 

Hor.  What  news,  my  lord  ? 

JTam.    0  w^onderful ! 

ITor.  Good  my  lord,  tell  it. 

Ham.  No ; 

Ydu,  will  reveal  it. 
ITor.   Not  I,  my  lord,  by  Heaven. 
Mar.  Noi  I,  my  lord. 


i 
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Ham.    How  say  jou,  then;    would   heart  of  man  once 
•*     '  •  think^it? 

Eut  you'll  be  secret, — =— ^    *• 

Hor,    Mar.  Ay,  by  Heaven,  my  lord. 

Ham.    There's  ne'er  a  villain,  dwelling  in  all  Denmark, 
But  he's  an  arrant  knave. 

Hor.  There  needs  no  ghost,  my  lord,  come  from  the  grave, 
To  tell  us  this. 

Ham.      ^  Why,  right;  you  are  in  the  right; 

And  so,  without  more  circumstance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  jSt,  that  we  shake  hands,  and  part; 
You,  as  your  business,  and  desire,  shall  point  you;— 
For  every  man  hath  business,  and  desire, 
Such  as  it  is, —  and,  for  my  own  poor  part. 
Look  you,  I  will  go  pray. 

Hor.    These  are  but  wild  and  whirling  words,  my  lord 

Hayn.    I  am  sorry  they  offend  you,  heartily;   yes, 
Taith,  heartily. 

I^or.  There's  no  offence,  my  lord. 

Ham.    Yes,  by  saint  Patrick,  but  there  is,  Horatio, 
And  much  offence  too.     Touching  this  vision  here 
.^    It  is  an  honest  ghost,  that  let  me  tell  you. 
/^  -^ox  your  desire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
^      O'ermaster  it  aa  you  may.     And  now,  good  friends 
As  you  are  friends,  scholars,  and  soldiers, 
Give   me  one  poor  request. 

^^or.  What  is't,  my  lord? 

We  will.  ^ 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  seen  to  night. 

Hor.   3far.    My  lord,  we  will  not. 

^^^"^-  Nay,  but  sw^ear't. 

^r^7\  T  ■     ■    *  In  faith, 

My  lord,  not  L 

3Iar.  ^Tqj.  i^  ^^  ^^^^^  -^  ^^.^j^^ 

Ham.    Upon  my  sword. 

^^^^-  ^^Q  l^ave  sworn,  my  lord,  already. 

Ham.    Inde-ed,  upon  my  sword,  indeed. 
GJiost.    [Beneath.']    Swear. 

Ham.    Ha,  ha,  boy!  say'st  thou  so?  art  thou  there,  true- 
penny ? 

Come  on,--you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  cellarap-e  — 
Consent  to  swear.  ' 

^^^-  Propose  the  oath,  my  lord. 
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Ham.   Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  seen, 
Swear  by  my  sword.  ^tfJU^  ^  «^>m-*  •  JCAMi^ 

G-host,    [^Beneath.']    SwearJ^^f*^ 

Ham.    Hic^et  uhique  !  then  we'll  shift  our  ground. — 
Come  hither,  gentlemen, 
And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  sword. 
Swear  by  my  sword, 
Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  heard. 

G-host.    \_Beneath.']    Swear  by  his  SAvord. 
Ham.  Well  said,  old  mole !    Canst  work  i'  the  earth  so 
fast? 
A  worthy  pioaeei: !  —  Once  more  remove,  good  friends. 

Hor.  0  day  and  night, —  but  this  is  wondrous  strange  ! 

TIam.    And  therefore  as  a  stranger  give  it  welcome. 
There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philosophy. 
But  come ;  — 

Here,  as  before,  never,  so  help  you  mercy ! 
liow  strange  or  od^  soe'er  1  bear  myself, 
.^__l3_ percha.nceTTiereafteF  sKaTTj^hink  ^S^^^^/cr 
Tg  puT  an  ajuij?  djspositjjn  on^— -  A^-^""^^^^^ 
T^aty^Ti7"-Trt''TuT;!^^  me,  never^shajl^ 

\^im_arms  ent;umbei'ed  ttius,  or  this^i^ad^Sake, 
Or  by  pronounctTig-~of-  some,jIaiiEE|urjphi^tse, 
As^fr^^^,  lS^^£weJiMM)J  if  we  tvonid  ; 

ni^M-^<r-      ...  -w       ^ 

Or  such  ambiguous  giving  out,  to  note 

That  you  know  aught  of  me. — This  not  to  do,  sw^ear ; 
So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  most  need  help  you ! 
Ghost.    \_Beneath.^    Swear.   v/A 

Ham.    llest,  rest,  per^urb^d  spirit !     So,  gentlemen, 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  you; 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do,  to  express  his  love  and  befriending  to  you, 
God  willing,  shall  not  lack.     Let  us  go  in  together; 
And  still  your  fingers  on  your  lips,  I  pray. 
jllip^^jjjTj^f^  is  opt,  -of  ji^jj}^;^-—  0  cursed  spite  ! 
1  was  boriito"^I  JjjM^^  • 
[ay,  come7  letT^  together.  jr^         [Exeunt, 
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ACT   II. 

SCENE  I.     A  Boom  in  Polonius's  House, 
Enter  PoLONius  and  Reynaldo. 

Pel.    Give  him  this  money,  and  these  notes,  Reynaldo. 

Rey.    I  will,  my  lord. 

Pol.    You  shall  do  marvellous  wisely,  good  Reynaldo, 
Before  you  visit  him,  to  make  inquiry 
Of  his  behavior. 

Rey.  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it. 

Pol.    Marry,  well  said  ;  very  well  said.     Look  you,  sir. 
Inquire  me  first  what  Danskers  are  in  Paris ; 
And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they  keep, 
What  company,  at  what  expense ;  and  finding. 
By  this  encompassment,  and  drift  of  question, 
That  they  do  know  my  son,  come  you  more  nearer 
Than  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it. 
Take  you,  as  'twere,  some  distant  knowledge  of  him ; 
As  thus, — I  know  his  father  and  his  friends, 
And,  in  jjart,  him. —  l)o  you  mark  this,  Reynaldo? 

Jley.    Ay,  very  well,  my  lord. 

Pol.    Aiid,  ill  part,  him;  —  hut,  you  may  say,  not  well; 
Put,  if't  he  he  I  mean,  he's  very  wild; 
Addicted  so  and  so;  —  and  there  put  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  please ;  marry,  none  so  rank         ♦ 
As  may  dishonor  him ;  take  heed  of  that ; 
But,  sir,  such  wanton,  wild,  and  usual  slips, 
As  are  companions  noted  and  most  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

Pey.  As  gaming,  my  lord. 

Pol.    Ay,  or  drinking,  fencing,  swearing,  quarrelling, 
Drabbing  ; — you  may  go  so  far. 

Pey.    My  lord,  that  would  dishonor  him. 

Pol.    'Faith,  no ;  as  you  may  .^casojj  it  in  the  charge. 
You  must  not  put  another  scandal  on  him, 
That  he  is  open  to  incontinency ; 

That's  not  my  meaning.    But  breathe  his  faults  so  quaintly, 
That  they  may  seem  the  taints  of  liberty; 
The  flash  and  outbreak  of  a  fiery  mind ; 
A  savageness  in  unreclaimed  blood, 
Of  general  assault. 

Pey.  But,  my  good  lord; — 

Pol.  Wherefore  should  you  do  this  ? 
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Bey,  Aj,  mj  lord, 

1  would  know  that. 

Pol.  Marrj,  sir,  here's  mj  drift; 

And,  I  believe,  it  is  a  fetch  of  warrant. 
You  laying  these  slight  sullies  on  my  son, 
As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  soiled  i'  the  working, 
Mark  you. 

Your  party  in  converse,  him  you  would  sound, 
Having  ever  seen  in  the  prenominate  crimes. 
The  youth  you  breathe  of,  guilty,  be  assured, 
He  closes  with  you  in  this  consequence ; 
G-ood  sir,  or  so ;  or  friend,  or  gentleman, — 
According  to  the  phrase,  or  the  addition. 
Of  man  and  country. 

Rey  Very  good,  my  lord. 

Pol.    And  then,  sir,  does  he  this, —  He  does  — 
What  was  I  about  to  say?  —  By  the  mass,  I  was  about  to 
say  something. — Where  did  I  leave  ? 

Hey.    At,  closes  in  the  consequence. 

Pol.    At,  closes  in  the  consequence. — Ay,  marry ; 
He  closes  with  you  thue  :  — /  know  the  gentleman  ; 
I  saw  him  yesterday,  or  f  other  day. 
Or  then,  or  then  ;  tvith  such,  or  such  ;  and,  as  you  say^ 
There  was  he  gaming  ;  there  overtook  in  his  rouse; 
There  falling  out  at  tennis ;  or,  perchance, 
I  saw  him  enter  such  a  house  of  sale, 
( Videlicet,  a  brothel,)  or  so  forth. 
See  you  now ; 

Your  bait  of  falsehood  takes  this  carp  of  truth ; 
And  thus  do  we  of  wisdom  and  of  reach. 
With  windlaces,  and  with  assays  of  bias. 
By  indirections  find  directions  out ; 
So,  by  my  former  lecture  and  advice, 
Shall  you  my  son.     You  have  me,  have  you  not  ? 

Hey.    My  lord,  I  have. 

Pol.  God  be  wi'you;  fare  you  well. 

Rey.    Good  my  lord, 

Pol.    Observe  his  inclination  in  yourself. 

Rey.    I  shall,  my  lord. 

Pol.    And  let  him  ply  his  music. 

Rey,  Well,  my  lord. 

lExit. 
Enter  Ophelia. 

Pol.    Farewell ! — How  now,  Ophelia  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 
Oph.    0  my  lord,  my  lord,  I  have  been  so  affrighted ! 
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Pol.    With  what,  in  the  name  of  Heaven? 

Opli.    My  lord,  as  I  was  sewing  in  my  closet, 
Lord  Hamlet, —  with  his  doublet  all  unbraced; 
No  hat  upon  his  head  ;  his  stockings  fouled, 
Ungartered  and  down-gyved  to  his  ankle ; 
Pale  as  his  shirt ;  his'  knees  knocking  each  other ; 
And  with  a  look  so  piteous  in  purport. 
As  if  he  had  been  loosed  out  of  hell, 
To  speak  of  horrors, — li^  comes  before  me. 

Fol.    Mad  for  thy  love? 

Opli.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know; 

But,  truly,  I  do  fear  it. 

Pol  What  said  he  ? 

Opli,    He  took  me  by  the  wrist,  and  held  me  hard ; 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm ; 
And,  with  his  other  hand  thus  o'er  his  brow, 
He  falls  to  such  perusal  of  my  face, 
As  he  would  draw  it.     Long  staid  he  so ; 
At  last, —  a  little  shaking  of  mine  arm. 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down, — 
He  raised  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound. 
As  it  did  seem  to  shatter  all  his  bulk. 
And  end  his  being.     That  done,  he  lets  me  go ; 
And,  with  his  head  over  his  shoulder  turned, 
He  seemed  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes  ; 
For  out  0'  doors  he  went  without  their  help. 
And,  to  the  last,  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Pol.    Come,  go  with  me ;  I  will  go  seek  the  king. 
This  is  the  very  ecstapy  of  love;  -• 
Whose  violent  property  foredoes  itself. 
And  leads  the  vnll  to  desperate  undertakings. 
As  oft  as  any  passion  under  heaven. 
That  does  afflict  our  natures.     I  am  sorry, — 
What,  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late? 

Oph.    No,  my  good  lord ;  but,  as  you  did  command, 
I  did  repel  his  letters,  and  denied 
His  access  to  me. 

Pol.  That  hath  made  him  mad. 

I  am  sorry,  that  with  better  heed  and  judgment, 
I  had  not  quoted  him.     I  feared  he  did  but  trifle, 
And  meant  to  wreck  thee :  but,  beshrew  my  jealousj 
It  seems,  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cast  beyond  ourselves  in  our  opinions. 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  sort 
To  lack  discretion.     Come,  go  we  to  the  king. 
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This  must  be  known,  which,  being  kept  close,  might  move 

More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  love. 

Come.  \_Fxeunt. 

SCENE  II.     A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter    King,  Queen,  Rosencrantz,  Guildenstehn,    and 

Attendants. 

King.    Welcome,  dear  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern ! 
Moreover  that  we  much  did  long  to  see  you, 
The  need  we  have  to  use  you,  did  provoke 
Our  hasty  sending.     Something  have  you  heard 
Of  Hamlet's  transformation  ;  so  I  call  it. 
Since  not  the  exterior  nor  the  inward  man 
Resembles  that  it  was.     What  should  it  be. 
More  than  his  father's  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 
So  much  from  the  understanding  of  himself, 
I  cannot  dream  of.     I  entreat  you  both, 
That, — being  of  so  young  days  brought  up  with  him; 
And,  since,  so  neighbored  to  his  youth  and  humor, — 
That  you  vouchsafe  your  rest  here  in  our  court 
Some  little  time ;  so  by  your  companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleasures ;  and  to  gather, 
So  much  as  from  occasion  you  may  glean, 
.Whether  aught,  to  us  unknown,  afflicts  him  thus, 
That,  opened,  lies  within  our  remedy. 

Queen.    Good  gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talked  of  you ; 
And,  sure  I  am,  two  men  there  are  not  living, 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.     If  it  will  please  you 
To  show  us  so  much  gentry  and  good  will. 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  aAvhile, 
For  the  supply  and  profit  of  our  hope, 
Your  visitation  shall  receive  such  thanks 
gj  ttM*^^'  '*     "  fij^a  king's  remembrance. 

ijyA^^^         P"^^'  Both  your  majesties 

Might,  by  the  sovereign  power  you  have  of  us. 
Put  your  dread  pleasures  more  into  command 
Than  to  entreaty. 

(^uil.  But  we  both  obey,  \fjJ 

And  here  give  up  ourselves,  in  the  full  bent,  Cr 
To  lay  our  service  freely  at  your  feet,     "^^ 
To  be  commanded. 

King.    Tlianks,  Rosencrantz,  and  gentle  Guildenstern. 

Queen.    Thanks,  Guildenstsrn,  and  gentle  Rosencrantz. 
And  I  beseech  you  instantly  to  visit 
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My  too  much  changed  son. —  Go,  some  of  you, 
And  bring  these  gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

GuiL    Heavens  make  our  presence,  and  oui   practice 
Pleasant  and  helpful  to  him  ! 

Queen,  Ay,  Amen! 

[^Exeunt  Ros.,  GuiL.,  and  some  Attendants. 

Enter  Polonittr 

Pol.    The  ambassadors  from  Norway,  my  good  lord, 
Are  joyfully  returned,^ ^^ . i  r^ na  r 

King.    Thou  still  hast  been  the  father  of  good  news. 
Pol.    Have  I,  my  loni?     Assure  you,  my  good  liege, 
I  hold  my  duty,  as  I  hold  my  soul. 
Both  to  my  God,  and  to  my  gracious  king; 
And  I  do  think  (or  else  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  ti^ail  of  policy  so  sure 
As  it  hath  used  to  dojlhat  1  have  found 
The  very  cause  of  Hamlet's  lunacy.  ^ 

King.    0,  speak  of  that ;  ill  at  do  I  long  to  hear. 
Pol.    Give  first  admittance  to  the  ambassadors ; 
My  news  shall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feast. 

King.    Thyself  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in. 

[^Exit  POLONIUS. 
He  tells  me,  my  dear  Gertrude,  he  hath  found 
iad  and  source  of  all  your  son's  rljj^fPTnppTv 
I  d9ubt  it  is  no  other  but  the  main; 
ler's  death,  and  our  o'erhasty  marriage. 


Be-mter  Polonius,  with  Voltimand  and  Cornelius. 

King.  Well,  we  shall  sift  him. — Welcome,  my  good  friends  ! 
Say,  Voltimand,  what  from  our  brother  Norway? 
Vol.    Most  fair  return  of  greetings  and  desires : 
Upon  our  first,  he  sent  out  to  suppress 
His  nephew's  levies  ;  Avhich  to  hiui  appeared 
To  be  a  preparation  'gainst  the  Polack ; 
But,  better  looked  into,  he  truly  found 
It  was  against  your  highness;  whereat  grieved  — 
That  so  his  sickness,  age,  and  impotence, 
Was  falsely  borne  in  hand, —  sends  out  arrests 
On  Fortmbras;  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys; 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway;  and,  in  fine, 
Makes  vow  before  his  uncle,  never  more 
To  give  the  assay  of  arms  against  your  majesty, 
Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy, 
Gives  him  three  thousand  crowns  in  annual  foe ; 
And  his  commission,  to  employ  those  soldiers, 


^^. 
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So  levied  as  before,  against  the  Polack ; 
»;^..,  ••  With  an  entreaty,  herein  further  shown. 

That  it  might  please  you  to  give  quiet  pass 
Through  your  dominions  for  this  enterprise; 
On  such  regards  of  safety,  and  allowance, 
As  therein  are  set  down. 

King.  It  likes  us  well; 

And,  at  our  more  considered  time,  we'll  read, 
Answer,  and  think  upon  this  business. 
Mean  time,  Ave  thank  you  for  your  well-took  labor. 
Go  to  your  rest ;  at  night  we'll  feast  together ; 
Most  welcome  home ! 

[^Exeunt  Voltimand  and  Coknelius 

Poh  This  business  is  well  ended. 

Lly  liege,  J^nd  madam,  to  expostulate 
What  majesty  should  be,  what  dflty  is. 
Why  day  is ^  day,  night,  night,  and  time  is  time, 
Were  nothing  but  to  waste  day,  night,  and  time. 
Therefore, —  since  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit^ 
And  tediousness  tnemnos  and  outward  nourishes, — 
I  will  be  brief.     Your  noble  so^n  is  mad. 
Mad  call  I  it ;  for,  to  define  true  madness, 
\Vhat  is't,  but  to  be  nothing  else  but  mad  ? 
l].ut»jlet  that  go. 

Queen.  More  matter,  with  less  art. 

\Pol.    Madam,  I  swear  I  use  no  art  at  all.  "  '  ' 

That  he  is  mad,  'tis  true;  'tis  true,  'tis  pity; 
And  pity  'tis^  'tis  true  :  a  foolish  figure ; 
But  farewell  it^  for  I  will  use  no  art. 
Mad  let  us  grant  Inm,  then  ;  and  now  remains, 
That  we  find  out  the  cause  of  this  effect ; 
Or,  rather  say,  the  cause  of  this  defect ; 
For  this  effect,  defective,  comes  by  cause. 
Thus  i-t  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 
Perpend. 

I  have  a  daughter  ;  have,  while  she  is  mine ; 
Who,  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark. 
Hath  given  me  this.     Now  gather  and  surmise, 

To  the  celestial,  and  my  souVs  idol,  the  most  beautified 
Ophelia, 

That's    an    ill    phrase,  a  vile    phrase ;  beautified  is  a  vile 
phrase;  but  you  tshall  hear — Thua  :  — 

In  her  excellent  white  bosom,  these,  <&c. 


\ 
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Queen.    Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her  ? 

Pol.    Good  madam,  stay  awhile;  I  will  be  faithful.-^* 

Doubt  thou  the  stars  are  fire  ;  [Reads. 

Doubt  that  the  sun  doth  move; 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar ; 

But  never  doubt  I  love, 

0  dear  Ophelia^  I  am  ill  at  these  numbers  ;  I  have  not 
art  to  reckon  my  groans ;  but  that  I  love  thee  best,  0  most 
best,  believe  it.     Adieu. 

Thine  evermore,  most  dear  lady,  whilst  this 
machine  is  to  him,  Hamlet. 
This,  in  obedience,  hath  my  daughter  shown  me ; 
And  more  above,  hath  his  solicitings, 
As  the}^  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place, 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

King.  But  how  hath  she 

Received  his  love  ? 

jPol.  What  do  you  think  of  me? 

King.    As  of  a  man  faithful  and  honorable. 

Pol.    I  would  fain  prove  so.     But  what  might  you  think, 
When  I  had  seen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing, 
(As  I  perceived  it,  I  must  tell  you  that, 
Before  my  daughter  told  me,)  what  might  you, 
Or  my  dear  majesty  your  queen  here,  think, 
If  I  had  played  the  desk  or  table-book  ; 
Or  given  my  heart  a  winking,  mute  and  dumb; 
Or  looked  upon  this  love  with  idle  sight ; 
What  might  you  think  ?     No,  I  went  round  to  work, 
And  my  young  mistress  thus  did  I  bespeak :  — 
Lord  Ilarnlet  is  a  prince  out  of  thy  star  ; 
This  must  not  be ;  and  then  I  precepts  gave  her. 
That  she  should  lock  herself  from  his  resort. 
Admit  no  messengers,  receive  no  tokens. 
Which  done,  she  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice; 
And  he,  repulsed,  (a  short  tale  to  make,) 
Fell  into  a  sadness ;  then  into  a  fast ; 
Thence  to  a  watch ;  thQnce  into  a  weakness ; 
Thence  to  a  lightness ;  and,  by  this  declension, 
Into  the  madness  wherein  now  he  raves. 
And  Jill  we  mourn  for. 

King.  Do  you  think  'tis  this? 

Queen.    It  may  be,  very  likely. 

Pol.    Hath  there  been  such  a  time,  (I'd  fain  know  that,) 
That  I  have  positively  said,   '  Tis  so, 
When  it  proved  otherwise? 

Vol.  VHI.— 8 
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King,  Not  that  I  know. 

Pol.    Take  this  fron.  this,  if  this  be  otherwise. 

\_Pointing  to  his  head  and  shoulder* 
If  circumstances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  further? 

Pol.    You  know  sometimes  he  walks  four  hours  together. 
Here  in  the  lobby. 

Queen.  So  he  docs,  indeed. 

Pol.    At  such  a  time  I'll  loose  my  daughter  to  him. 
Be  you  and  I  behind  an  arras  then ; 
Mark  the  encounter :  if  he  love  her  not, 
And  be  not  from  his  reason  fallen  thereon, 
Let  me  be  no  assistant  for  a  state, 
But  keep  a  farm,  and  carters. 

King.  We  will  try  it. 

Enter  Hamlet,  reading. 

Queen.   But,  look,  where  sadly  the  poor  wretch  comea 

reading. 
Pol.    Away,  I  do  beseech  you,  both  away ; 
ril  board  him  presently. —  0,  give  me  leave. — 

\_Exeunt  King,  Queen,  and  Attendants. 
IIow  does  my  good  lord  Hamlet  ? 
Ham.    AVell,  god-'a-mercy. 
Pol.    Do  you  know  me,  my  lord? 
Ham.    Excellent  well ;  you  are  a  fishmonger. 
Pol.    Not  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.    Then  I  would  you  were  so  honest  a  man. 
Pol.    Honest,  my  lord? 

Ham.    Ay,  sir ;  to  be  honest,  as  this  world  goes,  is  to  be 
one  man  picked  out  of  ten  thousand. 
^,        Pol.    That's  very  true,  my  lord. 

J^     Ham.  For  if  the  sun  breed  maggots  in  a  dead  dog,  being 
s^/'  jti.^  god?  kissing  carrion. — Have  you  a  daughter  ? 
^"^y^       -Pol    I  have,  my  lord. 
rf'f^     f^  ^  H(^'fn.  Let  her  not  walk  i'  the  sui;^.     Conception  is  a  bless- 

-  ^    y^ ^       ing  r  but  as  your  daughter  may  conceive; — friend,  look  to't. 
K.J^^''^  P*ol.    How  say  you  by  that?    [^isiV/(^.]    Still  har;^^ing  on 

^^  -^f^  my  daughter  :  — yet  he  knew  me  not  at  first ;  he  said  I  was 

a  fishmonger.     He  is  far  gone,  far  gone ;  and,  truly,  in  my 
youth  I  suftered  much  ex t rem. icy  for  love;  very  near  this. 
I'll  speak  to  him  again. — What  do  you  read^  my  lord? 
Ram.    Words,  words,  words. 
Pol.    What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 
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Ham.    Between  who  ? 

Pol.    I  mean  the  matter  that  you  read,  mj  lord. 

Ham.  Slanders,  sir ;  for  the  satirical  rogue  says  here, 
that  old  men  have  gray  beards;  that  their  faces  are  wrin- 
kled ;  their  eyes  purging  thick  amber,  and  plum-tree  gum ; 
and  that  they  have  a  plentiful  lack  of  wit,  together  with  most 
weak  hams.  All  of  which,  sir,  though  I  most  powerfully 
and  potently  believe,  yet  I  hold  it  not  honesty  to  have  it 
thus  set  down ;  for  yourself,  sir,  should  be  as  old  as  I  am, 
if,  like  a  crab,  you  could  go  backward. 

Pol.  Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there's  method  in  it. 
[tIszcZ^.]    Will  you  walk  out  of  the  air,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.    Into  my  grave  ? 

Pol.  Indeed,  that  is  out  0'  the  air.  —  How  pregnant 
sometimes  his  replies  are !  a  happiness  that  often  madness 
hits  on,  which  reason  and  sanity  could  not  so  prosperously 
be  delivered  of.  I  will  leave  him,  and  suddenly  contrive  the 
means  of  meeting  between  him  and  my  daughter. —  My 
honorable  lord,  I  will  most  humbly  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot,  sir,  take  from  me  any  thing  that  I 
will  more  willingly  part  withal ;  except  my  life,  except  my 
•IJCt!,  except  my  life. 

Pol.    Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.    These  tedious  old  fools ! 

Hfiter  RosEN#RANT«  and  •uiLtENSTERfET 

Pol.    You  go  to  seek  the  lord  Hamlet ;  there  he  is. 
Eos.    God  save  you,  sir!  \^To  Polojsius. 

\_Exit  POLONIUS. 

Guil.    My  honored  lord! 

Ros.    My  most  dear  lord ! 


Ham.  My  excellent  good  friends !  How  dost  thou, 
Guildenstern  ?  Ah,  Rosencrantz !  Good  lads,  how  do 
ye  both? 

Ros.    As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 

Guil.    Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  overhappy ; 
On  fortune's  cap  we  are  not  the  very  button. 

Ham.    Nor  the  soles  of  her  shoe? 

Ros.   Neither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  waist,  or  in  the  middle 
*  of  hej;  fUvol:^^,    "'' 
*"  Guil.    'Faith,  her  privates  we. 

Ham.    In  the  secret  parts  of  fortune  ?     0,  most  true ; 
:  she  is  a  ^trumpet.     What  news  ? 

Ros.  None,  my  lord;  but  that  the  world  is  grown  honest. 

Ham.    Then  is  doomsday  near.     But  your  news  is  not 
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true.  Let  me  question  more  in  particular.  What  have 
you,  my  good  friends,  deserved  at  the  hands  of  fortune,  that 
she  sends  you  to  prison  hither? 

G-uiL    Prison,  my  lord ! 

Ham.    Denmark's  a  prison. 

Eos.    Then  is  the  world  one. 

Ilain.  A  goodly  one  ;  in  which  there  are  many  confines, 
Avards,  and  dungeons ;  Denmark  heing  one  of  the  worst. 

Ros.   We  think  not  so,  my  lord 

Jla7n.  Why,  then  'tis  none  to  you ;  for  there  is  nothing 
either  good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  so ;  to  me  it  is  a 
prison. 

Eos.  Why,  then  your  ambition  makes  it  one;  'tis  too 
narrow  for  your  mind. 

IIa77i.  0  God !  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  nutshell,  and 
count  myself  a  king  of  infinite  space,  were  it  not  that  I  have 
bad  dreams. 

Guil.  Which  dreams,  indeed,  are  ambition ;  for  the  very 
substance  of  the  ambitious  is  merely  the  shadow  of  a  dream. 

Ham.    A  dream^  itself  is  but  a  shadow. 

Ilos.    Truly ;  and  I  hold  ambition  of  so  airy  and  light  a 

ality,  that  it  is  but  a  sludo w '^sligidg^  y^,^,^^  g^ 

am.    Tj:icfi*^eOTfr  l^eiiartrCToclics  :  and  our  monarchs, 
outstrctcl^cdheroes.  the  beggars'  shadows.     Shall  we  to 
le  court  ?  for,  by  my  fay,  I  -cannot  reaso^. 

Eos.  (jruil.  We'll  wait  upon 'you.  * 

Ham,  No  such  matter ;  I  will  not  sort  you  with  the  rest 
of  my  servants ;  for,  to  speak  to  you  like  an  honest  man,  I 
am  most  dreadfully  attended.  But,  in  the  beaten  way  of 
friendship,  what  make  you  at  Elsinore  ? 

Eos.    To  visit  you,  my  lord ;  no  other  occasion. 

Ham,  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in  thanks ;  but 
I  thank  you ;  and  sure,  dear  friends,  my  thanks  are  too  dear, 
a  halfpenny.  Were  you  not  sent  for  ?  Is  it  your  ov/n 
inclining?  Is  it  a  free  visitation?  Come,  come;  deal 
justly  with  me :  come,  come  :  nay,  speak. 

G^iil.   What  should  wo  say,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Any  thing  —  but  to  the  purpose.  You  were  sent 
for ;  and  there  is  a  kind  of  confession  in  your  looks,  which 
your  modesties  have  not  craft  enough  to  color,  I  know  the 
good  king  and  queen  have  sent  for  you.  ^-U^  ,^f#]^^!^ 

Eos.    To  what  end,  my  lord? 

Ham.    That  you  must  teach  me.    But  let  me  conjure 
by  the  rights  of  our  fellowship,  by  the  con^iiii^jT^^f  our 
youth,  by  the  obligation  of  our  ever-preserved  love 
what  more  dear  a  better  proposer  could  charge  you  wit 
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be  even  and  direct  with   me,  whether  you  were  sent  for, 
or  no. 

Ros.  What  say  you?  [Tb  Guildenstern. 

Ham.    Nay,  then  I  have  an  eye  of  you;  [^szcZe;]  —  if  ^ 

you  love  me,  hohl  not  off.  "f^»  "f    A^  *^ 

G-uil.    My  lord,  we  were  sent  for.  ^*^EjU^*^ 

Ham.    I  will  tell  you  why  ;  so  shall  my  anticipation  pp^-  ^-         ^TXs 
vent  your  discovery,  af!d*'j|ituij;|lQcrecy  to  the  king  and  queen 
^         raoult  no  feather.     I  have  qf  late  (but  wherefore,  I  know 
^^I/iiotyiost  all  my  mirth,  forgone  all  custom  of  exercises ;  and, 
g^     indexed,  it  goes   so   heavily  with   my  disposition,  that  this 
jK^oodly  frame,  the  earth,  seems  to  me  a  sterile  promontory ;        ^^a^^ 
this  most   excellent  canopy,  the  air,  look  you,  this  tiypvfl-  ^f^^% 
^^l^  o'erhanging    firmament,  this    majestical    roof  fretted  with 
golden  fire,  why,  it  appears  no  other  thing  to  me,  than  a 
bul  and  pestilent  congregation  of  vapors.     What  a  piece 
f  work  is  a  man  !     How  noble  in  reason  !  how  id 
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acuities  :  'iriTorm,  ana  ulOVili^,  llUW  0)^1)1'^^^  ilPid  aamiraoie ! 
•■in  llliLi6h,  how  like  aii  att^'iil !  Ill  Uppl'^hyiiiil 
gW^''^'Tire'^l5T!!ITTTyn5f~fflS"lWl'lQ      the  paragoj 


iind  yei,  10  me,  wliat  is  tins  quintessence  01  t 
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hd,  llOi'  llOlliliii  llltUUt^r 
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tl^iiirh,  by  your 


smiling,  you  seem  to  say  so. 
i  Jios.  "My  lord,  there  is  no  such  stuff  in  my  thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh,  then,  when  I  said,  3Ia7i  deligJits 
i     '  not  me  f 

Ilos.    To  think,  my  lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  man,  what 
J  lenten  entertainment  the    players    shall  receive  from  you. 
ij^We.coteii  them  on  the  way ;  and  hither  are  they  coming,  to 
^    offer  yoiTservIce. 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  king  shall  be  welcome ;  his 
majesty  shall  have  tribute  of  me :  the  adventurous  knight 
shall  use  his  foil  and  target.  The  lover  shall  not  sigh  gratis ; 
the  humorous  man  shall  end  his  part  in  peace ;  [the  clown 
shall  make  those  laugh,  whose  lungs  are  tickled  o'  the  sere  ;]  ^A^^^i 
and  the  lady  shall  say  her  mind  freely,  or  the  blank  verse 
shall  halt  for't. — What  players  are  they  ? 

Hob.    Even  those  you  were  wont  to  take  such  delight  in, 
the  tragedians  of  the  city. 

Hcifii.    How  chances   it,  they  travel?     Their   residence, 
both  in  reputation  and  profit,  was  better  both  ways. 

Bos.    I  think  their  inhibition  comes  by  the  means  of  the 
late  innovation. 

Ham.    Do  they  hold  the  same  estimation  they  did  when 
I  was  in  the  city  V     Are  they  so  followed  ? 
/^o«     No,  indeed,  they  are  not. 
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ITam.    How  comes  it  ?     Do  they  grow  rusty  ? 

Roii.    Nay,  their  endeavor  keeps  in  the  wonted  pace.    But 

there  is,  sir,  an  aiery  of  chihiren,  little  eyases,  that  cry  out 

on  the  top  of  the  question,  and  are  most  tyrannically  clapped 

''■■'-  for't.     These    are    no*v  the  fashion ;    and    so  berattle   the 

^  4v  ,  common  stages,  (so  they  call   them,)  that  many,  wearing 

rapiers,  are  afraid  of  goose  quills^  ^nd  dare  scarce  come 

thither.  JH  Hi  f^" 

Ham.  What,  are  they  ^children  ?  who  maintains  them  \ 
how  are  they  escote d  ?  /v\^ill  they  pursue  the  quality,  no 
longer  than  they  can  sing  ?  will  they  not  say  afterwarfe,  if 
they  should  grow  themselves  to  common  players,  (as  it  is 
'  most  like,  if  their  means  are  no  better,)  their  writers  do 
them  wrong,  to  make  them  exclaim  against  their  own 
t  succession  ? 


*-* 


Ros.  'Faith,  there  has  been  much  to  do  on  both  sides; 
and  the  nation  holds  it  no  sin,  to  tarre  them  on  to  controversy^. 
There  w\as,  for  a  while,  no  money  bid  for  argument,  unless 
the  poet  and  the  player  went  to  cuffs  in  the  question. 

Ham.    Is  it  possible  ? 

G-uil.    0,  there  has  been  much  throwing  about  of  brains. 

Ham.    Do  the  boys  carry  it  away  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  that  they  do,  my  lord ;  Hercules  and  his  load  too. 

Ham.    It  is  not  very  strange ;  for  my  uncle  is  king  of  /^ 
Denmark,  and  those  that  would  make  mouth^-^t  him  whii^'^^^ 
my  father  lived,  give  tv/enty,  forty,  fifty,  n,  hm^dr^^^h  d^mata 
apiece,  for  his  picture  in  little.     'j-)||]ood-  tliere  is  something 
in  this  more  than  natural,  if  philosophy  could  find  it  out. 

[^Flourish  of  trumpets  within, 

Guil.    There  arc  the  players. 

Ham.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elsinore.  Your 
hands.  Come,  then  ;  the  appurtenance  of  welcome  is  fash- 
ion and  ceremony.  Let  me  comply  with  you  in  this  garb ; 
lest  my  extent  to  the  players,  which,  I  tell  you,  must  show 
fairly  outward,  should  more  appear  like  entertainment  than 
yours.  You  are  welcome ;  but  my  uncle-father,  and  aunt- 
mother,  are  deceived. 

Guil.    In  what,  my  dear  lord  ? 

Ham.  I  am  but  mad  north-north-west ;  when  the  wind  is 
southerly,  I  know  a  hawk  from  a  handsaw.    Jt/i^%,^[^ 

Enter  Polonius. 

Hoi.    Well  be  with  you,  gentlemen  ! 

Ham.  Hark  you,  Guildenstern  ; — and  you  too  ; — at  each 
ear  a  hearer.  That  great  baby,  you  see  there,  is  not  yet 
out  of  his  swaddling-clouts. 
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Ros.  Happily,  he's  the  second  time  come  to  them ;  for, 
they  say,  an  old  man  is  twice  a  child. 

Ilam.  I  will  prophesy,  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the  players ; 
markit. — You  say  right,  sir  ;  0'  Monday  morning  ;  'twas 
then,  indeed. 

Pol.    My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham,  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you.  When  Eos- 
cius  was  an  actor  in  Rome, 

Pol.    The  actors  are  come  hither,  my  lord. 

Ham.    Buzz,  buzz ! 

Pol.    Upon  my  honor. 


Ham.    Then  came  each  actor  on  his  ass. 


Pol.  The  best  actors  in  the  world,  either  for  tragedy, 
comedy,  history,  pastoral,  pastoral-comical,  historical-pasto-  1 

ral,    tragical-historical,    tragical-comical-historical-pastoral,  J 

scene  individable,  or  poem  unlimited. — Seneca  cannot  be  too 
heavy,  nor  Plautus  too  light  for  the  law  of  WTit  and  the 
liberty.     These  are  the  only  men. 

Ham.    0  Jephthah,  judge  of  Israel, —  what  a  treasure  ^ 

hadst  thou !  f 

Pol.    What  a  treasure  had  he,  my  lord?  •     ^J^ 

Ham.    Why — One  fair  daughter.,  and  no  more,    >A,^».^^'*'''**^A"^/^ 

The  which  he  loved  passing  tvell.      /J'^^^'^'^^^  (y  j 

Pol.    Still  on  my  daughter.  [^Aside.  ^ 

Ham.    Am  I  not  i'  the  right,  old  Jephthah  ? 

Pol.  If  you  call  me  Jephthah,  my  lord,  I  have  a 
daughter,  that  I  love  passing  well. 

Ham.    Nay,  that  follows  not. 

Pol.    What  follows  then,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Why,  As  hy  lot,  God  wot,  and  then,  you  know, 
It  came  to  pass,  As  most  like  it  ivas, — The  first  row  of  the 
pious  chanson  will  show  you  more  ;  for  look,  my  abridgment 
comes,    ^^.^^j^jm 

^ Enter  four  or  five  Players. 

You  are  welcome,  masters ;  welcome,  all. — I  am  glad  to  see 
thee  well; — welcome,  good  friends. —  0  old  friend!  Why, 
thy  face  is  valanced  since  I  saw  thee  last.  Com'st  thou  to 
^beard  me  in  Denmark? — What!  my  young  lady  and  mis- 
tress !  By-'r-lady,  your  ladyship  is  nearer  to  heaven,  than 
when  I  saw  you  last,  by  the  altitude  of  a  chopine.  Tray 
Gfjd,  your  voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncufreht  gold,  be'  not 
cracked*  within  the  ring. — Masters,  you  are  all  welcome. 
We'll  e'en  to't  like  French  fiilconers,  fly  at  any  thing  we 
Bee ;  w^e'll  have  a  speech  straight.  Come,  give  us  a  taete 
of  your  qiiality ;  come,  a  passionate  speech. 
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1  Play.  AYhat  speech,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.    I  heard  thee  speak  me  a  speech,  once — but  it  was 
never  acted ;  or,  if  it  was,  not  above  once ;  for  the  play,  I 
remember,  pleased   not   the   million ;    'twas  caviare  to  the^f; 
general;  but   it  was  (as  I  received  it,  and  others,  whose     . 
judgments,  in  such  matters,  cried  in  the  top  of  mine)  an 
excellent  play ;  well  digested  in  the  scenes,  set  down  with 
as  much  mode^y  as  cunning.     I  remember  one  said  there 
were  no  sallets  in  the  lines,  to  make  the  matter  savory ;  nor 
^       -       yfcj  no  matter  in  the  phrase,  that  might  indite  the  author  of 
4ij^^,^^ti*^^ft#«&ffection :  but  called  it,  an  honest  method,  as  wholesome  as 
^^~  sweet,  and  by  very  much  more  handsome  than  fine.     One 

speech  in  it  I  chiefly  loved ;  'twas  iEneas'  tale  to  Dido ; 
and  thereabout  of  it  especially,  where  he  speaks  of  Priam's 
slaughter.  If  it  live  in  your  memory,  begin  at  this  line; 
let  me  see,  let  me  see ;  — 

The  rugged  Pyrrhus^  like  the  Ilyrcanian  beast, — 

'tis  not  so ;  it  begins  with  Pyrrhus. 

The  rugged  Pyrrhus, —  he  whose  sable  arms. 
Black  as  his  purpose,  did  the  night  resemble,  '    / 

When  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horse, —   -'''''•'  *"  ^''■— 
Hath  now  this  dread  and  black  complexion  smeared 
With  heraldry  more  dismal ;  head  to  foot 
Now  he  is  total  gules  ;  horridly  tricked 
With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,  sons; 
Baked  and  irnpasted  with  the  parching  streets, 
That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  a  damned  light 
To  their  lord's  murder.     Roasted  in  wrath,  and  fire, 
And  thus  oversized  with  coagulate  gore, 
With  eyes  like  carbuncles,  the  hellish  Pyrrhus 
Old  grandsire  Priam  seeks.     So  proceed  you. 
Pol.  Tore  God,  my  lord,  well  spoken  ;  with  good  accent, 
and  good  discretion.  V- 

1  Play.  Anon  he  finds  him  Y 

Striking  too  short  at  Greeks;  his  antique  sword. 
Rebellious  to  his  arm,  lies  where  it  falls, 
Repugnant  to  command.      Unequal  matched, 
Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives  ;  in  rage,  strikes  wide  ;      ^jj^^ 


But  ivith  the  whiff  and  ivind  of  his  fell  sivord 

The  unnerved  father  falls.      Then  senseless  Hium,         'm 

Seeming  to  fe^l  this  blow,  with  flaming  top         ^  t0^^^^^ 

Stoops  to  hif^ase  ;  and  with  a  hideous  crasji^  J^^^        J 

Takes  prisoner  Pyrrhus  ear^fjor  lo  I  Inssword, 

Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  head 

Of  reverend  Priam,  seemed  i  the  air  to  stick. 
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So  as  a  painted  tyrant,  PyrrJius  stood;  '   '  «i 

And,  like  a  neutral  to  his  will  and  matter,  '  *    -^ 

JJid  nothing. 

Bat,  as  toe  often  see,  against  some  storm,  g  ^^^     ^%y^^i^ 

A  silence  in  the  heavens,  the  ^^ stand  still,    ^^"^^^tPj^jb  ff ^  ^ ^^ 
The  hold  winds  speechless,  and  the  orb  below  C^^^t^C^ 

As  hush  as  death  ;  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 
Both  rend  thej-eaion:  so,  after  Fyrrhus  pause, 
A  roused  vengeance  sets  him  new  a-iuork  ; 
^i^^nc?  never  did  the  Cyclops   hammers  fall 
,  ^|jj5^  On  l^i^'s  armor,  forged  for  proof  eterne, 
\  yO^  ^Vith  less^ remorse  than  Purrhus'  bleeding  sw on 

^ff^P^Now  falls  otT Priam. —  '"^^  '^^■^^       

Out,  out,  thou  strumpet.  Fortune!     All  you  gods, 
Inji^Mml  synod,  take  away  her  power  ; 
^JJJJ^lfreak  all  the'spokes  and  fellies  from  her  wheel, 
j¥  And  bowl  the  round  nave  down  the  hill  of  heaven. 
As  loio  as  to  the  fiends  ! 

Pol.  This  is  too  long.  ^  I  -±ms%ru 

Ham.  It  shall  to  the  barber's,  with  your  beard. — 'Vrj-ij^jOH  ^^iff 
thee,  say  on.  — He's  for  a  ji^or  a  tale  of  b^,is;^kj;,-t5fTe*^^  ' 

Bleeps. —  Say  on:  come  to  Hecuba.  ^ 

1   Play.     But    who,    ah,    woe  I 

queen 

Earn.  The  mobled  queen  ? 

Pol.  That's  good ;  mobled  queen  is  good. 

1  Play.    Run   barefoot  up  and  down,  threatening   the 

flames 
With  bisson  rheum  ;  a  clout  upon  that  head, 

Where  late  the  diadem  stood;  and,  for  a  robe^  ,  /  ^  .m^t^Ay*^ 
About  her  lank  and  all  o'er-t^^^Md  loins,  t^U^CCe^  JM^^^^^^ 
A  blanket,  in  the  alarm  of  fear  caught  up,  * 

Wlio^  this  had  seen,  with  tongue  in  venom ^teeped,   ^ 
*  Gainst  fortunes  state  would  treason  havTpronounced' 
But  if  the  gods  themselves  did  see  her  then. 
When  she  saw  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  sport 
In  n^if^^mig^ with  his  sword  her  husband's  limbs; 
The  instant  hurst  of  clainor  that  she  made, 
(Unless  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all,) 
Would  have  made  milch  the  burning  eye  of  heaven, 
.     And^assion  in  the  pods.      <y€A.^^CjCo^ 

Pol.  Loo^,  whether  he  has  not  tuffie^is  color,  a^  has 
tears  m  his  eyes. — 'Pry'thee,  no  more. 

Ham.  'Tis  well ;  I'll  have  thee  speak  out  the  rest  of  this 
soon.  —  Good  my  lord,  will  you  see  the  players  weU  be- 
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rmo^^cd?  Do  you  hear,  let  them  be  well  used;  for  they  aro 
-fffeaLstract,  and  brief  chronicles,  of  the  time.  After  your 
death  you  v/ere  better  have  a  bad  epitaph,  than  their  ill 
report  while  you  live. 
■'  .  -'  Pol.  My  lord,  I  will  «se  them  according  to  their  desert. 
Ham.  Odd's  bodikin,  man,  much  better.  Use  every  man 
after  his  desert,  and  who  shall  'scape  whipping  ?  Use  them 
after  your  own  honor  and  dignity ;  the  less  they  deserve, 
the  more  merit  is  in  your  bounty.     Take  them  in. 

Pol.    Come,  sirs. 
'  ■  *    ■-  •    .  \_Exit  PoLONius,  with  sojne  of  the  Players 

Ham.    FoUovf  him,  friends  ;  we'll  hear  a  play  to-morrow"^' 
— Dost  thou  hear  me,  old  friend ;  can  you  play  the  murder 
of  Gonzago  ? 

1  Play.    Ay,  my  lord. 

Earn.    We'll  have  it  to-morrow  night.     You  could,  for  a 
need,  study  a  speech  of  some  dozen  or  sixteen  lines,  which 
I  would  set  down,  and  insert  in't  ?  could  you  not  ? 
"**->      1  Play.    Ay,  my  lord. 

.  .I^am.  Very  well. — Follow  that  lord ;  and  look  you  mock 
him  iTot.  [^Exit  Player.]  —  My  good  friends,  \_To  Kos.  and 
GuiL.]  I'll  leave  you  till  night;  you  are  welcome  to 
Elsinore. 

Ros.    Good  my  lord ! 

[Exeiird  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 
Ham.    Ay,  so,  good  bye  to  you;  —  now  I  am  alone. 
0,  what  a  rogue  and  peasant  slave  am  I ! 
Is  it  not  monstrous,  that  this  player  here, 
'"•'    But  in  a  fiction,  in  a  dream  of  passion, 
.^  *      'Could  force  his  soul  so  to  his  own  conceit, 
**^'**That  from  her  working,  all  his  visage  wanned; 
'•**  -  Tears  in  his  eyes,  distraction  in's  aspect, 

A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  function  suiting 

With  forms  to  his  conceit?     And  all  for  nothing 

For  Hecuba ! 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 

That  he  should  weep  for  her  ?     What  would  he  do, 

Had  he  the  motive  and  tlie  cue  for  passion,  ,v 

That  I  have?     He«ij^ould  drown  the  stage  with  tears, 

And  cleave  th'e  g'eneral  ear  with  horrid  spee^^ 

Make  mad  the  guilty,  and  appal  the  free,       '* 

Confound  the  ignorant,  and  amaze,  indeed, 

The  very  faculties  of  eyes  and  ears: 

Yet  I, 
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A  dull  and  muddy-mettledj;;il2Ca^l,  pealc, 
Like  John-a-dreams,  unpre^ynant  of  my  cause, 
And  can  say  nothing ;  no,  not  for  a  king, 

Upon  whose  property,  and  niost  dear^Iife,- 

A  damned  defeat  was  made.     Am  I  a  coward? 

Who  calls  me  villain  ?  breaks  "my^pate^across  ? 

Plucks  off  my  beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  face  i 

Tweaks  me  by  the  nose  ?  gives  me  the  lie  i'  the  throat, 

As  deep  as  to  the  lungs  ?     Who  does  me  this  ? 

Ila! 

Why,  I  should  take  it ;  for  it  cannot  be, 

But  I  am  pigeon-livered,  and  lack  ggj] 

To  make  oppression  bitter ;  or,  ere  thisj      _ 

I  should  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites        ^^***^^ 

With  this  slave's  offal.     Bloody,  bawdv  villain  ♦^-#  * 

Remorseless,  treacherous,  lecherous,  kindless  villain! 

Why,  what  an  ass  am  I !     This  is  most  brave ; 

That  I,  the  son  of  a  dear  father  murdered. 

Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  hell, 

Must,  like  a  whore,  unpack  my  heart  with  words. 

And  fall  a  cursing  like  a  very  drab, 

A  scullion  !  ^» 

Fie  upon't!  fob!    About  my  brain  !    Humph!  I  have  heard, 

That  guilty  creatures,  sitting  at  a  play, 

Have,  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  scene, 

Been  struck  so  to  the  soul,  that  presently 

They  have  proclaimed  their  malefactions ; 

For  murder,  though  it  have  no  tongue,  will  speak 

With  most  miraculous  organ.     I'll  have  these  players 

Play  something  like  the  murder  of  my  father, 

Before  mine  uncle ,  I'll  observe,  his  looks ; 

I'll  tent  him  to  the  quick ;  if  he  do  blench, 

I  know  my  course.     The  spirit  that  I  have  seen, 

May  be  a  devil ;  and  the  devil  hath  power 

To  assume  a  pleasing  shape ;  yea,  and,  perhaps, 

Out  of  my  weakness  and  my  melancholy, 

(As  he  is  very  potent  with  such  spirits,) 

Abuses  me  to  damn  me.     I'll  have  grounds 

More  relative  than  this.     The  play's  the  thing, 

Wherein  I'll  catch  the  conscience  of  the  king.         [Exit 
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ACT   III. 

SCENE  I.     A  Room  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  King,   Queen,  Polonius,   Ophelia,  Rosencrantz, 

and   GUILDENSTERN. 

King,    And  can  you,  by  no  drift  of  conference,     J  ^^^^ 
Get  from  him  why  he  piit,^  nn  this  confusion ;  ^K^^^T^ 
Grating  so  harshly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy? 

Hob.    He  does  confess,  he  feels  himself  distracted; 
But  from  what  cause  he  will  by  no  means  speak. 

G-uil.    Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  sounded; 
-But,  with  a  crafty  madness,  keeps  aloof. 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  some  confession 
Of  his  true  state. 

Queen,  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 

lloB.     Most  like  a  gentleman. 

Guil.    But  with  much  forcing  of  his  disposition, 
iggard  of  question  ;  but,  of  our  demands, 
Most  free  in  his  reply. 

Queen,  Did  you  assay  him 

To  any  pastime  ? 

Hob,    Madam,  it  so  fell  out,  that  certain  players 
We  o'er-raught  on  the  way.     Of  these  we  told  him. ; 
And  there  did  seem  in  him  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it.     They  are  about  the  court ; 
And,  as  I  think,  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 

Pol,  'Tis  most  true; 

And  he  beseeched  me  to  entreat  your  majesties, 
To  hear  and  see  the  matter. 

King,    With  all  my  heart ;  and  it  doth  much  content  me 
To  hear  him  so  inclined. 
Good  gentlemen,  give  him  a  further  edge. 
And  drive  his  purpose  on  to  these  delights. 

Ilo8,    We  shall,  my  lord. 

\Exeunt  Eosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 

King,  Sweet  Gertrude,  leave  us  too; 

For  we  have  closely  sent  for  Hamlet  hither ; 
That  he,  as  'twere  by  accident,  may  here 
Affront  Ophelia. 

Her  father  and  myself,  (lawful  espials) 
Will  so  bestow  ourselves,  that,  seeing,  unseen, 
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We  may  of  tlieir  encounter  frankly  judge : 
And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behaved, 
Tf't  be  the  affliction  of  his  love,  or  no, 
That  thus  he  suffers  for. 

Queen,  I  shall  obey  you; 

And  for  your  part,  Ophelia,  do  I  wish, 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  cause 
Of  Hamlet's  wildness.     So  shall  I  hope,  your  virtues 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 
To  both  your  honors. 

OpJi,  Madam,  I  wish  it  may. 

\^Exit  Queen. 

Pol.    Ophelia,  walk  you  here. —  Gracious,  so  please  you, 
We  will  bestow  ourselves. —  Read  on  this  book  ; 

[_To  Ophelia. 
ThaV  show'  of  such  an  exercise  mav  color 
Your  loneliness. — We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this, — • 
'Tis  i6o  much  proved, —  that  with  devotion's  visage. 
And  pious  action,  we  do  sugar  o'er 
The  devil  himself. 

King,  0  'tis  too  true !  how  smar 

A  lash  that  speech  doth  give  my  conscience ! 
The  harlot's  cheek,  beautied  with  postering  art, 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  thatftielps  4t,   ^ 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  most  painted  word. 
0  heavy  burden  !  [Aside, 

JPoL    I  hear  him  coming;- let's  withdraw,  my  lord. 

\_Uxeunt  King  and  Polonius. 

,  Enter  Hamlet.  \ir 

^^ Ham.    To_bei_pr  .not  to  be,  that  is  the  question ;  — 
Whether  't^  nobler  in  the  mind,  to  suffer  % 

The  slijLigs  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune. 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles. 
And,  by  opposing,  end  them?  —  To  die, —  to  slecp^-— 
Nomore ; — and,  by  a  sleep,  to  say  "we  end 
The  lieart-ache,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to, — 'tis  a  consummation 

Devoutly  to  be  wished.     To  die; — to  sleep;---  >^\^^-    ' '§'   f) 

To  sleep !  perchance  to  dre^i :  -^^J^  there's  the  rub  \  ^J&M^yi/i^U^ 
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For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come, 
^^Aif-'  When  we  have  shuflled  off  this  mortal  coil, 
uv\)j      Must  give  us  pause.     There's  the  respeJf^ 
IfJr  That  makes  cgjamity  of  so  long  life; 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time, 
The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely. 
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The  pangs  of  despised  love,  the  law's  delay, 
^'he  insolence  of  office,  and  the  spurns 

hat  patient  merit  of  tlie  unworthy  take 
When  he  himself  might  his  quictus-^ittrke 
With  ajiajso-bodkin  ?     Who  would  fardels 
^PrTgrunt  and  swent  under  a  weary  life 

thai  the  dread  of  something  after  death,-— 

The  undiscovered  country,  from  whose  bourn 

No  traveller  returns, — ^ puzzles  the  will; 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have, 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of?  '^  VU^ 

Thus  conscience_  does  make  cowards  of  us  all;/'  ' 

And  tKus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 

Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought;^ 

And  enterprises  of  great  ]^i^  and  moment. 

With  this  regard,  their  currents^  turned  awry, 

And  lose  the  name  of  action. —  Soft  you,  now 

The  fair  Ophelia. —  Nymph,  in  thy  orisons 

Be  all  my  sins  remembered. 

Oj)h.  Good  my  lord, 

IIow  does  your  honor  for  this  many  a  day  ? 

Jfam.    I  humbly  thank  you ;  well. 
,  ^    OpJi.    My  lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  yours, 
That  I  ha\e  longed  ^ong  to  re-deliver ; 
I  pray  you,  now  receive  them. 

JIam.  No,. not  I; 

I  never  gave  you  aught.  c^^'^P'^''**''*'^'*^ 

Oph,   My  honored  lord,  you^now  right  well,  you  did, 
And,  with  them,  words  of  so  sweet  breath  composed 
As  made  the  things  more  rich.     Their  perfume  lost, 
Take  these  again ;  for  to  the  noble  mind, 
^ich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind. | 
There,  my  lord.  I      Jr^    ' 

Ham,    Ha,  ha!  are  you  honest?    %/^^^^'^ 

Oph    My  lord? 

Ilam,    Are  you  fair? 

Oph,    What  means  your  lordship  ? 

Ham,    That  if  you  be  honest  and  fair,   your  honesty 
should  admit  no  discourse  to  your  beauty. 

Oph.    Could  beauty,  my  lord,  have  better  commerce  than 
.*  with  honesty  ? 

Ham^-^^y^  truly ;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will  sooiiej^^ 
transform  honesty  from  what  it  is  to  a  bawd,  than  theTorce 
of  honesty  can  translate  beauty  into  his  likeness ;  this  was 
some  time  a  paradox,  but  now  the  time  gives  it  proof.  I 
did  love  vou  once. 
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Opli.    Indeed,  mj  lord,  you  made  me  believe  so. 

Ham,  You  should  not  have  believed  me ;  for  virtue  can- 
not so  imjculate  our  old  stock,  but  we  shall  relish  of  it.  I 
loved  you  notr"    C%  -A        J^^^.^,  •^-^^ 

OpJi,    I  was  the  more  deceived.         ^ 

Ham,  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery;  why  vr(^ildst 
breeder  of  sinners  ?  I  am  myself  indiifex£miionest ;  ^ut 
yet  I  could  accuse  me  of  such  things,  that  it  were  better  my 
mother  had  not  borne  me.  I  am  very  proud,  revengeful, 
ambitious ;  wdth  more  oiFences  at  my  beck,  than  I  have 
thoughts  to  put  them  in,  imagination  to  give  them  shape,  01 
time  to  act  them  in.  What  should  such  fellows  as  Ldo^r^aivl^- 
ing  between  earth  and  heaven  !  We  are  arrant  knaves,  all ; 
believe  none  of  us.  Go  thy  ways  to  a  nunnery.  Where's 
your  father  ? 

Ofli,    At  home,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Let  the  doors  be  shut  upon  him ;  that  he  may  play 
the  fool  no  where  but  in's  own  house.     Farewell. 

O'pli,    0,  help  him,  you  sweet  Heavens ! 

Ham,  If  thou  dost  marry,  I'll  give  thee  this  plague  for 
thy  dowry.  Be  thou  as  chaste  as  ice,  as  pure  as  snow,  thou 
shalt  not  escape  calumny.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery ;  farewell. 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  needs  marry,  marry  a  fool ;  for  ^>7se  men 
know  well  enough,  what  monsters  you  make  of  them.  To 
a  nunnery,  go  ;  and  quickly  too.     Farewell. 

Opli,    Heavenly  powers,  restore  him  ! 

Ham,  I  have  heard  of  your  paintings  too,  well  enough. 
God  hath  given  you  one  face,  and  you  make  yourselves  an- 
other; you  jig,  you  amble,  and  you  lisp,  and  nickname  God's 
creatures,  and  make  your  wantonness-yettr— igTTofahce.  Go 
to ;  I'll  no  more  of  it ;  it  hath  made  me  mad.  I  say,  we 
will  have  no  more  marriages  :  those  that  are  married  already, 
all  but  one,  shall  live ;  the  rest  shall  keep  as  they  are.  To 
a  nunnery,  go.  \Exit  Hamlet. 

Opli,    0,  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  o'erthrown !  ^,.|i 

The  courtier's,  soldier's,  scholar's  eye,  tongue,  sword; 
The  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fair  state. 
The  glass  of  fashion,   and  the  mould^i^flTJfm, 


ine  glass  01  lasnion,  ana  tne  mouia,^i»T  Torm,  /  ^ 

The  observed  of  all  obser^ra I ^-atTite.  quite  down!    Qi^/iAAy^^^^T^ 
And  i,  01  laaies  most  deject  ^nd  wretched,  y^r^^*      y^^Jr  ^ 

That  sucked  the  honey  of  his  music  vows,  ^""^ 

Now  see  that  noble  and  most  sovereign  reason, 
LikB-siveet  bells  janojled,  out  of  tune,   and  harsh ; , 
Th at  unmatched  form  and  teature  oi  blowo  youth. 
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Blasted  witli  efigtasj.     0,  woe  is  me ! 

To  have  seen  what  I  have  seen,  see  what  I  see! 

Re-enter  King  and  Poloxius.      '-— 

♦^  King,    Love!  his  affections  (To  not  that  way  tend; 

Nor  what  he  spake,  though  it  Lacked  form  a  little, 
Was  not  like  madness.     There's  something  in  his  soul, 
O'er  which  his  melancholy  sits  on  brood; 
And,  I  do  doubt,  the  hatch,  and  the  disclose, 
Will  be  some  danger;  which  for  to  prevent, 
I  have,  in  quick  determination. 

Thus  set  it  down.     He  shall  Avith  speed  to  England, 
For  the  demand -of  our  neglected  tribute. 
Haply^  the  seas,  and  countries  different, 
^tA^jtit^^^^    With  variable  obie^s,  shall  expel 


This  somethffrg^ttlea  matter  in  his  heart; 
Whereon  his  brains  still  beating,  puts  him  thus 
From  fashion  of  himself.     What  think  you  on't? 

Pol.    It  shall  do  well;   but  yet,  I  do  believe, 
The  origin  and  commencement  of  his  grief 
Sprung  from  neglected  love. —  How  now,  Ophelia? 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  lord  Hamlet  said ; 
We  heard  it  all. —  My  lord,  do  as  you  please; 
But,  if  you  hold  it  fit  after  the  play, 
Let  his  queen  mother  all  alone  entreat  him       yO^fnALt^ty^M^ 
To  show  his  grief;  let  her  be  round,  with  him;    ''^"•'^'^^J 
And  I'll  be  placed,  so  please  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conference.     If  she  find  him  not, 
To  England  send  him ;  or  confine  him,  where 
Your  wisdom  best  shall  think. 

King.  It  shall  be  so ; 

Madness  in  great  ones  must  not  unwatched  go.       [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.     A  Hall  in  the  same. 

Enter   Hamlet,    and  certain   Players. 

Ham.    Speak  the  speech,  I  pray  you,  as  I  pronounced  it 
,  »  to  yoUf»trippingly  on  the  tongue ;  but  if  you  mouth  it,  as 
many  of  our  players  do,  I  had  as  lief  the  town-crier  spoke 
**  my  lines.    Nor  do  not  saw  the  au:  too  much  with  your  hand, 
thus;  but  use  all  gently;  for  in  the  very  torrent,  tempest, 
and  (as  I  may  say)  whirlwind  of  your  passion,  you  must 
acquire  and  beget  a  temperance,  that  may  give  it  smooth- 
ness.    0,  it  offends  me  to  the  soul,  to  hear  a  robustious 
\  periwig-pated  fellow  tear  a  passion  to  tatters,  to  very  rags, 
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to  split  the  cars  of  the  groundlings ;  who,  for  the  most  part, 
are  capable  of  nothing  but  inexplicable  dumb  shows,  and 
noise.     I  would  have  such  a  fellow  whipped  for  o'erdoing 
Tmnagant ;  it  out-herods  Herod.     'Pray  you,  avoid  it. 
^  YFlay.    I  warrant  your  honor. 

^  Ham,  Be  not  too  tame  neither ;  but  let  your  own  discre- 
tion be  your  tutor.  Suit  the  action  to  the  word,  the  word 
to  the  action;  with  this  special  observance,  that  you  o'erstep 
not  the  modesty  of  nature ;  for  any  thing  so  overdone  is 
from  tfffe  purpose  of  playing,  whose  end,  both  at  the  first, 
and  now,  was,  and  is,  to  hold,  as  'twere,  the  mirror  up  to 
nature ;  to  show  virtue  her  own  feature,  scorn  her  own  im- 
j  age,  and  the  very  age  and  body  of  the  time,  his  form,  and 

pressure.     Now  this,  overdone,  or  come  tardy  off,  though  it 
\^  make  the  unskilful   laugh,  cannot  but  make  the  judicious 

'    grieve ;  the  censure  of  which  one,  must,  in  your  allowance, 
o  erweigh  a  whole  theatre  of  others.     0,  there  be  players, 
that  I  have  seen  play,— and  heard  others  praise,  and  that 
'iighly,— not  to  speak  it  profanely,  that,  neither  having  the 
accent  of  Christians,  nor  the  gait  of  Christian,  pagan,  nor 
man,  have  so  strutted  and  bellowed,  that  I  have  thought 
some  of  nature's  journeymen  had  made  men,  and  not  made 
them  well,  they  imitated  humanity  so  abominably,   cy"^''''^ 
^  ^    IPlaij,  I  hope  we  have  reformed  that  indifferentlv  with  us. 
Ham.  .^0,  reform  it  altogether.     And  let  those  that  play 
.    ymx:  clowns,  speak  no  more  than  is  set  down  for  them;  for 
•*  there  b'e  of  them,  that  will  themselves  laugh,  to  set  on  some 
*44^  (juanj^y^of .  barren  spectators  to  laugh  too  ;  though,  in  the 
mean  time,  some  necessary  question  of  the  play  be  then  to 
be  considered.     That's  villanous ;  and  shows  a  most  pitiful 
amb|^on  in  the  fool  that  uses  it.     Go,  make  you  ready. 

[Exeunt  Players. 
Enter  Polonius,  Rosencrantz,  and  Guildenstern. 
How  now   my  lord !  will  the  king  hear  this  piece  of  work? 
rol.    And  the  queen  too,  and  that  presently. 
■ffcim.  Bid  the  players  make  haste.—      \Exit  PoLONius, 
Will  you  two  help  to  hasten  them? 
Both.    Ay^  my  lord. 

.  TT        ^.T,    [-^^^^^^'^^  BosENCRANTz  and  Guildenstern. 
Ham.  What,  ho;  Horatio! 

Enter  Horatio. 
I^r.    Here,^  sweet  lord,  at  your  service. 
Ham.    Horatio,  thou  art  e'en  as  just  a  man  "  * 

A8  e'er  my  conversation  coped  withal. 
Vol.  VIII.— 9  ^ 
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llof,    0  my  dear  lord, 

Ram,  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter; 

For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee, 
That  no  revenue  hast,  but  thy  good  sph'its,  ._    Jf^ 

To  feed,  and  clothe  thee  ?    AVhy  should  the  poor  be  flattered  ?  /)  i 
!No,  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  absurd  pomp ; 
And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee, 
Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning.     Dost  thou  hear? 
Since  my  dear  soul  was  mistress  of  her  choice*      "^ 
And  could  of  men  distinguish  her  election,^  14**^ 
She  hath  sealed  thee  for  herself.     For  thou  hast  been 
As  one,  in  suffering  all,  that  suffers  nothing ;  jj^ 

A  man,  that  fortune's  buffets  and  rewards  O^^^j^ 

Ilast  ta'en  with  equal  thanks;  and  blessed  are  those,  ^ji/l 
WliAgQ  bjo^l  and  judgment  are  so  well  co-mingled,        » 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  finger 
To  sound  what  stop  she  please.     Give  me  that  man 
That  is  not  passion's  slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  heart's  core,  ay,  in  my  heart  of  heart, 
As  I  do  thee. —  Something  too  much  of  this. — 
There  is  a  play  to-night  before  the  king ; 
One  scene  of  it  comes  near  the  circumstance. 
Which,  I  have  told  thee,  of  my  father's  death^^     Y^  J 
I  pr'ythee  when  thou  seest  that  act  af 0 0 t,^^^C5uC^^'^" 
Even  with  the  very  comment  of  thy  soul 
Observe  my  uncle.     If  his  occulted  guilt 
Do  not^tself  unkennel  in  one  speech, 

a  damned  ghost  that  we  have  seen ; 
And  my  imaginations  are 
As  Vulcan's  stith^-     (rfve  him^  heedful  note ; 
For  I  mine  eves  will  rivet  to 


M 


mme  eyes  win  rivet  to  nis  iac( 
And,  after,  we  will  both  our  judgments  join 
In  censure  of  his  seeming. 

Hor,  Well,  my  lord  ; 

If  he  steal  aught,  the  whilst  this  play  is  playing, 
And  scape  detecting,  I  will  pay  the  theft. 

Ham.    They  are  coming  to  the  play;  I  must  be  idle: 
Get  you  a  place. 

Danish  march.    A  flourish.    ^??^^r  King,  Queen,  PoLONlUJ 
Ophelia,  Rosencrantz,  Guildenstern,  and  others. 


King.    How  fares  our  cousin  Ilamlet  ?      ^^ 
Ham.   Excellent,  i'  fiiith  ;  of  the  chameleon  s  dish. 

the  air.  nromise-cramm^jLj^  you  cannot  feedCaDonssQ 
King.    1  huve  notlimg  witS 

words  are  not  mine. 


^ 


KJ^ 


"tnis  answer, 
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Ham.    No,  nor  mine  now.     My  lord, —  you  played  once 

in  the  university,  you  say?  \_To  PoLONius. 

Pol.    That  did  I,  my  lord ;  and  was  accounted  a  good 

actor.  -n^^-"^^  •ja^afc^ii^ 

Ilmn.    And  what  did  you  enact?    C^^   ^  f 

Pol.   I  did  enact  Julius  Caesar.    I  was  killed  i'  the  Capitol ; 
Brutus  killed  me. 

Ham.    It  was  a  brute  part  of  him  to  kill  so  capital  a  calf 
there. —  Be  the  players  ready? 

Ilos.    Ay,  my  lord  ;  they  stay  upon  your  patience. 

Queen.    Come  hither,  my  dear  Hamlet,  sit  by  me. 

Ham.    No,  good  mother,  here's  metal  more  attractive. 

Pol.    0  ho  !  do  you  mark  that?  \^To  the  King. 

Ham.    Lady,  shall  I  lie  in  your  lap  ? 

[Lying  down  at  Ophelia's  feet, 

OpJi.    No,  my  lord. 

Ham.    I  mean  my  head  upon  your  lap  ? 

Oph,    Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.    Do  you  think  I  meant  contrary  matters  ? 

Oph.    I  think  nothing,  my  lord. 

Ham.    That's  a  ftiir  thought  to  lie  between  maids'  legs. 

Oph.  What  is,  my  lord?  ^ 

Ham.    Nothing. 

Oph.    You  are  merry,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Who,  I? 

Oph.    Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.    0 !  your  only  jig-maker.     "What  should  a  man  do, 
but  be  merry  ?    for,  look  you,  how  cheerful^  my  mother  fj 

looks,  and  my  father  died  within  these*fwo  hours.  ^ 

Oph.    Nay,   'tis  twice  two  months,  my  lord. 

Ham.    So  long  ?  Nay,  then  let  the  devil  wear  black,  for 

I'll  have  a  suit  of  sables.     0  Heavens !  die  two  months  ago, 

-   and  not  forgotten  yet  ?     Then  there's  hope  a  great  mjHi's 

-    memory  may  outlive  his  life  half  a  year.     But,  by/r  lady, 

"•  he  must  build  churches  then ;    or  else  shall  he  suffer  not 

thinking  on,  with  the  hobby-horse ;  whose  epitaph  is,  For^ 

O,for^  0,  tlie  hohhy-horse  is  forgot. 

Trumpets  sound.     The  Dumb  Show  folloivs. 

Enter  a  King  and  a  Queen,  very  lovingly  ;  the  Queen  em- 
bracing  him,  and  he  her.  She  kneels,  and  makes  show 
of  protestation  unto  him.  He  takes  her  up,  and  declines 
his  head  upon  her  neck  ;  lays  him  doivn  upon  a  bank  of 
floivtrs  ;  'she,  seeing  liim  asleep,  leaves  him.  Anouucomes 
in  a  fellow,  takes  off  his  crown,  kisses  it,  and  pours  "^ 
jwison  in  the  King's  ears,  and  exit.    The  Queen  returns ; 
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finds  the  King  dead,  and  makes  passionate  action.  The 
Foisoner,  with  some  tivo  or  three  Mutes,  comes  in  aqain 
seeming  to  lament  with  her.  The  dead  body  is  carried 
away,  The^  Poisoner  wooes  the  Queen  with  qifts ;  she 
seems  loath  and-itmvilling  awhile;  hut,  in  the  end,  accepts 
^''  ^^^^-  [Exeunt. 

Oph,  What  means  this,  my  lord? 

^«m.   Marry  this  is  miching^malicho  ;  it  means  mischief. 
Upfi,  Jielike,  this  show  imports  the  argument  of  the  play 

Unter  Prologue. 

Bam,  We  shall  know  by  this  fellow.    The  players  cannot 
keep  counsel ;  they'll  tell  all. 

Oph.    Will  he  tell  us  what  this  show  meant  ? 
^^^^^^^^  JIam.    Ay   or  any  show  that  you'll  show  him.     Be  not 

/•  you  ashamed  to  show,  he'll  not  shame  to  tell  you  what  it 

means.  *^ 


'  -s. 


Oph.    You  are  naught,  you  are   naup-ht !  I'll  mark  tho 
play.  ^^1/        / 

Pro.    For  us,  and  for  our  tragedy,        '^^^^^^^ 
Here  stooping  to  your  clemency, 
We  leg  your  hearing  patiently. 

Bam.    Is  this  a  prologue,  or  the  posv  of  a  ring? 

Oph.     Tis  brief,  my  lord, ^"'^'^  ^' 

Ham.    As  woman's  love. 

Enter  a  King  and  a  Queen. 

,  P.  King.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus'  cart  gone  round 

^  Neptune  s  salt  wash,  and  Tellus'  orbed  ground  • 

V  .  And  thirty  dozen  moons,  with  borrowed  sheen  ' 

About  the  world  have  times  twelve  thirties  been-  j  ^ 

Since  love  our  hearts,  and  Hymen  did  our  hands,  ^^^^^^ 
Unite  commutual  in  most  sacredbands.  ^  ^M^^n 

P.  Queen.  ^  So  many  journeys  may  the  sun  and  moon 
Make  us  again  count  o'er,  ere  love  be  done' 
but,  woe  IS  me,  you  are  so  sick  of  late, 
So  far  f^^om  cheer,  and  from  your  former  state, 
ihat  I  distrust  you.     Yet,  though  I  distrust, 
Discomfort  you,  my  lord,  it  nothing  must;  .^^^ 

-^ or  women  fear  too  much,  even  as  they  love-     ^Jf^ 
.'  And  women's  fear  and  love  hold  quantity  r.JK'*'^ 

^  Jn  neither  aught,  or  in  extremity.  ^"^      T^ 

'  L  ^""T'  ^^'""^  "V^  ^^""^  ^''  P^'^^f  ^^th  «^ade  you  know; 

^  And  as  my  love  is  sized,  my  fear  is  so. 
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Whore  love  is  great,  the  littlest  doubts  are  fear; 
-Whore  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  theie. 

P*^King>  'Faith,  I  must  leave  thee,  love,  and  shortly  too; 
Mj^perant  powers  their  functions  leave  to  do; 
"Xnd  thou  shalt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honored,  beloved;  and,  haply,  one  as  kind 

For  husband  shalt  thou 

P.  Queen.  0,  confound  the  rest! 

Such  love  must  needs  be  treason  in  my  breast; 
In  second  husband  let  me  be  accursed ! 
»-None  ,wed  the  second,' but  who  killed  the  ^"^f^^^^^^^c^ 
JIam.    That's  wormwood.  Ctrvixa^t^^-^*-'^'^^'^^*'^'^^ 
P.  Queen,    The  instfffceS,  that  second  marriage  move, 
Are  base  respects  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love ; 
A  second  time  I  kill  my  husband  dead, 
When  second  husband  kisses  me  in  bed. 

P.  King,    I  do  believe  you  think  what  now  you  speak ; 
But,  what  we  do  determine  oft  we  break. 
Purpose  is  but  the  slave  to  memory; 
Of  violent  birth,  but  poor  validity; 
Which  now,  like  fruit  unripe,  sticks  on  the  tree;          * 
But  fall,  unshaken,  when  they  mellow  be. 
Most  necessary  'tis,  that  we  forget 
To  pay  ourselves  what  to  ourselves^ 
What  to  ourselves  in  passioD2>v^"l3roTJOse, 
The  passion  ending,  doth  the  purpose  lose. 
The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy 
Their  own  enactures  with  themselves  destroy; 

Where  joy  most  revels,  grief  doth  most  lamenL^^^^^^A^,^*''**^*^^ 
Grief  joys,  joy  grieves,  on  slender  accident.  •^■^T^l 
This  world  is  but  for  aye;  nor  'tis  not  strange. 
That  even  our  loves  should  with  our  fortunes  change  • 
For  'tis  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove, 
Whether  love  lead  fortune,  or  else  fortune  love. 
The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  favorite  flies; 
The  poor  advanced  makes  friends  of  enemies. 
And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend;  ^ 
For  who  not  needs,  shall  never  lack  a  friend; 
And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try,      ^jC^^ 
Directly  seasons  him  his  enemy.  ^i^^^^^"*^^  I 

But,  fti'derly  to  end  where  I  begun, — 
Our  wills  and  fates  do  so  contrary  run, — 
That  our  devices  still  are  overthrown ; 
Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own. 
So  think  thou  wilt  no  second  husband  wed; 
But  die  thy  thoughts,  when  thy  first  lord  is  dead. 
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P.  Queen.  Nor  earth  to  give  me  food,  nor  heaven  lif^htJ 
Sport  and  repose  lock  from  me  day  and  night!  -  ^iJU 
To  desperation  turn  raj  trust  and  hope  !  J/if^C^^  ^ 
An  anchor's  ojieer  in  prison  be  mj  scope  !         *      -»^- 


Each  opposite,   tliat  blanks  the  face  of  joj,  I 

Meet  what  I  would  have  well,  and  it  destroy  !  | 

Both  here,  and  hence,  pursue  me  lasting  strife,  f 

If,  once  a  widow,  ever  I  be  wife !  I 

Ham.    If  she  should  break  it  now, \To  OPH.    ' 

P.  King.  ^  'Tis  deeply  sworn.     Sweet,  leave  me  here  a 

while  ;  4t^  >a.^^^^ ^ ^^^ i^^  £i 

My  spirits  grow  du41,  and  fmi  Jj^uld  beguile.,*!.  M^ 

The  tedious  day  with  sleepTV^*^  \_Sleeps: 

P.  Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain ; 

And  never  come  mischance  between  us  twain  !         {^ExiL 

Ham.    Madam,  how  like  you  this  play? 

Queen.    The  lady  doth  protest  too  much,  methinks. 

Ham.    0,  but  she'll  keep  her  word.  •4^'d#-<  % 

King.  Have  you  heard  the  argum^t  ?  Is  tliere  no  oifence 

"am.    No,  no,  they  do  but  jest,  poison  in  jest :  no  of- 
fence i'  the  world. 


King.    What  do  you  call  the  play? 

/W  The  mouse-trap.  Marry,  how  ?  Tropically.  This 
play  10  tb^image  of  a  murder  done  in  Vienna;  Gonzao-o 
IS  the  dukes  name;  his  wife,  Eaptista;  you  shall  see  ano5: 
tis  a  knavish  piece  of  work.  But  what  of  that?  your  ma- 
jesty, and  we  that  have  free  soujs,  it  touches  us  not.  Let 
t4e  galled  jade  Avince,  our  witherg^-ai:Aunwrung.— 

iTEnter  Lucianus.      ^"^^-^         ^^J^jju^ 

This  is  one  Lucianus,  nephew  to  the  king.  oflw^ 

Oph.    You  are  as  good  as  a  chorus^jj^LOord.  ^i^"^^ 
Ham.    I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  love    if 
I  could  see  the  puppets  dallying.  ' 

Oj^h.    You  are  keen,  my  lord,  you  are  keen. 
Ham.    It  would  cost  you  a  groaning  to  take  off  my  ed^e. 
Oph.    Still  better,  and  worse.  ^ 

^Hq77i.  So  you  mistake  your  husbands.— Begin,  murderer^ 

—  lea^ve  thy  damnable  faces,  and  begin.     Come; ' 

The  croaking  raven  y^^ 

Doth  bellow  for  revenge.  /•A^^'^y^  '"' 

Luc.    Thoughts   black,  hands  ^^  drugs   fit,  and   time 
agreeing ;  -— ^^ 

Confederate  season,  else  no  creature  seeing; 
Thou  mixture  rank,  of  midnight  weeds  collected. 
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"VVith  Ile^^Jisj^^ajj^itlince  blasted,  thrice  infected, 
Thj  natural  magic  and.  dire  property, 
On  wholesome  life  usurp  immediately. 

[^Pours  the  poiso7i  into  the  sleejjer^s  ears. 
Ham.    He  poisons  him  i'  the  garden  for  his  estate.     His 
name's  Gonzago ;  the  story  is  extant,  and  written  in  very 
choice  Italian :  you  shall  see,  anon,  how  the  murderej[-  gels 
the  love  of  Gonzago's  wife. 
Oph.    The  king  rises. 
Ham.    What !  frighted  with  false  fire ! 
Queen.    How  fixres  my  lord? 
Pol.    Give  o'er  the  play. 
King.    Give  me  some  light ;  away  ! 
Pol.    Lights,  lights,  lights ! 

\_Exeunt  all  hut  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 
Ham.    AVhy,  let  the  strucken  deer  go  weep, 

.The  hart  ungated  ^plav  ; 
For  sope  must  watch,  while  some  must  sleep ; 
Thus  runs  the  world  away. — 
Would  not  this,  sir,  and  a  forest  of  feathers,  (if  the  rest 
of  my  fortunes  turn  Turk  with  me,)  v/ith  tv/o  Provincial 
roses  on  my  razed  shoes,  get  me  a  fellowship  in  a  cry  of 
players,  sir  ? 

Hor.    Half  a  share. 
Ham.    A  whole  one,  I. 

For  thou  dost  know,  0  Damon  dear, 

This  realm  dismantled  Avas 
Of  Jove  himself;  and  now  reigns  here 
A  very,  very  —  pe^x^k. 
Hor.    You  might  have  rhymeoT 

Ham.    0  good  Horatio,  I'll  take  the  ghost's  word  for  a 
thousand  pound.     Didst  perceive? 
Hor.    Very  well,  my  lord. 

Harn.    Upon  the  talk  of  the  poisoning, 

Hor.    1  did  very  well  note  him. 
^Hantt  Ah,»ha !— ^come,  some  music ;  come,  the  recorders. — 
For  if  the  king  like  not  the  comedy, 
^^      ^   Why?  then,  belike, —  he  likes  it  not,  perdy. 

Enter  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 

Come,  some  music. 

Guil.    Good  my  lord,  vouchsafe  me  a  word  with  you. 
Ham.    Sir,  a  whole  history. 

G-uil.    The  king,  sir, 

Ham.    Ay,  sir,  what  of  him  ? 

Quil.    Is,  in  his  retirement,  marvellous  distempered. 
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Ham,    With  drink,  sir?  - r-'lL^-J^^"    nn 

Cfuil.    No,  mj  lord,  with  choler.  "^^^^w/j    A-'-mXi^^'^^ 

Ham,  Your  wisdom  should  show  itsell*  more  richer  to 
signify  this  to  the  doctor ;  for,  for  me  to  put  him  to  his 
purgation,  would,  perhaps,  plunge  him  into  more  choler. 

Guil.  Good  my  lord,  put  your  discourse  into  some  frame, 
&Ld  ^art  not  so  wildly  from  my  affair. 
^.am,    I  am  tame,  sir;  —  pronounce. 

G-nil.  The  queen,  your  mother,  in  most  great  affliction 
of  spirit,  hath  sent  me  to  you. 

Ham.    You  are  welcome. 

Gridl,  Nay,  good  my  lord,  this  courtesy  is  not  of  the 
right  breed.  If  it  shall  please  you  to  make  me  a  whole- 
some answer,  I  will  do  your  mother's  commandment ;  if 
not,  your  pardon,  and  my  return,  shall  be  the  end  of  mj 
business. 

Ham,    Sir,  I  cannot.  ^  1 

Guil,    What,  my  lord  ?  jjm^^'^^^ 

Ham,  Make  you  a  wholesome  answer ;  my  wit  s  diseased. 
But,  sir,  such  answer  as  I  can  make,  you  shall  command ; 
or,  rather,  as  you  say,  my  mother :  therefore  no  more,  but 
to  the  matter.     My  mother,  you  say, 

Ros.  Then  thus  she  says  :  Your  behavior  hath  struck  her 
into  amazement  and  nrjynir.nt,j^r)..    |/^  ^  w^t^f^L^X^ 

Ham.  0  wonderful  son,  that  can  so  astonish  a  mother  ! — 
But  is  there  no  sequel  at  the  heels  of  this  mother's  admira- 
tion ?     Impart. 

Ilos.  She  desires  to  speak  with  you  in  her  closet,  ere  you 
go  to  bed. 

Ham,  We  shall  obey,  were  she  ten  times  our  mother. 
Have  you  any  further  trade  with  us  ?  Jj^a/Lia*^ 


i 


Has,    My  lord,  you  once  did  love  me.    '  '  J)    y^"^ 

:emper  ? 
Y'"ou  do,  surely,  but  bar  the  door  upon  your  own  liberty,  if 


Ham.    And  do  still,  by  these  pickers  and  stealers.  ^  x"  1 

Hos.    Good  my  lord,  what  is  your  cause  of  distemper?         1 


(^Uo^Mttt^em^ 


you  deny  vourjyriej's  to  your  friend. 

Ham.    Sir,  TTack  advancement. 

llo%.  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice  of  thfi 
king  himself  for  your  succession  in  Denmark  ?  (^^^^ 

Ham.  Ay,  sir,  but  While  the  grass  grows, —  the  proverb 
is  something  musty. 

Enter  the  Players,  with  recorders. 

0,  the  recorders;  —  let  me  see  one. —  To  withdraw  with 
you. — Why  do  you  ^0  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me,  as 
if  you  would  dpve  me  into  a  toil  ?    -¥L^M/ 


,Jlu^ 
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Guil,  0  my  Iwd,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  lore  Is  too 
unmannerly. 

Ham.  I  do  not  well  understand  that.  Will  you  play 
upon  this  pipe  ? 

Critil.    My  lord,  I  cannot. 

Ham,    I  pray  you. 

CruiL    Believe  me,  I  cannot. 

Ham,    I  do  beseech  you. 

G-uil.    I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  lord. 

Ham,  'Tis  as  easy  as  lying :  govern  these  ventages  with 
your  fingers  and  thumb,  give  it  breath  with  your  mouth, 
and  it  will  discourse  most  eloquent  music.  Look  you,  theso 
are  the  stops. 

G-uil,  But  these  I  cannot  command  to  any  utterance  of 
harmony  ;  I  have  not  the  skill. 
■  Mam,  Why,  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing  you 
y  make,  of  me  !  You  would  play  upon  me  ;  you  would  seem 
to  know  my  stops ;  you  would  plugk  out  the  heart  of  my 
mystery  :  you  would  sound  me  from  my  lowest  note  to  the 
top  of  my  compass :  and  there  is  much  music,  excellent 
voice,  in  this  little  organ ;  yet  cannot  you  make  it  speak. 
'Sblood,  do  you_thiiik_I  am  easier  to  be  played  on  than  a 
pipe  ?  Call  me  what  instrument  you  will,  though  you  canj 
ireTme,  you  cannot  play  upon  me. 

V^^^(^^  Enter  Polonius. 

God  bless  you,  sir  ! 

Pol,  My  lord,  the  queen  would  speak  with  you,  and 
presently. 

Ham.  Do  you  see  yonder  cloud,  that*s  almost  in  shape 
of  a  camel  ? 

Pol.   By  the  mass,  and  'tis  like  a  camel,  indeed. 

Ham,    Methinks  it  is  like  a  weasel. 

Pol,    It  is  backed  like  a  weasel. 

Ham,    Or,  like  a  whale. 

Pol,    Very  like  a  whale. 

Ham,    Then  will  I  come  to  my  mother   by  and   by. —  *, 
They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent. — I  will  come  by  and  by. 

Pol.    I  will  say  so.  [Exit  PoLONtuS. 

Ham,    By  and  by  is  easily  said. —  Leave  me,  friends. 

\_Exeunt  Ros.,  Guil  ,  Hor.,  ^g 
'Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night; 
When  church-yards  yawn,  and  hell  itself  breathes  out 
Contagion-  to'  thi^  world.     Now  could  I  drink  hot  blood. 
And  do  such  bitter  business  as  the  day 
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Would  quake  to  look  on.     Soft ;  now  to  my  mother, — 

0  heart,  lose  not  thy  nature ;   let  not  ever 
The  soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bosom; 

K      •         Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural. 
5   '  I  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none ; 

,  My  tongue   and  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites; 

How  in  my  words  soever  she  be  shent, 
^ .       ,  To  give  them  seals,  never,  my  soul,  consent !  [^Exif- 

SCENE  IIL     A  Boom  in  the  same. 

Enter  King,  Rosencrantz,  and  Guildenstern. 

King.  I  like  him  not ;  nor  stands  it  safe  with  us, 
To  let  his  madness  range.     Therefore,  prepare  you; 

1  your  commission  will  forthwith  despatch  ^^     . 
And  he  to  England  shall  along  with  you.      ^^.^.t^^tf^^^^^^ 
The  terms  of  our  ,£Stitp  may  not  endure      Pv'^'**''^ 
Hazard  so  near  lis,  as  doth  hourly  grow 

Out  of  his  lunacies. 

Gruil.  We  will  ourselves  provide. 

Most  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is,  | 

To  keep  those  many  many  bodies  safe,  * 

That  live,  and  feed,  upon  your  majesty. 

Hob.    The  single  and  peculiar  life  is  bound,  * 

With  all  the  strength  and  armor  of  the  mind. 
To  keep  itself  from  'noyance ;  but  much  more 
That  spirit,  upon  whose  weal  depend  and  rest 
The  lives  of  many.     The  cease  of  majesty 
Dies  not  alone ;  but,  like  a  gulf,  doth  draw 
What's  near  it,  v/ith  it.     It  is  a  massy  wheel. 
Fixed  on  the  summit  of  the  highest  mount. 
To  whose  huge  spokes  ten  thousand  lesser  things 
Are  rqgrtJspd  and  adjoined ;  which,  when  it  &lls^/y 
Each  small  annexment,  petty  consequence,  JlJtjif^^ 
Attends  the  boisterous  rum.     Never  alone 

id  the  king  sigh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.    Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  to  this  speedy  voyage ; 
For  we  will  f^W^s  put  upon  this  fear, 
Which  now  goes  too  free-footed. 

lios.  Guil.    We  will  haste  us.     [^Exeunt  Ros.  and  GuiL. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  My  lord,  he's  going  to  his  mother's  closet^ 
Behind  the  arras  I'll  cQjixpy  mj^self,  ^JJl^Hi#**y 
To  liear  the  process ;  I'll  warrant  she'll  tax  him  Eome ; 
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And,  as  jou  said, —  and  wisely  was  it  said, — 

'Tis  meet  that  some  more  audience  than  a  mother, 

Since  nature  makes  them  partial^  should  o'erhear 

The  speech,  of  vantage.     Fare  you  well,  my  liege ; 
.^J'll  'call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed, 

And  tell  you  what  I  know. 
>■•  >  King.  Thanks,  dear  my  lord. 

' '    *'    '<    -  [^Exit  POLONIUS, 

0,  my  offence  is  rank,  it  smells  ip  heaven; 

It  hath  the  primal,  eldest  curse  upon't, 

A  brother's  murder !  —  Pray  can  I  not. 

Though  inclination  be  as  sharp  as  will ; 

My  stronger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  intent ; 

And,  like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 

I  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  begin. 

And  both  neglect.     What  if  this  cursed  hand 
*^"*Wcr(i thicker  than  itself  with  brother's  blood? 
\  Is  tliere  not  rain  enough  in  the  sweet  heavens, 
*  **To  wash  it  white  as  snow  ?     Whereto  serves  mercy, 

Biit  to  confront  the  visage  of  offence  ? 

And  what's  in  prayer,  but  this  twofold  force, — 

To  be  forestalled,  ere  we  come  to  fall, 
^  Or  pardoned,  being  down  ?     Then  I'll  look  up ; 
^fy  fault  is  past.     But,  0,  what  form  of  prayer 

Can  serve  my  turn?     Forgive  me  my  foul  murder!—* 

That  cannot  be ;  since  I  am  still  possessed         ^  ^ 

Of  those  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murder. 

My  crown,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  queen. "^ 

May  one  be  pardoned,  and  retain  the  offence  ?• 

In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world. 

Offence's  gjUdfid  hand  may  shove  by  justice;     ^Cc^Ct^^^f  "if-^^  ^^- 

And  oft    tis  seen,  the  wicked  prize  itself  ^%     ^Pty^  jT^ 

Buys  out  the  law.     But  'tis  not  so  above ;  O    q^^^^ 

There  is  no  shuffling,  there  the  action  lies 

In  his  true  nature ;  and  we  ourselves  compelled. 

Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults. 

To  give  in  evidence.     What  then  ?  what  rests  ? 

Try  what  repentance  can.     What  can  it  not  ? 

Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 

0  wretched  state !     0  bosom,  black  as  death ! 

0  limed  soul ;  that,  struggling  to  be  free. 

Art  more  ^engag^d  !     Help,  angels,  make  assay  ! 

Bow,  stubborn  knees !  and,  heart,  with  strings  of  steel, 

Be  soft  as  sinews  of  the  new-born  babe ; 

All  may  be  well !  \Tletive%  and  kneels. 
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Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham,    Now  might  I  do  it,  pat,  now  he  Is  praying; 
And  now  I'll  do't ;  and  so  he  goes  to  heaven:  n^ 

And  so  am  I  revenged  ?     That  would  hf>  scanned.    ^  •*^**^ 
A  villain  kills  my  father ;  and,  for  that,  C/ 

I,  his  sole  son,  do  this  same  villain  send         ^^     ■•   /^Ult^ 

To  heaven.  CP^f^^^"^ 

Why,  this  is  hire  and  ^salary,  not  revenge.  **^ 

He  took  my  father  grossly,  full  of  bread ; 

With  all  his  crimes  broad  blown,  as  flush  as  May ; 

And,  how  his  audit  stands,  who  knows,  save  Heaven  ? 

But,  in  our  circumstance  and  course  of  thought, 

*Tis  heavy  with  him.     And  am  I  then  revenged 

To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  soul, 

When  he  is  fit  and  seasoned  for  his  passage  1  • 

No.  ■"       "       JiAJuh0UU4C9 

Up,  sword;  and  know  thou  a  more  Tiorrid  l^nj. 

When  he  is  drunk,  asleep,  or  in  his  rage; 

Or  in  the  incestuous  pleasures  of  his  bed ; 

At  gaming,  swearing ;  or  about  some  act 

That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in't : 

Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven ; 

And  that  his  soul  may  be  as  damned,  and  black,      y  Vx>Wli 

As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.     My  mother  stays  \  j^j^tj^'i^^^^^^^ 

This  jiJy^c  but  prolongs  thy  sickly  days.      ^\n^  \IlxiU 

The  King  rhe^  and  advances,  / 

King,    ^jj  wardn  fly  npj  my  th^n^^htn  rr^m'r^in  bolow;   ' 
ords,  without  thoughts,  never  to  heaven  go.  \^Exit, 


y^ 


SCENE  IV.     Another  Room  in  the  same. 
Enter  Queen  and  Polonius. 

Pol.  He  will  come  straight.    Look,  you  lay  home  to  him; 
Tell  him,  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with; 
And  that  your  grace  hath  screened  and  stood  between 
Much  heat  and  him      I'll  silence  me  e'en  here. 
Tray  you,  be  round  with  him. 

Queen,  I'll  warrant  you; 

Fear*  me  not;  —  withdraw,  1  hear  him  coming. 

[Polonius  Tii^es  himself. 

Enter  Hamlet. 
Ham,   Now,  mother,  what's  the  matter? 


4 


"^      %• 
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Queen.    Hamlet,  thou  hast  thy  father  much  offended. 

.TTam.    Mother,  you  have  mj  father  much  offended. 

Queen.    Come,  come,  you  answer  with  an  idle  tongue. 

Ham.    Go,  go,  you  question  with  a  wicked  tongue. 
*  Quepi,    Why,  how  now,  Hamlet  ?      ^ ^       *^ 

Ham,        '  What's  the  matter  now? 

Queen,    Have  you  forgot  me?  c/*^**^ 

Ham,  No,  by  the  rood,  not  so. 

You  are  the  queen,  your  husband's  brother's  wife ; 
And, — 'would  it  were  not  so!  —  you  are  my  mother. 
-    Queen,    Nay,  then  I'll  set  those  to  you  that  can  speak.         ■*•♦ 
'  '  Ham,    Come,   come,  and  sit  you  down ;   you  shall   not 

•    ^m'     budge ;  *  • 

You  go  not,  till  I  set  you  up  a  gla^s     "^  »».*>^''»'^S- 1^ 
Where  you  may  see  the  inmost  part  of  you.  .      ^^         ^ 

Queen.  Wliat  wilt  thou  do  ?  thou  wilt  not  murder  me  ?  * 
Help,  help,  ho ! 

Fol.    [Behind.']   What,  ho!  help!  ^ 

Ham,  How  now!  a  rat?    '♦ 

[Draws, 
Dead,  for  a  ducat,  dead. 

[Hamlet  mahes  a  pass  tlirougli  the  arras. 

Pol,    [Behind.]  0,  I  am  slain. 

[Falls  and  dies. 

Queen,    0  me,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 

Ham,  Nay,  I  know  not. 

Is  it  the  king? 

[Lifts  up  the  arras,  and  draws  forth  Polonius,     *«#^ 

Queen,    0,  what  a  rash  and  bloody  deed  is  this !  • 

,««  Ham,    A  bloody  deed ;  almost  as  bad,  good  motl*er, 
As  kill^a^king^   and  m^^rry  \yith  his  brothmL.        * 
'     Queen,   As  kill  a  king !     i<'^oc^</tA^a>ix-^--^-cl^^ 

Ham,  Ajy  lady,  'tw^as  my  word. — 

Thou  wretched,  rash,  intruding  fool,  farewell !       .  . ,  „      *  . , 

[To   POLONIUS. 

I  took  thee'^for  thy  better;  take  thy  fortune: 
Thou  find'st  to  be  too  busy,  is  some  danger. 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands.     Peace  ;  sit  you  down, 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart ;  for  so  I  shall, 
If  it  be  made  of  nonetral^le  sinff:     t/Jht^'^t't^ 
If  damned  custom  tiave  not  brazed  it  so. 
That  it  be  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense. 


own,  ^ 


tongue 


Queen,    What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar'st  wag   thy 


In  noise  so  rude  against  me  ? 
Ham,  Such  an  act, 
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That  blurs  the  grace  and  blush  of  modesty; 
Calls  virtue,  hypocnj^j  takes  off  the  rose 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love, 
And  sets  a  blister  there ;  makes  marriage-vows 
,s  false  as  dicers'  oaths :  O,  such  a  deed 


U---"^ 


glow; 


49iiiiiM 


(jjJfA/^ 


s  irom  tlie  body  of  contractioiL-pittckS^ 
The-  very  soul ;  and  sweet  religion  makes 
A  rhapsody  of  words.     Heaven's  face  doth 
Yea,  this  solidity  and  compound  mass, 
Wit)i  tristful  visage,  as  against  the  doofe* 

s  thought-sick  at  the  ac^  ^  filA**^^^l 

Queen,  i%/f^    -^^  ^^)  what  act, 

That  roars  so  lou^and  thunders  in  the  index? 

'Ham.    Look  h^ere  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this7 
.e  (jminterfeiL  nresentment  of  two  brothers. 

ee,  what  af^grace  was  seated  on  this  brow ! 
Hyperio^?^  curls ;  the  ^^ont  of  Jove  himself; 
An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command ;  (r 

■'^^^finn  like  the  herald  Mercury, 
New-lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill ; 
r  A  combination,   and  a  fnrpi^   ind(^prl^ 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  sp-t  his  sppl 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man. 
This  was  your  husband. — Look  you  now,  what  follows. 
Here  is  your  husband;  like  a  mildewed  ear. 
Blasting  his  wholesom.e  brother.     Have  you  eyes  ? 
(Jouki  ^ou  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed, 

nd  batten  on  this  moor  ?     Ha !  have  you  eyes  ?  | 
You  cannot  call  it  love ;  for,  at  your  age. 
The Jigyday  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it's  humble, 
Ana  waits  upon  the  judgment.     And  what  judgment 
Would  step  from  this  to  this  ?     Sense  sure  you  have, 
^ilse  could  you  not  have  motion  :  but,  sure,  that  sense         ^^^ 

s  anoplexed  ;  for  madness  would  not  err  ;  -  mJ^^^^^ • 

Nor  sense  fo  ecstasy  was  ne'er  so  thralled,        ^^^jjJ^^^ 
But  it  reserved  some  gunntity   (>f  rhoir.e^-^    0/1^'''^ 
To  serve  in  such  a  difference.     What  devil  was't, 
That  thus  hath  cozened  you  at  hoodman  blind? 
.Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  sight. 
Ears  "^ithout  hands  or  eyes,  smelling  sans  all, 
Or  but  a  sickl}^  part  of  one  true  sense. 
Could  not  so  mope. 

0  shame  !  where  is  thy  blush  ?     Rebellious  hell, 
If  .thou  banst  mutine  in  a  matron's  bones, 
To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax. 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire ;  proclaim  no  shame, 


*ll  — ■ ~ 
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When  the  compulsive  ardor  gives  the  charge; 
Since  frost  itself  as  actively  doth  burn, 

'     Queen,  ^  L^    0  Hainlets  ^eak  no  more* 

Thou  turn'st  mine  ej?s  iiuo  my ^  very  soul ; 
And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots 
As  will  not  leave  their  tinct. 

Ham,  Nay,  but  to  live 

In  the  rank  sweat  of  an  ensearaed  bed; 
Stewed  in  corruption ;  honeying,  and  making  love 
Over  the  nasty  sty; 

Queen.  0,  speak  to  me  no  more; 

These  words,  like  daggers,  enterfiir*mine  ears. 
No  more,  sweet  Hamlet. 

Ilam.    A  murderer,  and  a  villain ; 
A  slave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tithe 
Of  your  precedent  lord;  —  a  _vicQ_of  kings  ;  ^        /f     mr-»_r_r 
A  cutpiirse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule;  C4&frv«rw^-^ 

That  froih-s,g^helf  the  precious  diadem  stole, 
And  pat  it  iJM»k^iocket  "^  JLJM^  'L  Jk^  . 

Queen..       '.  ••"'^o  more.       f  1   L.  ' 

li^.Jiu^    9^^ '  -Enter  Ghost.  hA^ffuJ*^  ^  ^\ 

^T^a J  A  king  V  *-*        ,  / 

Of  shreds  and  patches. —  *  ^/h* 

Save  me,  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wings,  -l--**'^ 

You  heavenly  guards  ! — What  would  your  gracious  figure  !  J)r  iu-n*^ 
I  Queen,    Alas,  he's  mad.  HM** 

Ham,    Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  son  to  chide, 
j^         That,  lapsed  in  time  and  passion,  lets  go  by 
The  important  acting  of  your  dread  command? 
0,  say! 

Ghost,    Do  not  forget.     This  visitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almost  blunted  purpose. 
But,  -look  1.  amazement  on  thy  mother  sits. 
0,  sfep  between  her  and  her  fighting  soul; 
Conceit  in  weakest  bodies  strongest  works. 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  lady? 

Queen,    Alas,  how  is't  with  you? 
That  you  do  bend  your  eyes  on  vacancy. 
And  with  the  incorporal  air  do  hold  discourse  ? 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  spirits  wildly  peep; 
And,  as  the  sleeping  soldiers  in  the  alarm, 
Your  bedded  hair,  like  life  in  excrements. 
Starts  up,  and  stands  on  end.     0  gentfe  son, 


t    • 
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Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thj  distemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.     Whereon  do  you  look 

Ham.  On  him-!  on  hftn  ! — Look  you,  how  pale  he  glares ! 
His  form  and  cause  conjoined^  jjreaching  to  stones, 
Would  make  them  capable. —  Do  not  look  upon  me; 
Lest,  with  this  piteous  action,  you  convert 
My  stern  affects :  then  what  I  have  to  do 
Will  want  true  color ;  tears,  perchance,  for  blood. 

Queen.    To  whom  do  you  speak  this  ? 

Ham.  Do  you  see  nothing  there? 

Queen.   Nothing  at  all ;  yet  all,  that  is,  I  see. 

Ham.    Nor  did  you  nothing  hear  ? 

Queen.    No,  nothing,  *but  ourselves. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you,  there !  look,  how  it  steals  away ! 
My  father,  in  his  habit  as  he  lived  ! 
Look,  where  he  goes,  even  now,  out  at  the  portal ! 

[^Exit  Ghost. 

Queen.    This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain. 
This  bodiless  creation  ecstasy 
Is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham.  Ecstasy ! 

My  pulse,  as  yours,  doth  temperately  keep  time/ 
And  makes  as  healthful  music.     It  is  not  madnessj 
That  I  have  uttered ;  bring  me  to  the  test, 
.And  I  the  matter  will  reword;  which  madness 
Would  gambol  from.     Mother,  for  love  of  grace 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  jowv  soul. 
That  not  your  trespass,  but  my  madness  speaks. 
It  will  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place  ; 
Whiles  rank  corruption  mining  all  within. 
Infects  unseen.     Confess  yourself  to  Heaven ; 
Repent  what's  past ;  avoid  what  is  to  come ; 
And  do  not  spread  the  compost  on  the  weeds. 
To  make  them  ranker.     Forgive  me  this  niy  virtu^^ 
For  in  the  fatness  of  these  ^ursy  times. 
Virtue  itself  of  vice  must  pamon  beg ; 
Yea,  curb  and  woo,  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Queen.    0  Hamlet !  thou  hast  cleft  my  heart  in  fcwain 

Ham.    0,  throw  away  the  worser  part  of  it, 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 
Good  night ;  but  go  not  to  my  uncle's  bed ; 
Assume  a  virtue,  if  you  have  it  not.  * 

That  monster,  custom,  who  all  sense  doth  eat 
Of  habit's  devil,  is  angel  yet  in  this ; 
That  to  the  use  of  actions  fair  and  good 
He  likewise  gives  a  frock,  or  livery, 
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That^jDtl^s  put  on.    Refrain  to-night; 
And  that  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 
To  the  next  absti n en r^oj  the  next  more  easy; 
For  use  almost  can  change  Lh^ -Trtamp- uf  iiatarep^. 
And  either  quell  the  devil  or  throw  him  out 
With  wondrous  potency.     Once  more,  good  night! 
And  when  you  are  desirous  to  be  blessed, 
I'll  blessing  beg  of  you.— For  this  same  lord, 

[Pointing  to  POLONIUS* 
1  do  repent.     But  Heaven  hath  pleased  it  so,— 
To  punish  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me;  ^ 

That  I  must  be  their  scour.ge  and  minister. 
I  will  bestow  him,  and  will  answer  well 
The  death  I  gave  him.     So,  again,  good  night!  — 
I  must  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind; 
Thus  bad  begins,  and  worse  remains  behind. 
But  one  word  more,  good  lady. 

/    Queen.  What  shall  I  do  ; 

f      Mam.    Not  this,  by  no  means,  that  I  bid  you  do. 
Y    -Let  the  bloat  king  tempt  you  again  to  bed; 

^inch  ^;aiiian  on  your  cheek  ;  call  you  his  mouse : 
And  let  him  for  a  pair  of  reechv  kisses,        ^2>^ 
Or  paddling  in  your  neck  with  His  damned -fingers; 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out, 
That  I  essentially  am  not  in  madness. 
But  mad  in  craft.     'Twere  good  you  let  him  know; 
For  who,  that's  but  a  queen,  fair,  sober,  wise, 
Would  from  a  paddock^  from  a  bat,  a  gib, 
Such  dear  conc^nmgs  hide  ?  who  would ''St)^©  ? 
No,  in  despite  of  sense,  and  secrecy, 

^  Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  house's  top. 
Let  the  birds  fly;  and,  like  the  famous  ape, 
To  \v^  conclusions,  in  the  basket  creep, 
And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen.    Be  thou  assured,  if  words  be  made  of  breath, 
And  breath  of  life,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  hast  said  to  me. 

Ham.    I  must  to  England;  you  know  that? 
Queen.  Alack' 

I  had  forgot;  'tis  so  concluded  on.  ' 

iTaw.  There's  letters  sealed;  and  my  two  school-fellows,— 

.Whom  I  will  trust,  as  I  will  adders  fanged,— 
They  bear  the  mandate;  they  must  sweep  my  way, 
And  marshall  me  to  knavery.     Let  it  work; 
For  'tis  the  sport,  to  have  the  enj^inepr    ^^ 


Hoist  with  his  own  petar;  and  it  shall  go  hard. 
Vol.  VIIL— 10  ^         '  6  ^^ 


0^^:^^^*^  VH^^ 
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But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines, 
And  blow  them  at  the  moon.     0,  'tis  most  sweet, 
When  in  one  line  two  crafts  directly  meet. — 
This  man  shall  set  me  packing. 
I'll  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbor-room. 
Mother,  good  night. — Indeed,  this  counsellor 
Is  now  most  still,  most  secret,  and  most  grave, 
Who  was  in  life  a  foolish,  prating  knave. 
Come,  sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. 
Good  night,  mother. 

IJExeunt  severally  ;  Hamlet  dragging  in  Polonius 


•  v; 


ACT    IV. 

SCENE  I.     The  same. 


.   ^.r* 


'Enter  King,  Queen,  Rosencrantz,  and  Guildenstern. 

King-    There's   matter  in  these   sighs;    these   profound 
heaves : 
You  must  translate;  'tis  fit  we  understand  them. 
Where  is  your  son  ? 

Queen,    Bestow  on  us  this  place  a  little  while. — 

[Tb  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern,  wlo 

- ,«  A  g^  ^^^^' 

Ah,  my  good  lord,  what  I  have  seen  to-night ! 
,     .  /fm^.»What,  Gertrude?     How  does  Hamlet? 

Queen.    Mad  as  the  sea,  and  wind,  when  both  contend 
Which  is  the  mightier.     In  his  lawless  fit, 
Behind  the  arras  hearing  something  stir. 
Whips  out  his  rapier,  cries,  A  rati  a  rat! 
And,  in  his  brainish  apprehension^  kills 
The  unseen  good  old  man. 

King,  m/     0  heavy  deed! 

It.  had  been  so  with  1!?;  bad  we  been  there. 
His  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all; 
To  you  yourself,  to  us,  to  every  one.  ,. 

Alas!  how  shall  this  bloody  deed  be  answered?'*'^  y\p 

It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whose  providence  ^  ^^ 

Should  have  kept,  short,  restrained,  and  out  of  h^untj^ 
^  This  mad  young  man:  but,  so  much  was  our  love. 
We  tvould  not  understand  what  was  most  ufc^ 
:'  *  K*  But,-*:Jike  the  owner  of  a  foul  disease. 
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To  keep  it  from  divulging, *Iet  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life.     Where  is  he 

Queen.    To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath 
O'er  whom  his  very  madness,  like  some  ore 
Among  a  mineral  of  metals  base, 
Shows  itself  pure ;  he  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King.    0  Gertrude,  come  away ! 
The  sun  no  sooner  shall  the  mountains  touch, 
But  we  will  ship  him  hence ;  and  this  vile  deed 
We  must,  with  all  our  majesty  and  skill,  , 

Both  countenance  and  excuse. — Ho  !  Guildenstern ! 

Re-enter  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 

Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  some  further  aid. 
Hamlet  in  madness  hath  Polonius  slain, 
And  from  his  mother's  closet  hath  he  dragged  him. 
Go,  seek  him  out;  speak  fair,  and  bring  the  body         * 
Into  the  chapel.     I  pray  you,  haste  in  this. 

\_Exeunt  Ros.  and  Guil* 
Come,   Gertrude,  we'll  call  up  our  wisest  friends; 
And  let  them  know,  both  what  we  mean  to  do, 
And  what's  untimely  done ;  so,  haply,  slander, — 
Whose  whisper  o'er  the  world's  diameter, 
As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank, 
Transports  his  poisoned  shot,  may  miss  our  name, 
And^hit  the  woundlegs  air.  —  0,  come  away ! 
y'soul  is  full  of  discord  and  dismay.  [^Exeunt, 


II.     Another  lloom  in  the  same. 
Enter  Hamlet. 


Ham.  Safely  stowed, —  [Ros.  ^c.  w-ithin.  Ham- 
let!  lord  Hamlet !]  But  soft ! — what  noise  ?  who  calls  on 
Hamlet  ?     0,  here  they  come. 

Enter  Rosencrantz  aiid  Guildenstern. 

Ros.  W^hat  have  you  done,  my  lord,  with  the  dead  body  ? 

Ham.    Compounded  it  with  dust,  whereto  'tis  kin. 

Ros.    Tell  us  where  'tis  ;  that  we  may  take  it  thence, 
And  bear  it  to  the  chapel. 

Ham.    Do  not  believe  it. 

Ros.    Believe  what? 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  counsel,  and  not  mine  own. 
Besides,  to  be  demanded  of  a  sponge ! — What  replication 
should  be  made  by  the  son  of  a  king  ? 
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Itos.  .Take  you  me  for  a  sjionge,  my  lord?  *  •** 

Ham,  Aj,  sir ;  that  soaks  up^he  king's  countenance^ 
his  reward,  his  authorities.  But  such  officers  do  the  king 
best  services  in  the  end.  lie  keeps  them,  like  an  ape  doth 
nuts,  in  the  'corner  of  his  jaw  ;  first  mouthed  to  be  last 
bwallow^ed.  When  he  needs  what  you  have  gleaned,  it  is 
but  squeezing  you,  and,  sponge,  you  shall  be  dry  again. 

Hos,    I  understand  you  not,  my  lord. 

Ham,    I  am  glad  of  it.     A  jcnavi^i^^i  spcpp.h  slppp?^  jp   {< 
^^  ^o'l^sh   ear. 

'V^         ICos.    My  lord,  you  must  tell  us  where  the  body  is,  and 
go  with  us  to  the  king. 

Ham,  The  body  is  with  the  king,  but  the  king  is  not 
with  the  body.     The  king  is  a  thing 

Guil,    A  thing,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  Of  nothing ;  bring  me  to  him.  Hide  fox,  and  all 
after.  IHxeunt, 

SCENE  III.     Another  Room  in  the  same. 
Hnter  King,  attended. 

King,    I  have  sent  to  seek  him,  and  to  find  the  body. 
How  dangerous  is  it,  that  this  man  goes  loose ! 
Yet  must  we  not  put  the  strong  law  on  him, 
He's  loved  of  the  distracted  multitude. 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  eyes ; 
And,  where  'tis  so,  the  offender's  scourge  is  weighed, 
But  never  the  offence.     To  bear  all  smooth  and"  even. 
This  sudden  sending  him  away  must  seem  '    ' 

Deliberate  pause.     Diseases,  desperate  grown, 
By  desperate  appliances  are  relieved, 

Hnter  Rosencrantz. 

Or  not  at  all. —  How  now?  what  hath  befallen? 

Mos.  Where  the  dead  body  is  bestowxd,  my  lord, 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 

King.  But  where  is  he  ? 

lios.  Without,  my  lord  ;  guarded,  to  know  your  pleasure. 

King.    Bring  him  before  us. 

Hos,    Ho,  Guildenstern  !  bring  in  my  lord. 

Hnter  Hamlet  and  Guildenstern. 

King,    Now,  Hamlet,  where's  Polonius  ? 

Ham,   At  supper. 

King,    At  supper?     Where? 
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*  '*  • 

.  lTam.\]^ ot  where   he   eats,  but  where   he   is  eaten ;    a 

.     certaiu  -convbcation  of  politic  worms  are  e'en  at  him.    Your 
woyn  is  jour  only  emperor  for  diet ;  we  fat  all  creatures 
elsOj^to  fat  us :  and  we  fat  ourselves  for  maggots.     Your 
fat  king,  and  your  lean  beggar,  is  but  variable  service ;  tw 
dishes,  but  to  one  table ;  that's  the  end. 

King,    Alas,  alas ! 

Ham,    A  man  may  fish  with  the  worm  that  hath  ate  of  a         ^ 
king ;  and  eat  of  the  fish  that  hath  fed  of  that  worm.  ^ 

Kiyig,  What  dost  thou  mean  by  this  ? 

Ham,  Nothing,  but  to  show  you  how  a  king  may  go  a 
progress  through  the  guts  of  a  beggar. 

King.  Where  is  Polonius  ? 

Hani,  In  heaven  ;  send  thither  to  see.  If  your  messen- 
ger find  him  not  there,  seek  him  i'  the  other  place  yourself. 
But,  indeed,  if  you  find  him  not  within  this  month,  you  shall 
nose  him  as  you  go  up  the  stairs  into  the  lobby. 

King,    Go  seek  him  there.  \^To  some  Attendants. 

Ham,   He  will  stay  till  you  come.    [Exeunt  Attendants. 

King.    Hamlet,  this  deed,  for  thine  especial  safety, — 
Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  hast  done, —  must  send  thee  hence 
With  fiery  quickness.     Therefore  prepare  thyself; 
^he  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help, 
irThe  associates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
rFor  England.  AjO* 

^t     Ham,  For  England ?  qL  &^*^ty^ 

King,  Ay,  Hj^mlet.  ^^/^^^ 


'{ 


Ham,  /fij^*^''^*^**'*^  "^    Good. 

King.    So  is  it,  if  thouJj«ow'st  our  purposes. 

I  sec  a  cherub,^ttiat  sees  them. —  But,  come;  for 
England  r —  i  arewell,  Sear  mother. 

King,    Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 

Ham,  My  mother.  Father  and  mother  is  man  and  wife  ; 
man  and  wife  is  one  flesh ;  and  so,  my  mother.  Come,  for 
England.  \_Exit, 

King,   Follow  him  at  foot ;  tempt  him  with  speed  aboard ; 
Delay  it  not,  I'll  have  him  hence  to-night. 
Away ;  for  every  thing  is  sealed  and  done 
That  else  leans  on  the  affair.     Pray  you,  make  haste. 

{Exeunt  Bos.  and  GuiL, 
And,  England,  if  my  love  thou  hold'st  at  aught, 
(As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  sense ; 
Since  yet  thy  cicatrico  ^<^<^^  ^-•"'w  and  red^ 
After  the  Danish  sword,  and  thy  free  awe 
Pays  homage  to  us,)  thou  mayst  not  coldly  set 


/ 
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Our  isoverelgn  process  fwliich  imports  at  ^^^|^wi^^jL>^'^^  li 
By  letters  conjuring  to  that  effect,^^        ^^^^^ fy^        %^y^\ 
The  present  death  of  Hamlet.     Do  it,  England;       JLH"^ 
For  like  the  hectic  in  my  blood  he  rages,  ^^  I 

And  thou  must  cure  me.     Till  I  know  'tis  done, 
Ilowe'er  my  haps,  my  joys  will  ne'er  begin.  \^^Exit 

SCENE  IV.     A  Plain  in  Denmark. 
Enter  Fortinbras,  and  Forces^  marching. 

For.    Go,  captain,  from  me  greet  the  Danish  king; 
Tell  him,  that,  by  his  license,  Fortinbras 
Claims  the  conveyance  of  a  promised  march 
Over  his  kingdom.     You  know  the  rendezvous. 
If  that  his  majesty  would  aught  with  us, 
We  shall  express  our  duty  in  his  eye. 
And  let  him  know  so. 

Cap.  I  will  do't,  my  lord. 

For.    Go  softly  on.      r-^yei^JoRTiNBRAS  and  Forces. 

Enter  Hamlet,  IIosencrantz,^Guildenstern,  ^c. 

Flam.  Good  sir,  whose  powers  are  these? 

Cap.    They  are  of  Norway,  sir. 

Ham.  How  purposed,  sir, 

I  pray  you?  .» 

•     Cap.  Against  some  part  of  Poland. 

Earn.  ^  Who  ^ 

Commands  them, 'sir?  ^  j[/ 


Ca^).    The  nephew  to  old  Norway,  Fortinbras.  ^bJ^ 

>l^     Ham.    Goes  it  against  the  juain  of  Poland,  sir,y^t^>*'^^^ 
t     Or  for  some  frontier? 
Pi         III        1         i-^     ^^^^ 


C^^T'^WljUlii  speak,  sir,  and  with  no  addition,        i 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  ground,  J( 

That  hath  in  it  no  profit  bat  the  name.  Y"^^^*^ 

To  pay  five  ducats,  five,  I  would  not  faxja»^it; 
Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway,  or  the  Pole, 
A  ranker  rate,  should  it  be  sold  in  fee. 

Ham.  Why,  then  the  Polack  never  will  defend  it. 

Cap.    Yes,  'tis  already  garrisoned. 

Ham.    Two  thousand  souls,  and  twenty  thousand  ducats, 
J$ji^  n.gt  debate  the  question  of  this  straw. 
This  is  the  imposthume  of  much  wealth  and  peace; 
That  inward  breaks,  and  shows  no  cause  without 
Why  the  man  dies. —  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir. 

Ca^.    God  be  wi'you,  sir.     ^  {Exit  Captain 


sir.     j^ 
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you  go,  my  lord? 
Go  a  little  before. 


0 


Ros,  Will't  plea 

Ham.    I  will  be  with  you  strai^^ 

[Exeunt  Ros.  and  GuiL. 
How  all  occasions  do  inform  against  me, 
And  ^j^yr^mv  dull  revenge!     What  is  a  man, 
If  his  chief  good,  and  market  of  his  time,       A^JfJc^ 
Be  but  to  sleep  and  feed  i  a  beast,  no  more. 
*  Sure  he  that  made  us  with  such  large  discourse 

llooking  before,  and  after,  gave  us  not 

That  capability  and  godlike  reason 

To  fust  in  us  unused.     Now,  whether  it  be 

Bestial  oblivion,  or  some  craven  scruple 

Of  thinking  too  precisely  on  the  event, — . 

A  thought,  which,  quartered,  hath  but  one  part  wisdom. 

And,  ever,  three  parts  cow^ard, —  I  do  not  know 

VVhy  yet  I  live  to  say,    Tlih  tiling's  to  do; 

fSith  I  have  cause,  and  will,  and  strength,  and  means, 

^To  do't.     Examples,  gyoss  as  earth,  exhort  me.      /jJ^' 

[Witness,  this  army  of  sucTr^rTra'&&,^and  ch_arge,  ^^i 

>Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince 

^ Whose  spirit,  with  divine  ambition  puffed, 
Makes  mouths  at  the  invisible  ^vent ; 

^Exposing  what  is  mortal,  and  unsure, 

^o  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger,  dare 
E-ven  for  an  egg-shell.     Rightly  to  be  great, 
Is,  not  to  stir  without  great  argumeiit; 
But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw, 
C^When  honor's  at  the  stake.     How  stand  I,  then, 
That  have  a  father  killed,  a  mother  stained,      »  1  | 
Excitements  of  my  reason,  and  my  blood. 
And  let  all  sleep  ?  while,  to  my  shame,  I  see 
The  jmminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men 
That,  for  a  fantasy,  and  trick  of  fame, 
Go  to  their  graves  like  beds ;  fight  for  a  plot 
Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  cause^^ 
Which  is  not  tomb  enough,  and  continent.  wH^ 
To  hide  the  slain  ?  —  0,  from  this  time  forth, 
My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth !         \^xiU 


^ 


SCENE  V.     Elsinore.     A  Room  in  the  Castle, 
Enter  Queen  and  Horatio. 

Queen. 1  wall  not  speak  with  her.  '^QH^ 

Hot.    She  is  importunate;  indeed,  distract-; 
Her  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 

Queen,  What  would  she  have? 


^ 


hr        '• 
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Uor,    She  speaks  much  of  her  father;  says  she  hears 
There's  tricks  i'  the  world ;  and  heras,  and  beats  her  heart; 
Spurps  enviously  at  straws ;  speaks  things  in  doubt, 
That  carry  but  half  sense.     Her  speech  is  nothing, 
Yet  the  unshaped  use  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  collection ;  they  aim  at  it,  * 

And  botch" the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts; 
Which,  as  her  winks  and  nods,  and  gestures  yield  them, 
Indeed,  wourd  make  one  think  there  might  be  thought, 
Though  nothing  sure,  yet  much  unhappily. 

Queen,    'Twere  good  she  were  spoken  with;  for  she  may 
strew      ~      -  ^      - 


Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds. 

Let  her  come  in.  [Uxit  Horatio. 

To  my  sick  soul,  as  sin's  true  nature  is, 

Each  toy  seems  prologue  to  some  great^amiss  1     ^^       A^^i 

So  full  of  a|;t,lpsa  jealousy  is  guilt,       JL^LC^S^  Ojf  >^^*^ 

It  spills  itself  in  fearing  to  be  spilt. 

He-enter  Horatio,  with  Ophelia. 

OpA.    Wher^  is  the  beauteous  majesty  of  Denmark  ? 
Queen,   How  now,  Ophelia? 

Oph.  How  should  I  your  true  love  know^ 
From  another  one  ? 
JBy  his  cockle  hat  and  staffs 

And  his  sandal  shoon.     y-j^^^-^^**'     [Singing. 

Queen,    Alas,  sweet  lady,  what  imports  this  song? 
O^ph,    Say  you?  nay;  'pray  you,  mark. 

ITe  is  dead  and  gone,  lady,  [Sings. 

•:.    >    *♦»'.;»  .    ..^        ffc  is  dead  and  gone;  1 

At  his  head  a  grass-green  turf,  *•* 

At  his  heels  a  stone, 

^■-    ^  ^\      -.A  hp.l 

•        ••....  Queen,  -Nay,  but  Ophelia,- 


Oph,  Tray  you,  mark. 

<>*  White  his  shroud  as^the  mountain  snow, 

^^,,>^  [Sings, 

^  - :    .  ;\  ^nter  King. 

"  '*^^  .^Queen,    Alas,  look  here,  my  lord. 

Oph.    Larded/  all  with  sweet  floiuers  ; 
Which  hewept  to  the  grave  did  go^ 
With  true  love  showers. 
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King,    How  do  jou, 

Oph  Well,  God  'ieii^^s^rtiT  They^saj  the  owl  was  a 
baker's  daughter !  Lord,  we  know  what  we  are,  but 
know  not  what  we  may  be.     God  be  at  your  table ! 

Kin  a.    Donf^pit-.  upon  her  father. — C^^*Ic-w*-^^»--«-^ 

Oph,  Tray,  let  us  have  no  words  of  this ;  but  when  they 
ask  you  what  it  means,  say  you  this: 

'    •  Good  morrow,  'tis  Saint   Valentine  s  day. 

All  in  the  morning  hetime\*- 
.  And  I  a  maid  at  your  window, 

To  he  your   Valentine, 

Then  up  he  rose,  and  donned  his  clothes^ 
And  duvpedjjie  chamber-door; 

Let  in  the  maid,  that  out  a  maid 
Never  departed  more,        ** 

King,    Pretty  Ophelia ! 

Oph,    Indeed,  without  an  oath,  I'll  make  an  end  on't. 

By  Gris,  and  by  Saint  Charity, 
Alack,  and  fie  for  shame! 

\  Ia  X^^'^9  ^^^^  ^^^^^  ^^'^  if  ^^^^y  ^^^^  ^^'^/ 

/9^^Py  cocj^  they  are  to  blame. 

Quoth  she,  before  you  tumbled  me^ 
■  Ysu  promised  me  to  tved; 

[He  answers.] 

So  would  I  ha'  done,  by  yonder  sun. 
An  thou  hadst  not  come  to  my  bed. 

King,  How  long  hath  she  been  thus  ? 
Oph,  I  hope  all  will  be  well.  We  must  be  patient :  but 
I  cannot  choose  but  weep,  to  think  they  should  lay  him 
''i*the  cold  ground.  My  brother  shall  know  of  it,  and  so  I 
thank  you  foi*  your  good  counsel.  Come,  my  coach  !  Good 
night,  ladies;  good  night,  sweet  ladies;  good^itrht,  good 
night.  J^4^€^e^^^^^     \Exit, 

King.    Follow  her  close!  give  her  good  w^h,  I  pray 
you.       ^  \_Exit  Horatio. 

0  !  this  is  the  poison  of  deep  grief;  it  springs 
All  from  her  fither's  death.     And  now  behold, 
O  Gertrude,  Gertrude, 

When  sorrows  come,  they  come  not  single  spies, 
But  in  battalions !     First,  her  father  slain ; 
Next,  your  son  gone ;  and  he  most  violent  author 
Of  his  own  just  remove.     The  people  muddied, 


■ir^i 


whispers, 

)ut  greenly,         Q 


154  HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK.     [Act  IY 

• 

Thick  and  unwholesome  in  their  thoughts  and  whispers, 
For  good  Polonius'  death ;  and  wa  have  done  but 
In  hugger-mugger  to  inter  liim.     Poor  Opheli 
Divided  from  herself,  and  her  fa^judgment 
Without  the  which  we  are  pictures,  or  mere  beasts. 
Last,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  these. 
Her  brother  is  in  secret  come  from  France ; 
Feeds  on  his  wonder,  keeps  himself  in^^gkrtCcTs,^  ^  ^^  ^^>U#^/^ 
And  wants  not  buzzers  to  infec^Jit^^r      yt^^^^"^^^"^^^ 
With  pestilent  speeches  of  his  father's  death;  m    JTjit^ 

Wherein  necessity,  of  matter  beggared,         -Y*#^ '^^^^^^^  „ 
Will  nothing  stick  our  person  to  arraign 
In  ear  and  ear.     0  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 
Like  to  ^  murdering  piece,  in  many  places 
Gives  me  superfluous  death  !  [A  noise  within. 

Queen,  •  '  Alack!  what  noise  is  thiai 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

King.    Attend. 
Where  are  my  Switzers  ?     Let  them  guard  the  door. 
What  is  the  matter  ? 

Gent.  Save  yourself,  my  lord  j,  >jjfu  I 

The  ocean,  overpeering  of  his  Ufi^  ^^HH/*^-*'^'^^ A -y  itnll 
Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  haste,  ^^y^  Ir^i 
Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  hesid>  ^^iAtlf^^  y 
Overbears  your  officers!  The  rabble  call  him  lord; 
And,  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquity  forgot,  custom  not  known. 
The  ratifiers  and  props  of  every  word. 
They  cry.  Choose  we;  Laertes  shall  be  king! 
Caps,  hands,  and  tongues,  applaud  it  to  the  clouds, 
Laertes  shall  be  king,  Laertes  king!  . 

Queen.    How  cheerfully  on  the  false  trail  they  ery^  aJL'^ 
0  this  is  noiinter^  you  false  Danish  dogs.    W^^^*>J 

King.    The  doors  are  broke.  \Noise  wimin. 

« 
Enter  Laertes,  armed ;  Danes  folloiving. 

^  Laer.  Where  is  this  king  ?  —  Sirs,  stand  you  all  without. 

Lanes.    No,  let's  come  in. 

Laer.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave. 

Lanes.    We  will,  we  will. 

\_They  retire  without  the  door, 

Laer.    I  thank-you  :  — keep  the  door. — 0  thou  vile  king, 
Give  me  ray  father. 
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Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer,    That  drop    of   blood   that's    calm,  proclaims   me  ^— 

bastard  ;  ^^|^^  •-^lM^'^^^#e«9^  ^  ^  '^"T^  jP'^t  B^ 

Cries,  cuckold,  "To  mj  father ;  brands  the  harlot  ^T^^^ 

Even  here,  between  the  chaste,  unsrairched  brow  Jf^^^^i^^ 


Of  toy  true  mother. 

King.  Wtmtjs-the  cause,  Laertes, 

That  thy  rebellion  looks  so  giant-like  ?  — 
Let  him  go,  Gertrude ;  do  not  fear  our  person ; 
There's  such  divinity  doth  hedge  a  king. 
That  treason  cai>  but  peep  to  what  it  would, 
Acts  little  of  his  will. — Tell  me,  Laertes, 
Why  thou  art  thus  incense^— L^t  him  go,  Gertrude ; — 
Speak,  man. 
•  l/aer.    Where  is  my  father  ? 

King.  Dead. 

Queen.  But  not  by  him. 

King.    Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Laer.    How  came  he  dead?     I'll  not  be  juggled  with. 
To  hell,  allegiance !  vows,  to  the  blackest  devil  I 
Conscience,  and  grace,  to  the  profoundest  pit ! 
I  dare  damnation.     To  this  point  I  stand, — 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence, 
Let  come  what  comes ;  only  I'll  be  revenged 
Moist  thoroughly  for  my  father. 

King.  Who  shall  stay  you? 

Laer.    My  will,  not  all  the  world's ; 
And,  for  my  means,  I'll  husband  them  so  well. 
They  shall  go  far  with  little. 

King^  Good  Laertes, 

If  you  desire  to  know  the  certainty 
Of  your  dear  father's  death,  is't  writ  in  your  revenge, 
That,  sw^eepstake,  you  will  draw  both  friend  and  foe, 

mner~ancl  losSr  ?      ^t^Uy%>\^O^^L^ 

Laer.    None  but  hi^  enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them,  then  ? 

Laer.    To  his  good  friends  thus  w^ide  I'll  ope  my  arms;      tk 
And  lik6  fhe  l^ind,  life-rendering  pelican,  ^|,^,itiii^^-^yj*^^^^^^    ^      # 
Repast  them  with  my  blood.  4atUJL^\.mtak^O 

King.  Why,  now  yju  speak  Q 

Like  a  good  child,  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltless  of  your  father's  death. 
And  am  most  sensibly  in  grief  for  it. 
It  shall  as  level  to  your  judgment  pierce 
As  day  does  to  your  eye. 


156  IIAMI.ET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK.     [Act  IV 


Danes     [  WitJiin.']    Let  her  come  in. 
Laer.    How  now !  what  noise  is  that  ? 


<^ 


.♦V, 


J  Enter  Ophelia,  fantastically/  dressed  with  straivs  a7id, 


flowers. 


K 


Q  heat,  dry  up  my  brains !  tears  seven  times  salt,  > 


Burn  out  the  sense  and  virtue  of  mine  eye 

By  Heaven,  thy  madness  shalF be  paid  with  weight, 

Till  our  scale  turn  the  beam.     0  rose  of  May ! 

Dear  maid,  kind  sister,  sweet  Ophelia ! 

0  Heavens !  is't  possible,  a  young  maid's  wits 

Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life  ? 

(Nature  is  fine  in  love;  and  where  'tis  fine,         ^     >^^ 
It  sends  some,  jjj^gfiiw^^^aBstaiic*  of  itself  y^Q.yflc/^'^^'^^^'^ 
After  the  thinsr  it  loves.  /  ^  ^  ^  ^  ._ 

Oph.   They  lore  him  barefaced  on  the  bier; 
Hey  no  nonny,  nonny  hey  nonny ; 
And  in  his  grave  rained  many  a  tear ;  — 

Fare  you  well,  my  dove! 

Laer.   Hadst  thou  thy  wits,  and  didst  persuade  revenge, 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

0]ph.    You  must   sing,  Doivn-a-down^  an  you  call  him 
a-doivn-a.     0,  how  the  i£]i^elJ)ecomes  it!   it  is  the  false, 
steward,  that  stole  his  master's  daughter.      -^-^---* 

Laer.    This  nothing's  more  than  ni^tter.  ^ 

Oph.    There's  rosemary,  that's  for  remembrance^ 
you,  love,  remember ;  and  there  is  pansies,  that's  for  thougSs. 

Laer.    A  document  in  madnea^>  thoughts    and  re^pe^/V^^# 
brance  fitted.  "^^^^^t/^C^^^^  A^U^t^^^'^^^^^ 

Oph.  There's  fennel  f^  you,  andt^lumbinesjT- there's 
rue  for  you  ;  and  here  s  some  for  me  ;— vvTmay'call  it  herb 
of  grace  0'  Sundays; — you  may  wear  your  rue  with  a  dif- 
ference.— There's  a  daisy. —  I  would  give  you  some  violets; 
but  they  withered  all,  \\'l*n  my  father  died. — They  say  he 
made  a  good  end ^    .^6h,*^    HL 

For  bonny  sweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy*^^  I  ttincs. 

^ttgr.-  -.Thought  and  affliction,  pasf^ior 
<     .    She  turns  to  favor,  and  to  prettiness. 


hell  it 


Oph.    And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 
And  will  he  not  come  again  f 
iVb,  no^  he  is  dead; 
Go  to  thy  death-bed^ 
He  never  will  come  again. 


[Singa. 
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His  heard  ivas  as  wliite  as  snow. 
All  flaxen  was  his  poll; 

lie  is  gone,  he  is  gone, 

And  zue  cast  away  moan; 
God  'a  mercy  on  his  soul ! 

And  of  all  Christian  souls  !  I  pray  God.     God  be  wi'  you  1 

[Exit  Ophelia 

Laer.    Do  you  see  this,  0  God? 

King.    Laertes,  I  must  commune  with  your  grief, 
Or  you  deny  me  right.     Go  but  apart, 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wisest  friends  you  will, 
And  they  shall  hear  and  judge  'twixt  you  and  me. 
If  by  direct  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  touched,  we  will  our  kingdom  give, 
Our  crown,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours, 
To  you  in  satisfaction ;  but,  if  not. 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us, 
And  we  shall  jointly  labor  with  your  soul  ^ 

To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer,  ^  Let  this  be  so ; 

His  means  of  death,  his  obscure  funeral, — 

No  trophy,  sword,  or  hatchment,  o'er  his  b^es^^     .^^^^^..^^^t^^^ 
No  noble  right,  nor  formal  ostentation, —  -*«^"'^    ^^/^^^^^^"^ 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  heaven  to  earth,      ^^^jy^^'^^l^^ 
That  I  must  call't  in  question.  C7^. 

King.  So  you  shall ; 

And  where  the  offence  is,  let  the  great  axe  fall. 
I  pray  you,  go  with  me.  \IlxeunU 

SCENE  VI.     Another  Room  in  the  same, 

*^  Enter  Moratio,  and  a  Servant. 

Hor,    What  are  they  that  would  speak  with  me; 

Serv.  Sailors,  sir; 

They  say  they  have  letters  for  you. 

Uor.  Let  them  come  in. — 

[Exit  Servant. 
I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
I  should  be  greeted,  if  not  from  lord  Hamlet. 

Enter  Sailors. 

1  Sail.    God  bless  you,  sir. 

Hor.    Let  his  bless  thee,  too. 

1  Sail,    He  shall,  sir,  an't  please  him.     There's  a  letter 


\ 
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for  yon,  sir.  It  comes  from  the  ambassador  that  was  bound 
for  England ;  if  your  name  be  Horatio,  as  I  am  let  to  know 
it  is. 

Jlor.  \_Reads.']  Horatio,  wJ/en  tliou  sJuiIt  have  overlooked 
this,  give  these  felloivs  some  means  to  the  king  ;  they  have 
letters  for  him.  Ere  ive  were  two  days  old  at  sea^  a  pirate 
of  very  warlike  appointment  gave  us  chase.  Finding  our- 
selves  too  sloiv  of  sail,  we  put  on  a  compelled  valor  ;  and  in 
the  grapple  I  boarded  them.  On  the  instant,  they  got  clear 
of  our  ship  ;  so  I  alone  became  their  prisoner.  They  have 
dealt  with  me  like  thieves  of  mercy  ;  but  they  knew  ivhat  they 
did  ;  I  am  to  do  a  good  turn  for  them.  Let  the  king  have 
the  letters  I  have  sent ;  and  repair  thou  to  me  vnth  as  much 
haste  as  thou  wouldst  fly  death.  I  have  words  to  speak  in 
thine  ear,  ivill  make  thee  dumb  ;  yet  are  they  much  too  light 
for  the  bore  of  the  matter.  These  good  fellows  will  bring 
thee  where  I  am.  Rosencrantz  and  Guilden stern  hold  their 
course  for  England;  of  them  I  have  much  to  tell  thee. 
Farewell, 

He  that  thou  knowest  thine,  Hamlet. 

Come,  I  will  give  you  way  for  these  your  letters ; 

And  do't-the  speedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 

To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.  [Fxeu7it, 

SCENE  VIL     Another  Room  in  the  same. 
Enter  King  and  Laertes. 

King.    Now  must  your  conscience  my  acquittance  seal, 
And  you  must  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend ; 
Sith  you  have  heard,   and  with  a  knowing  eai^, 
That  he,  which  hath  your  noble  father  slain,  * 
Pursued  my  life.  "'t 

Laer.  It  well  appears. — But  tell  me, 

Why  you  proceeded  not  against  these  feats, 
So  crimeful  and  so  capital  in  nature. 
As  by  your  safety,  greatness,  wisdom,  all  things  else, 
You  mainly  were  stirred  up. 

King.  0,  for  two  special  reasons; 

V/hich  may  to  you,  perhaps,  seem  much  unsinev/ed. 
But  yet  to  me  they  are  strong.     The  queen,  his  mother, 
Lives  almost  by  his  looks  ;  and  for  mj^self, 
(My  virtue,   or  my  plague,  be  it  either  which,) 
She  is  so  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  soul. 
That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  sphere. 
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I  could  not  but  by  her.     The  other  motive, 

Why  to  a  public  count  I  might  not  go, 

Is,  the  great  love  the  general  gender  bear,J#m ; 

Who,  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection, 

Would,  like  the  spring  that  turneth  wood  "to  stone, 

Convert  his  gvvi)s  to  graces ;  so  tliat  my  arrows,       ^ 

Too  slightlyiTimbered  for  so  loud  a  wind, 

Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again, 

And  not  where  I  had  aimed  them. 

Laor,    And  so  have  I  a  noble  father  lost; 
A  sister  driven  into  desperate  terms ; 
Whose  worth,  if  praises  may  go  back  again, 
*'■*   r  S'tood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 

-    FoY  her  perfections. — But  my  revenge  will  come. 
^^Ming.  Break  not  your  sleeps  for  that ;  you  must  not  think 
^^^V  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  dull, 
^^p  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  clanger. 
And  think  it  pastime.     You  shortly  shall  hear  m(  re. 
,   .    I  loved  your  father,  and  w^e  love  ourself; 
*%*-  •.  ^nd  that,  I  hope,  will  teach  you  to  imagine, — 
•  •  -  .How  now. ^  what  news? 

•  Enter  a  Messenc^er. 

Mehs'.  "»   ^  Letters,  my  lord,  from  Hamlet. 

This  to  your  majesty ;  -^this  t"0  the  queen. 

King.    From  Hamlet !  who  brought  them  ? 
'^  ^  ^  •    i!/6'S5.    Sailors,  my  lord,  they  say;  I  saw  them  not; 
Tliey  wer«e  given  me  by  Claudio ;  he  received  them 
Of  him  that  brought  them.         ^^ 

King.  Laertes,  you  shall  hear  them. — 

Leave  us.  \_Exit  Messenger. 

[Reads.]    High  and  miglity^  you  sJiall  know  I  am  S2t 
naked  on  your  kingdom.      To-morrow  shall  I  beg  leave  to 
see  your  kingly  eyes  ;  when  I  shall,  first  ashing  your  pardon 
^    ■      thereunto,  recount  the  occasion  of  my  sudde7i   and  more    v         ^^ 
,  "^      strange  return.  Hamlet. 


I, 


"What  should,  this  mean!     Are  all  the  rest  come  back?  **' 


^i 


Or*  is  it ■  some^!5in^^nd  nc^ such  thing?  ^  ^C f r^ wm ^^^ 

Laer.    Knew  you  the  hand?* V*  .^^''  ^Zt^^^^^  ^ 

King.  'Tis  Hamlet's  character.     Naked^ —  0/ 

And,  in  a  postcript  here,  he  says,  cctone. 

Can  you  advise  mo  ? 
Laer,    I  am  lost  in  it,  my  lord.     But  let  him  come; 

It  warms  the  very  sickness  in  my  heart, 


^* 
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That  I  shall  live  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth, 
Thus  diddest  thou. 

King.       fm\t     ^^  ^^  ^^  ^^'  Laertes, 

As  how  shouTT  It  be  so?  how  otherwise? 

Will  you  be 'ruled  bj  me? 

Laer.     ^  Ay,  my  lord^ 

So  you  will  not  o'errule  me  to  a  peace.         ■ 

King.    To  thine  own  peace.     If  he  be  now  returned,— 
As  checking  at  his  voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it, — I  will  work  him 
To  an  exploit,  now  ripe  in  my  device. 

Under  the  which  he  shall  not  choose  but  fall.  |^ 

And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  shall  breathe;      \^r 
But  even  his  mother  shall  uncharge  the  practice,    JA^^^' 
And  call  it  accident.  '      ^^^^ 

^^^«^^-  My  lord,  I  will  be  ruled;        ^V 

Ihe  rather,  if  you  could  devise  it  so,  ^P^ 

That  I  might  be  the  organ 


^^^^9'  It  falls  right.  ^  U 

)u  have  been  talked  of  since  your  travel  much,      ,m^MT^^ 

And  that  in  Hamlet's  hearing,  for  a  quality   OA^^^M^JLM^ 


Wherem,  they  say,  you  shine.     Your  s^Jm^of  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  such  envy  from  him, 
As  did  that  one;  and  that,  in  mir  regard,      ^ 
Of  the  unworthiest  siege. /i^l^*t4*  ""^  i 

-^5^*      ,  ^^       What  part  is  that,  my  lord! 

King.    A  very  riband  in  the  cap  of  youth 
Yet  needful  too     " 


riband  in  the  cap  of  youth,  •^^iP^^ 

for  youth  no  less  becomes      ^gJU^^^^ 

reless  livery  that  it  wears,      tr^^^ 


The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears, 
Than  settled  age  his  sables  and  his  weeds. 
Importing  health  and  graveness.— Two  months  since. 
Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normandy, — 
I  have  seen  myself,  and  served  against  the  French, 
And  they  can  well  on  horseback:  but  this  gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in't ;  he  grew  unto  his  seat; 
And  to  such  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horse. 
As  he  had  been  incorpsed  and  demi-natured 
With  the  irave^  beast.     So  far  he  topped  my  thought, 
•    X^r^      .^'hat  I,  in^rgery  of  shapes  and  tricks,       •  m    *t  /    1 
V»>'!;-^.-v    Come  short  of  what  he  did^l   jSy^sMi^^^^   UA4^ 

Laer.-  ^^'  -  qSO^K  Normai/was't  ? 

King.    A  Norman. 

Laer.    Upon  my  life,  Lamord. 

King.  The  very  same. 

Laer.    I  know  him  well;  he  is  the  brooch,  indeed, 
And  gem  of  all  the  nation 


p^ 
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King.    He  made  confession  of  you ; 
And  gave  you  such  a  masterly  report, 
For  art  and  exercise  in  your  defence, 
^And  for  your  rapier  most  especial, 
That  he  cried  out,  'twould  be  a  sigjit  indeed, 
"•If  one  could  match  you.     The  scrimers^of  their  nation, 
He  swore,  had  neither  motion,  guard,  or  eye, 
f  you  opposed  tliein^^i|^4]^is  report  of  hi 

id  Hamlet  gtr^ff^^^^ml^fiis  envy. 
That  he  could  nothing  do,  but  wish  and  beg 
Your  sudden  coming  o'er,  to  play  with  you. 
Now,  out  of  this, 

Laer,  What  out  of  this,  my  lord? 

King.   Laertes,  was  your  father  dear  to  you? 

»are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  sorrow, 
face  without  a  heart  ? 
*  i^aer.  Why  ask  you  this  ? 

King.   Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  love  your  father, 
But  that  I  know  love  is  begun  by  time, 
And  that  I  see,  in  passages  of  proof. 
Time  qualifies  the  spark  and  fire  of  it. 
There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love 
A  kind  of  wick,  or  snuff,  that  w^ill  .abatn  it ; 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodness  still ; 
For  goodness,  growing  to  a  Jiluiisy, 
Dies  in  his  own  too-much.     That  we  would  do. 
We  should  do  when  we  would;  for  this  tvould  changeSj 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many. 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents ; 
And  then  this  should  is  like  a  spendthrift's  sigh. 
That  hurts  by  easing.     But,  to  the  quick  o'  the  ulcer: 
Hamlet  comes  back  ;  what  would  you  undertake, 
To  show  yourself  in  deed  your  father's  son 
More  than  in  words? 

Lae7\  To  cut  his  throat  i'the  church. 

King.    No  place,  indeed,  should  murder  sanctuarize ; 
Revenge  should  have  no  bounds.     But,  good  Laertes, 
Will  you  do  this,  keep  close  within  your  chamber ; 
Hamlet,  returned,  shall  know  you  are  come  home. 
We'll  put  on  those  shall  praise  your  excellence. 

And  set  a  double  varnish  on  the  fame  ^ 

The  Frenchman  gave  you  ;  bring  you,  in  fine,  togethen^    ^^^ 
And  wager  o'er  your  heads.     He,  being  remiss,   f^/^^myt     wl^ 
Most  generous,  and  free  from  all  contriving, 
Will  not  peruse  the  foils ;  so  that,  with  ease. 
Or  with  a  little  shuffling,  vou  may  choose 
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A  sword  unbated,  and  in  a  pass  of  practice, 
Requite  him  for  your  father. 

Laer,  I  will  do't ; 


And,  for  the  purpose,  I'll  anoint  mj  sword. 
bou"-h^  n^i  unction  of  a  moimifiliafik 
0  mortal,  that  but  dip  a  knife  in  it, 


I  b 


'3^.^*^*: 


\Xhej^e^it  draws  Slood,  no  cataplasm  so  rare, 
j^J>  Collect^  from  all  simples  thathave  virtue 
^^Jif^Qf^^  moon,  can  save  'the^SB^fr^m  death, 

That  is  but  scratched  withal.     I'll  touch  my  point 
'  ■*  J^Wim  fliis  contagion ;  that,  if  I  gall  him  slightly, 
;*»'  It  may  be  death. 

v'  King,    Let's  further  think  of  this ; 

Weigh,  what  convenience,  both  of  time  and  means,     y^^^^«^^ 
May  fit  us  to  our  ^^np^i     If  this  should  fail,      Xc^-^^*^^ 
And  that  our  drift ,  1  ook  th roiHrh  our  badpfudGc^rmancelT       X 
'Twere  better  not  assayed  ;  ther^^fOl'6  tiiisproject 
Should  have  a  back,  or  second,  that  might  hold, 
If  this  should  blast  in  proof. —  Soft,  let  me  see;- 
A\^e'll  make  a  solemn  wager  on  your  cunnings, — 
I  ha't. 

When  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry, 
•    i.  m(As  makp  your  Louts  more  violent  to  that  end,) 

And  that  he  calls  for  drink,  I'll  have  prepared  him 
M^        A^chaliee  for  the  noncq,;  whereon  but  sipping,  •      • 

^ms/jr         If  he  "by'^hance  escape  your  venomed  stuck,     ^■P'#  ^^-^  ^^^^ 
L^y  Our  purpose  may  hold  there,     iiut  stay,  what^oise? 

(  V  >       %  ♦  %  Enter  Queen. 

How  now,  sweet  queen? 

Queen,    One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel, 
So  fast  they  follow. — Your  sister's  drowned,  Laertes. 
Laer,    Drowned  !  0  where  ? 

Queen,    There  is  a  willow  grows  ascaunt  the  brook, 
^  t  ci  That  shows  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glassy  stream ; 

/      /  Therewith  fantastic  garlands  did  she  make 

^  Of  crow-flowers,  nettles,  daisies,  and  long  purples, 

That  liberal  shepherds  give  a  grosser  name. 
But  our^colcT  maids  do  dead  men's  fingers  call  them: 
There  on  the  pendent  boughs  her  coronet  weeds 
Clambering  to  hang,   an  envious  sliver  broke ; 
When  down  her  weedy  trophies,  and  herself, 
"FelJ  in  the  weeping  brook.     Her  clothes  spread  wide; 
And,  mermaid-like,  awhile  they  bore  her  up  : 
••■'  T  -'-'f^.-t'*AVhich  time,  she  chanted  snatches  of  old  tunes; 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  distress, 
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Or  like  a  creature  native  and  indued 
Unto  that  element ;  but  long  it  could  not  be, 
Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink. 
Pulled  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  death. 

Laer,  Alas,  then,  she  is  drowned? 

Queen.    Drowned,  drowned. 

Laer,    Too  much  of  water  hast  thou,  poor  Ophelia, 
And  therefore  I  forbid Tny  tears.     But  yet 
It  is  our  trick ;  nature  her  custom  holds. 
Let  shame  say  what  it  will :  when  these  are  gone,  ^ 
The  jffiomfin.  will  be  oui:. — Adieu,  my  lord  ! 
I  have  a  speech  of  fire,  that  fain  would  blaze, 
But  that  this  folly  drowns  it.  [Exit, 

King,  Let's  follow,  Gertrude. 

How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage ! 
Now  fear  I,  this  will  give  it  start  again; 
Therefore,  let's  follow.  [Exeunt 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.     A  Church-yard, 
Enter  two  Clowns,  with  spades^  &c. 

1  Clo,  Is  she  to  be  buried  in  Christian  burial,  that  wilfully 
seeks  her  own  salvation  ? 

2  Clo.  I  tell  thee  she  is ;  therefore  make  her  grave  straight. 
The  crowner  hath  set  on  her,  and  finds  it  Christian  burial. 

1  Clo,  How  can  that  be,  unless  she  drowned  herself  in 
her  own  defence  ? 

2  Clo.  Why,  'tis  foMnd  so. 

1  Clo,  It  must  h(^!f^endm^do  ;  it  cannot  be  else.  For 
here  lies  the  point.  If  I  drown  myself  wittingly,  it  argues 
an  act ;  and  an  act  hath  three  branches ;  it  is,  to  act,  to  do, 
and  to  perform.     Argal,  she  drowned  herself  wittingly. 

2  Clo,    Nay,  but  hear  you,  goodman  delver. 

1  Clo.  Give  me  leave.  Here  lies  the  water ;  good ;  here 
Btands  the  man ;  good.  If  the  man  go  to  this  water,  and 
drown  himself,  it  is,  will  he,  nill  he,  he  goes ;  mark  you 
that :  but  if  the  water  come  to  him,  and  drown  him,  he 
drowns  not  himself;  argal,  he  that  is  not  guilty  of  his  own 
death,  shortens  not  his  own  life. 

2  Clo,   But  is  this  law  ? 
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1  Clo,    Ay,  marry  is't ;  crowner's-quest  law. 

2  Clo,  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on't  ?  If  this  had  not  been 
a  gentlewoman,  she  should  have  been  buried  out  of  Christian 
burial. 

I  /        1  Clo.  Why,  there  thou  say'st ;  and  the  more  pity;  that 
*^      great  folks  shall  have  countenance  in  this  world  to  drown  or 
hang  themselves  more  than  their  even-Christian.     Come,  my 
spade.    There  is  no  ancient  gentlemen  but  gardeners,  ditchers, 
and  grave-makers ;  they  hold  up  Adam's  profession. 
2  Clo,   Was  he  a  gentleman  ? 
^     ^  ^^1  Clo,    He  was  the  first  that  ever  bore  arms. 
2  Olo,  Why,  he  had  none.  — 

1  Clo.  What,  art  a  heathen  ?     How  dost  thou  understand 

the  Scripture?     The  Scripture  says,  Adam  digged.     Could 

j  he  dig  without  arms  ?     I'll  put  another  question  to  thee :  if 

*S<liou  answerest  me  not  to  the  purpose,  confess  thyself 

V      2  Clo,    Go  to. 

1  Clo.  What  is  he  that  builds  stronger  than  either  the 
mason,  the  shipwright,  or  the  carpenter  ? 

2  Clo.  The  gallows-maker;  for  that  frame  outlives  a 
thousand  tenants. 

1  Clo.  I  like  thy  wit  well,  in  good  faith  ;  the  gallows  does 
well.  But  how  does  it  well  ?  It  does  well  to  those  that  do 
ill :  now  thou  dost  ill  to  say  the  gallows  is  built  stronger 
than  the  church ;  argal,  the  gallows  may  do  well  to  thee. 
To't  again  ;  come. 

2  Clo.  Who  builds  stronger  than  a  mason,  a  shipwright, 
or  a  carpenter  ? 

1  Clo.    Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 

2  Clo.    Marry,  now  I  can  tell. 

1  Clo.    To't. 

2  Clo.    Mass,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatk^  at  a  distance. 

1  Clo.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it ;  for  your  dull 
ass  will  not  mend  your  pace  with  beating ;  and,  when  you 
are  asked  this  question  next,  say,  a  grave-maker ;  the  houses 
that  he  makes,  last  till  doomsday.  Go,  get  thee  to  Yaughan, 
an4  fetch  me  a  stoup  of  liquor.  \_Exit  2  Clown. 

1  Clown  (JigSj  and  sings. 

Ivh  youth^  when  I  did  love,  did  love, 

Methought  it  was  very  sweet, 
To  contract,   0,  the  time,  for,  ah,  my  hehovCy 
0,  methought  there  loas  nothing  meet. 
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Ham.  Has  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  business?  he 
sings  at  grave-making. 

Hor,    Custom  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  easiness. 

Ham,  'Tis  e'en  so ;  the  hand  of  little  employment  hath 
the  daintier  sense. 

)i(^l  Clo.   But  age^  with  Ms  stealing  steps, 
Hath  clawed  me  in  his  clutch^ 
And  hath  shipped  me  into  the  land, 
As  if  I  had  never  been  such. 

[Throws  up  a  skull. 

Ham,  That  skull  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could  sing  once. 
How  the  knave  jowls  it  to  the  ground,  as  if  it  were  Cain's 
jaw-bone,  that  did  the  first  murder !  This  might  be  the 
pate  of  a  politician,  which  this  ass  now  o'erreaches ;  one 
that  might  circumvent  God,  might  it  not  ? 

Hor,    It  raigEt,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Or  of  a  courtier ;  which  could  say,  Crood-morroio^ 
sweet  lord  !  How  dost  thou  good  lord  f  This  might  be  my 
lord  such-a-one,  that  praised  my  lord  such-a-one's  horse, 
when  he  meant  to  beg  it ;  might  it  not  ? 

Hor,    Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Why,  e'en  so  ;  and  now  my  lady  Worm's ;  chapless, 
and  knocked  about  the  mazzard  with  a  sexton's  spade. 
Here's  fine  revolution,  an  we  had  the  trick  to  see't.  Did 
these  bones  cost  no  more  the  breeding,  but  to  play  at  loggats 
with  them  ?  mine  ache  to  think  on't. 

1  Clo.   A  pickaxe  ayid  a  spade,  a  spade,  [Sings. 

Tor  —  and  a  shrouding  sheet, 
0,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a  guest  is  meet. 

[Throws  up  a  skull. 

Ham.  There's  another.  Why  may  not  that  be  the  skull 
of  a  lawyer  ?  Where  be  his  quiddets  now,  his  quillets,  his 
cases,  his  tenures,  and  his  tricks  ?  why  does  he  suffer  this 
rude  knave  now  to  knock  him  about  the  sconce  with  a  dirty 
shovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  of  his  action  of  battery  ? 
Humph !  this  fellow  might  be  in 's  time  a  great  buyer  of 
land,  with  his  statutes,  his  recognizances,  his  fines,  his  dou- 
ble vouchers,  his  recoveries.  Is  this  the  fin^  of  his  fines, 
and  the  recovery  of  his  recoveries,  to  have  his  fine  pate  full 
of  fine  dirt  ?  will  his  vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of  hi3 
purchases,  and  double  ones  too,  than  the  length  and  breadth 
of  a  pair  of  indentures  ?    The  very  conveyances  of  his  lands 
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"Will  hardly  lie  in  this  box ;  and  must  the  inheritor  himself 
have  no  more  ?  ha  ? 

Ilor.    Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Ham.    Is  not  parchment  made  of  sheep-skins? 

Hor,    Ay,  my  lord,  and  of  calves-skins  too. 

Ham,  They  are  sheep,  and  calves,  which  seek  out 
assurance  in  that.  I  will  speak  to  this  fellow.  —  Whose 
grave's  this,  sirrah? 

1  Clo,    Mine,  sir.-^ 

0,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  he  made  [Sings. 

For  such  a  guest  is  meet. 

Ham,    I  think  it  be  thine,  indeed,  for  thou  liest  in't. 

1  Clo,  You  lie  out  on't,  sir,  and  therefore  it  is  not  yours; 
for  my  part,  I  do  not  lie  in't,  yet  it  is  mine. 

Ham,  Thou  dost  lie  in't,  to  be  in't,  and  say  it  is  thine. 
'Tis  for  the  dead,  not  for  the  quick ;  therefore  thou  Host. 

1  Clo,  'Tis  a  quick  lie,  sir;  'twill  away  again,  from  me 
to  you. 

Ham,    What  man  dost  thou  dig  it  for? 

1  Clo,    For  no  man,  sir. 

Ham,    AVhat  woman,  then? 

1  Clo,    For  none  neither. 

Ham,    Who  is  to  be  buried  in't? 

1  Clo,  One  that  was  a  woman,  sir ;  but,  rest  her  soul, 
she's  dead. 

Ham.  How  absolute  the  knave  is !  we  must  speak  by  the 
card,  or  equivocation  Avill  undo  us.  By  the  Lord,  Horatio, 
these  three  years  I  have  taken  note  of  it ;  the  age  is  grown 
so  picked,  that  the  toe  of  the  peasant  comes  so  near  the 
heel  of  the  courtier,  he  galls  his  kibe. — How  long  hast  thou 
been  a  grave-maker? 

1  Clo.  Of  all  the  days  i'  the  year,  I  came  to't  that  day 
that  our  last  king  Hamlet  overcame  Fortinbras. 

Ham,    How  long's  that  since  ? 

1  Clo,  Cannot  you  tell  that  ?  Every  fool  can  tell  that. 
It  was  that  very  day  young  Hamlet  was  born ;  he  that  is 
mad,  and  sent  into  England. 

Ham,  Ay,  marry,  why  was  he  sent  into  England  ? 

1  Clo,  Why,  because  he  was  mad.  He  shall  recover  his 
wits  there ;  or,  if  he  do  not,  'tis  no  great  matter  there. 

Harrc,  Why? 

1  Clo,  'Twill  not  be  seen  in  him  there ;  there  the  man 
are  as  mad  as  he. 

Ham,    How  cajne  he  mad  ? 

1  Olo,    Yerj  strangely,  they  say. 
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Ham.    How  strangely  ? 

1  Clo.    'Faith,  e'en  with  losing  his  wits. 

Ham,    Upon  what  ground  ? 

1  Clo.  Why,  here  in  Denmark.  I  have  been  sexton  here, 
man  and  boj,  thirty  years. 

Ham,  How  long  will  a  man  lie  i'  the  earth  ere  he  rot  ? 

1  Clo,  'Faith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die,  (as  we 
have  many  pocky  corses  now-a-days,  that  scarce  will  hold 
the  laying  in,)  he  will  last  you  some  eight  year,  or  nine 
year ;  a  tanner  will  last  you  nine  year. 

Ham,  Why  he  more  than  another  ? 

1  Clo,  Why,  sir,  his  hide  is  so  tanned  with  his  trade, 
that  he  will  keep  out  water  a  great  while ;  and  your  water 
is  a  sore  decayer  of  your  whoreson  dead  body.  Here's  a 
skull  now  hath  lain  you  i'  the  earth  three-and-twenty  years. 

Ham,    Whose  was  it  ? 

1  Clo.  A  whoreson  mad  fellow's  it  was ;  whose  do  you 
think  it  was  ? 

Ham,    Nay,  I  know  not. 

1  Clo,  A  pestilence  on  him  for  a  mad  rogue,  he  poured 
a  flagon  of  Rhenish  on  my  head  once.  This  same  skull,  sir, 
•was  Yorick's  skull,  the  king's  jester. 

Ham,    This?  \Take%  the  skulL 

1  Clo,    E'en  that. 
'^j^lam,    Alas,  poor   Yorick !  —  I   knew  him,  Horatio;    a    ^^j^    .       ^m 
fellow  of  infinite  jest,  of  most__excelIe at, fancy.     He  hath      j  ^/||^])l/JM^ 
borne  me  on  his  back  a  thousand  times ;  and  now,  how  ab- 
horred in  my  imagination  it  is  !  my  gorge  rises  at  it.     Here 
hung  those  lips,  that  I  have  kissed  I  know  not  how  oft. 
Where  be  your  gibes  now  ?  your  gambols  ?    your  songs  ? 
your  flashes  of  merriment,  that  were  wont  to  set  the  table 
on  a  roar  ?     Not  one  now,  to  mock  your  own  grinning  ? 
quite  chap-fallen  ?    Now  get  you  to  my  lady's  chamber,  and 
tell  her,  let  her  paint  an  inch  thick,  to  this  favor  she  must 
come ;  make  her  laugh  at  that. — 'Prythee,  Horatio,  tell  me 
one  thing. 

Hor,    What's  that,  my  lord? 

Ham,  Dost  thou  think  Alexander  looked  0'  this  fashion 
i*  the  earth  ? 

Hor,    E'en  so. 

Ham,  And  smelt  so  ?  pah!  [^Throws  doivn  the  shulL 

Hor.    E'en  so,  my  lord. 

Ham.  To  what  base  uses  we  may  return,  Horatio  !  Why 
may  not  imagination  trace  the  noble  dust  of  Alexander,  till 
he  find  it  stopping  a  bunghole  ? 

Hor.    'Twere  to  consider  too  curiously,  to  consider  so. 
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Ham.  No,  faith,  not  a  jot ;  but  to  follow  him  thither 
■with  modesty  enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead  it :  As  thus ; 
Alexander  died,  Alexander  was  buried,  iVlexander  returneth 
to  dust ;  the  dust  is  earth ;  of  earth  we  make  loam  :  And 
why  of  that  loam,  whereto  he  was  converted,  might  they 
not  stop  a  beer-barrel  ? 
r  Imperious  Coesar,  dead,  and  turned  to  clay, 

Might  stop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away. 

0,  that  the  earth,  which  kept  the  world  in  awe, 

Should  patch  a  wall  to  expel  the  winter's  flaw ! 
But  soft !  but  soft !  aside. — Here  comes  the  king,    \ 

Enter  Priests,  ^c.  in  procession ;  the  corpse  of  Ophelia, 
Laertes,  and  Mourners  following  ;  King,  Queen,  their 
Trains,  ^c. 

The  queen,  the  courtiers !     Who  is  this  they  follow, 
And  with  such  maimed  rites?     This  doth  betoken. 
The  corse,  they  follow,  did  with  desperate  hand 
Foredo  its  own  life.     'Twas  of  some  estate : 
Couch  we  awhile,  and  mark.  \_Retiring  with  HoRATlO. 

Laer,    What  ceremony  else? 

Ham.  That  is  Laertes, 

A  very  noble  youth.     Mark. 

Laer.    What  ceremony  else  ? 

1  Priest.    Her  obsequies  have  been  as  far  enlarged 
As  we  have  warranty.     Ilei*  death  was  doubtful ; 
And,  but  that  great  command  o'ersways  the  order 
She  should  in  ground  unsanctified  have  lodged 
Till  the  last  trumpet ;  for  charitable  prayers. 
Shards,  flints,  and  pebbles,  should  be  thrown  on  her; 
Yet  here  she  is  allowed  her  virgin  crants, 
Iler  maiden  strewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  bell  and  burial. 

Laer.    Must  there  no  more  be  done? 

1  Priest.  No  more  be  done ! 

We  should  profane  the  service  of  the  dead. 
To  sing  a  requiem^  and  such  rest  to  her 
As  to  peace-parted  souls. 

Laer.  Lay  her  i'  the  earth ; — ' 

And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flesh. 
May  violets  spring!  —  I  tell  thee,  churlish  priest, 
A  ministering  angel  shall  my  sister  be, 
When  thou  liest  howling. 

Ham.  What,  the  fair  Ophelia ! 

Queen.    Sweets  to  the  sweet.     Farewell ! 

[^Scattering  fiowers. 
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I  hoped  thou  shouldst  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife ; 
I  thought  thy  bride-bed  to  have  decked,  sweet -maid, 
And  not  have  strewed  thy  grave. 

Laer.  0,  treble  woe 

Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  cursed  head, 
Whose  wicked  deed  thy  most  ingenious  sense 
Deprived  thee  of!  —  Hold  off  the  earth  a  while, 
Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms. 

[Leaps  into  the  grave* 
Now  pile  your  dust  upon  the  quick  and  dead; 
Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made 
To  o'ertop  old  Pelion,  or  the  skyish  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

Ham,    [Advancing J]   What  is  he,  whose  grief 
Bears  such  an  emphasis?  whose  phrase  of  sorrow 
Conjures  the  wandering  stars,  and  makes  them  stand 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearers  ?     This  is  I, 
Hamlet  the  Dane.  [Leaps  into  the  grave, 

Laer.  The  devil  take  thy  soul ! 

[Grappling  with  him. 

Ham,    Thou  pray'st  not  well. 
I  pry'thee,  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat; 
For,  though  I  am  not  splenetive  and  rash, 
Yet  have  I  in  me  something  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wisdom  fear.     Hold  off  thy  hand. 

King,    Pluck  them  asunder. 

Queen.  Hamlet,  Hamlet! 

All,    Gentlemen, — 

Hor,  Good  my  lord,  be  quiet. 

[The  Attendants  fart  them,  and  they  come 
out  of  the  grave. 

Ham,   Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme, 
Until  my  eyelids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Queen,    0  my  son  !  what  theme  ? 

Ham,    I  loved  Ophelia ;  forty  thousand  hrojhers^ 
Oould  not,   with  all   their  quantity   of  lovftj 
Make  up  my  sum.-r-What  wilt  thou  do  for  her? 

King,    0,  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 

Queen,   For  love  of  God,  forbear  him. 

Ham,    Zounds,  show  me  what  thou'lt  do 
Woo'tweep?  woo't  fight?  woo't  fast?  woo't  tear  thyself ? 
Woo't  drink  up  eisel,  eat  ^a  crocodile  ? 
I'll  do't. — Dost  thou  come  here  to  whine  ? 
To  outface  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave  ? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  so  will  I. 
And,  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
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Millions  of  acres  on  us ;  till  our  ground, 
Singein-g  his  pate  against  the  burning  zone, 
Make  Ossa  like  a  wart !     Naj',  an  thou'lt  mouth, 
I'll  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

Queen.  This  is  mere  madness; 

And  thus  awhile  the  fit  will  work  on  him ; 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove, 
When  that  her  golden  couplets  are  disclosed. 
His  silence  will  sit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you,  sir; 

What  is  the  reason  that  you  use  me  thus? 
I  loved  you  ever.     But  it  is  no  matter; 
Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may, 
The  cat  will  mew,  the  dog  will  have  his  day.  [Exit, 

King.    I  pray  thee,  good  Horatio,  wait  upon  him. — 

[Exit  Horatio. 
Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  last  night's  speech ; 

[To  Laertes. 
We'll  put  the  matter  to  the  present  push. — 
Good  Gertrude,  set  some  watch  over  your  son. — 
This  grave  shall  have  a  living  monument. 
An  hour  of  quiet  shortly  shall  we  see ; 
Till  then,  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL     A  Hall  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.    So  much  for   this,  sir;    now  shall   you   see   the 
other ;  — 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumstance  ? 

Hor.    Remember  it,  my  lord ! 

Ham.    Sir,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting 
That  w^ould  not  let  me  sleep ;  methought  I  lay 
Worse  than  the  mutines  in  the  bilboes.     Rashly, 
And  praised  be  rashness  for  it, — Let  us  know, 
Our  indiscretion  sometimes  serves  us  well. 
When  our  deep  plots  d6  pall ;  and  that  should  teach  us. 
There's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends, 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  wdll. 

Hor.  That  is  most  certain 

Ham.    Up  from  my  cabin. 
My  sea-gown  scarfed  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Groped  J  to  find  out  them  ;  had  my  desire ; 
Fingered  their  packet ;  and,  in  fine,  withdiew 
To  mine  own  room  again ;  making  so  bold, 
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My  fears  forgetting  manners,  to  unseal 
Their  grand  commission ;  where  I  found,  Horatio, 
A  royal  knavery ;  an  exact  command, — 
Larded  with  many  several  sorts  of  reasons, — 
Importing  Denmark's  health,  and  England's  too, 
With,  ho !  such  bugs  and  goblins  in  my  life, — 
That,  on  the  supervise,  no  leisure  bated. 
No,  not  to  stay  the  grinding  of  the  axe, 
My  head  should  be  struck  off. 

Hor,  Is't  possible? 

Ham,  Here's  the  commission ;  read  it  at  more  leisure. 
But  wilt  thou  hear  now  how  I  did  proceed? 

Hor,    Ay,  'beseech  you. 

Ham,    Being  thus  benetted  round  with  villanies. 
Or  could  I  make  a  prologue  to  my  brains, 
They  had  begun  the  play. — I  sat  me  down ; 
Devised  a  new  commission ;  wrote  it  fair : 
I  once  did  hold  it,  as  our  statists  do, 
A  baseness  to  write  fair,  and  labored  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning ;  but,  sir,  now 
It  did  me  yeoman's  service.     Wilt  thou  know 
The  effect  of  what  I  wrote? 

Hor,  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Ham,    An  earnest  conjuration  from  the  king, — 
As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary ; 
As  love  between  them  like  the  palm  might  flourish; 
As  peace  should  still  her  wheaten  garland  wear, 
And  stand  a  comma  'tween  their  amities ; 
And  many  such  like  as's  of  great  charge, — 
That,  on  the  view  and  knowing  of  these  contents, 
Without  debatement  further,  more,  or  less, 
He  should  the  bearers  put  to  sudden  death, 
Not  shriving  time  allowed. 

Hor,  How  was  this  sealed? 

Ham,    Why,  even  in  that  was  Heaven  ordinant; 
I  had  my  father's  signet  in  my  purse. 
Which  was  the  model  of  that  Danish  seal ; 
Folded  the  writ  up  in  form  of  the  other; 
Subscribed  it ;  gave't  the  impression ;  placed  it  safely. 
The  changeling  never  known.     Now,  the  next  day 
Was  our  sea-fight ;  and  what  to  this  was  sequent 
Thou  know'st  already. 

Hor,    So  Guildenstern  and  Rosencrantz  go  to't. 

Ham,  Why,  man,  they  did  make  love  to  this  employment ; 
They  are  not  near  my  conscience;  their  defeat 
Does  by  their  own  insinuation  grow. 
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*TIs  dangerous;  wlieQ,,the  baser  nature  comes 
"Between  the  pi£ss  arid  fell  incensed  points 
Of  mighty  opposites. 

Hor,  Why,  what  a  king  is  this  ? 

Ham,    Does  it  not,  think  thee,  stand  me  now  upon  ? 
He  that  hath  killed  my  king,  and  whored  my  mother ; 
Popped  in  between  the  election  and  my  hopes ; 
Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life. 
And  with  such  cozenage ;  is't  net  perfect  conscience, 
To  quit  him  with  this  arm ;  and  is't  not  to  be  damned, 
To  let  this  canker  of  our  nature  come 
In  further  evil  ? 

Hor,    It  must  be  shortly  known  to  him  from  England. 
What  is  the  issue  of  the  business  ihai^. 

Sam.    It  will  be  short ;  the  intefim  is  mine ; 
And  a  man's  life,  no  more  than  to  say,  one. 
But  I  am  very  sorry,  good  Horatio, 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  myself; 
For  by  the  image  of  my  cause,  I  see 
The  portraiture  of  his.     I'll  count  his  favors. 
But,  sure,  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  me 
Into  a  towering  passion. 

Hor,  Peace ;  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Osric. 

Osr,   Your  lordship  is  right  welcome  back  to  Denmark. 

Ham,  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir. — Dost  know  this  water- 
fly? 

Hor.   No,  my  good  lord. 

Ham,  Thy  state  is  the  more  gracious ;  for  'tis  a  vice  to 
know  him.  He  hath  much  land  and  fertile  ;  let  a  beast  bo 
lord  of  beasts,  and  this  crib  shall  stand  at  the  king's  mess. 
'Tis  a  chough ;  but,  as  I  say,  spacious  in  the  possession 
of  dirt. 

Osr,  Sweet  lord,  if  your  lordship  were  at  leisure,  I  should 
im.part  a  thing  to  you  from  his  majesty. 

Ham,  I  will  receive  it,  sir,  with  all  diligence  of  spirit. 
Your  bonnet  to  his  right  use ;  'tis  for  the  head. 

Osr,    I  thank  your  lordship,  'tis  very  hot. 

Ham,  No,  believe  me,  sir,  'tis  very  cold;  the  wind  is 
northerly, 

Osr,    It  is  indifferent  cold,  my  lord,  indeed. 

Ham,  Bui  yet,  methinks,  it  is  very  sultry  and  hot;  or 
my  complexion  — 

Osr,  Exceedingly,  my  lord ;  it  is  very  sultry, — as  'twere, 
— I  cannot  tell  how. — My  lord,  his  majesty  bade  me  signify 


Act  V  ]      HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK.  173 

to  you  that  he  has  laid  a  great  wager  on  your  head.     Sir, 
this  is  the  matter, 

Ham.    I  beseech  you,  remember  — 

[Hamlet  moves  him  to  put  on  his  hat, 

Osr,  Nay,  good  my  lord ;  for  ray  ease,  in  good  faith. 
Sir,  here  is  newly  come  to  court,  Laertes :  believe  me,  an 
absolute  gentleman,  full  of  most  excellent  differences,  of 
very  soft  society,  and  great  showing.  Indeed,  to  speak 
feelingly  of  him,  he  is  the  card  or  calendar  of  gentry,  for 
you  shall  find  in  him  the  continent  of  what  part  a  gentleman 
would  see. 

Ham.  Sir,  his  definement  suffers  no  perdition  in  you ;  — 
though  I  know,  to  divide  him  inventorially,  would  dizzy  the 
arithmetic  of  memory ;  and  yet  but  raw  neither,  in  respect 
of  his  quick  sail.  But  in  the  verity  of  extolment,  I  take 
him  to  be  a  soul  of  great  article ;  and  his  infusion  of  such 
dearth  and  rareness,  as  to  make  true  diction  of  him,  his 
semblable  is  his  mirror ;  and,  who  else  would  trace  him,  his 
umbrage,  nothing  more. 

Osr.    Your  lordship  speaks  most  infallibly  of  him. 

Ham.  The  concernancy,  sir  ?  why  do  we  wrap  the  gen- 
tleman in  our  more  rawer  breath  ? 

Osr.   Sir? 

Hor.  Is't  not  possible  to  understand  in  another  tongue? 
You  will  do't,  sir,  really. 

Ham.  What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  gentleman? 

Osr.    Of  Laertes  ? 

Hor.  His  purse  is  empty  already ;  all  his  golden  words 
are  spent. 

Ham.    Of  him,  sir. 

Os7\    I  know  you  are  not  ignorant 

Ham.  I  would  you  did,  sir ;  yet,  in  faith,  if  you  did,  it 
would  not  much  approve  me. — Well,  sir. 

Osr.  You  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertes  is — 

Ham.  I  dare  not  confess  that,  lest  I  should  compare  with 
him  in  excellence ;  but  to  know  a  man  Well,  were  to  know 
himself. 

Osr.  I  mean,  sir,  for  his  weapon ;  but  in  the  imputation 
laid  on  him  by  them,  in  his  meed  he's  unfellowed. 

Ham.  What's  his  weapon  ? 

Osr.    Rapier  and  dagger. 

Ham.    That's  tvro  of  his  weapons ;  but,  well. 

Osr.  The  king,  sir,  hath  wagered  with  him  six  Barbary 
horses ;  against  the  which  he  has  impawned,  as  I  take  it, 
six  French  rapiers  and  poniards,  with  their  assigns,  as  girdle, 
haLgers,  and  so.     Three  of  the  carriages,  in  faith,  are  very 
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dear  to  fancy,  very  responsive  to  the  hilts,  most  delicate 
carriages,  and  of  very  liberal  conceit. 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages  ? 

Hor,  I  knew  you  must  be  edified  by  the  margent  ere  you 
had  done. 

Osr,    The  carriages,  sir,  are  the  hangers. 

Ham.  The  phrase  would  be  more  german  to  the  matter, 
if  we  could  carry  a  cannon  by  our  sides ;  I  would  it  might 
be  hangers  till  then.  But,  on.  Six  Barbary  horses  against 
six  French  swords,  their  assigns,  and  three  liberal  conceited 
carriages ;  that's  the  French  bet  against  the  Danish.  Why 
is  this  impawned,  as  you  call  it  ? 

Osr.  The  king,  sir,  hath  laid,  that  In  a  dozen  passes  be- 
tween yourself  and  him,  he  shall  not  exceed  you  three  hits ; 
he  hath  laid  on  twelve  for  nine ;  and  it  would  come  to  im- 
mediate trial,  if  your  lordship  would  vouchsafe  the  answer. 

Ham.    How,  if  I  answer  no  ? 

Osr.  I  mean,  my  lord,  the  opposition  of  your  person  in  trial. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  in  the  hall ;  if  it  please  hig 
majesty.  It  Is  the  breathing  time  of  day  with  me.  Let  the 
foils  be  brought,  the  gentleman  willing,  and  the  king  hold 
his  purpose,  I  will  win  for  him,  if  I  can ;  if  not,  I  will  gain 
nothing  but  my  shame,  and  the  odd  hits. 

Osr.    Shall  I  deliver  you  so  ? 

Ham.  To  this  effect,  sir ;  after  what  flourish  your  nature 
will.  ♦    . 

Osr.    I  commend  my  duty  to  your  lordship.  [Exit, 

Ham.  Yours,  yours. —  He  does  well  to  commend  it  him- 
Belf ;  there  are  no  tongues  else  for's  turn. 

Hor.    This  lapwing  runs  away  with  the  shell  on  his  head. 

Ham.  He  did  comply  with  his  dug,  before  he  sucked  it. 
Thus  has  he  (and  many  more  of  the  same  bevy,  that,  I 
know,  the  drossy  age  dotes  on)  only  got  the  tune  of  the 
time,  and  outward  habit  of  encounter ;  a  kind  of  yesty  col- 
lection, which  carries  them  through  and  through  the  most 
funned  and  winnowed  opinions ;  and  do  but  blow  them  to 
their  trial,  the  bubbles  are  out. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  My  lord,  his  majesty  commended  him  to  you  by 
young  Osric,  who  brings  back  to  him,  that  you  attend  him 
in  the  hall.  He  sends  to  know  if  your  pleasure  hold  to  play 
with  Laertes,  or  that  you  will  take  longer  time. 

Ham.  I  am  constant  to  my  purposes ;  they  follow  the 
king's  pleasure.  If  his  fitness  speaks,  mine  is  ready ;  now, 
or  whensoever,  provided  I  be  so  able  as  now. 
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Lord,    The  king,  and  queen,  and  all  are  coming  down. 

Ham.    In  liappy  time. 

Lord.  The  queen  desires  you  to  use  some  gentle  enter- 
tainment to  Laertes,  before  you  fall  to  play. 

Ham.    She  well  instructs  me.  \_Exit  Lord 

Hor,    You  will  lose  this  wager,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  do  not  think  so ;  since  he  went  into  France,  1 
have  been  in  continual  practice ;  I  shall  win  at  the  odds. 
But  thou  wouldst  not  think  how  ill  all's  here  about  my 
heart ;  but  it  is  no  matter. 

Hor.    Nay,  good  my  lord, 

Ham,.  It  is  but  foolery ;  but  it  is  such  a  kind  of  gain- 
giving,  as  would,  perhaps,  trouble  a  woman. 

Hor.  If  your  mind  dislike  any  thing,  obey  it.  I  will 
forestall  their  repair  hither,  and  say  you  are  not  fit. 

Ham.  Not  a  whit ;  we  defy  augury.  There  is  a  special 
providence  in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow.  If  it  be  now,  'tis  not 
to  come ;  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it  will  be  now ;  if  it  be  not 
now,  yet  it  will  come :  the  readiness  is  all.  Since  no  man, 
of  aught  he  leaves, — knows  ; — what  is't  to  leave  betimes  ? 
Let  be. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Laertes,  Lords,  Osric,  and  Attend- 
ants, with  foils,  ^c. 

King.  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this  hand  from  me. 
[_The  King  puts  the  hand  of  Laertes  into  that 

of  Hamlet. 
r'  Ham.  Give  me  your  pardon,  sir.    I  have  done  you  wrong; 
But  pardon  it,  as  you  are  a  gentleman. 
This  presence  knows,  and  you  must  needs  have  heard. 
How  I  am  punished  with  a  sore  distraction. 
What  I  have  done, 

That  might  your  nature,  honor,  and  exception, 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madness. 
Was't  Hamlet  wronged  LaertesT     Never,  Hamlet. 
If  Hamlet  from  himself  be  ta'en  away, 
And,  when  he's  not  himself,  does  wrong  Laertes, 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it. 
Who  does  it  then?     His  madness.^ — If't  be  so, 
Hamlet  is  of  the  faction  that  is  wronged  j 
His  madness  is  poor  Hamlet's  enemy. 
Sir,  in  this  audience, 
Let  my  disclaiming  from  a  purposed  evil 
Free  me  so  far  in  your  most  generous  thoughts, 
That  I  have  shot  my  arrow  o'er  the  house,  i 
And__hurt  my  brother.  ^ 
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Jjaer,  I  am  satisfied  in  nature, 

Whose  motive,  in  this  case,  should  stir  me  most 
To  my  revenge ;  but  in  my  terms  of  honor, 
I  stand  aloof;  and  will  no  reconcilement, 
Till  by  some  elder  masters,  of  known  honor, 
I  have  a  voice  and  precedent  of  peace. 
To  keep  my  name  ungorged.     But  till  that  time, 
I  do  receive  your  offered  love  like  love, 
And  will  not  wrong  it. 

Ham,  I  embrace  it  freely, 

And  will  this  brother's  wager  frankly  play.— 
Give  us  the  foils ;  come  on. 

Laer,  Come,  one  for  me. 

Ham,    I'll  be  your  foil,  Laertes ;  in  mine  ignorance 
Your  skill  shall,  like  a  star  i'  the  darkest  night, 
Stick  fiery  off  indeed. 

Laer,  You  mock  me,  sir. 

Ham,    No,  by  this  hand. 

King,  Give  him  the  foils,  young  Osric. —  Cousin  Hamlet, 
You  know  the  wager  ? 

Ham,  Yerj  well,  my  lord ; 

Your  grace  hath  laid  the  odds  0'  the  weaker  side. 

King,    I  do  not  fear  it.     I  have  seen  you  both.^ 
But  since  he's  bettered,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Laer,    This  is  too  heavy ;  let  me  see  another. 

Ham,    This  likes  me  well.    These  foils  have  all  a  length  ? 

\_They  prepare  to  play. 
Osr,    Ay,  my  good  lord. 

King,    Set  me  the  stoups  of  wine  upon  that  table.^ 
If  Hamlet  give  the  first  or  second  hit. 
Or  quit  in  answer  of  the  third  exchange, 
Let  all  the  battlements  their  ordnance  fire. 
The  king  shall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath; 
And  in  the  cup  an  union  shall  he  throw, 
Richer  than  that  which  four  successive  kings 
In  Denmark's  crown  have  worn.     Give  me  the  cups; 
And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  speak. 
The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without, 
The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heaven  to  earth. 
Now  the  king  drinks  to  Hamlet. —  Come,  begin;  — 
And  you,  the  judges,  bear  a  wary  eye. 

Ham,    Come  on,  sir. 

Laer,  Come,  my  lord.  [^They  play. 
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Kam,  One. 

Laer,  No. 

Ham,  Judgment. 

Osr,   A  hit,  a  very  ^palpable  hit. 

Laer,  Well, —  again. 

King,  Stay,  give  me  drink.    Hamlet,  this  pearl  is  thine ; 
Here's  to  thy  health. —  Give  him  the  cup. 

\_Trumpets  sound ;  and  cannon  shot  off  within. 

Ham,    I'd  play  this  bout  first ;  set  it  by  awhile. 
Come. — Another  hit;  what  say  you?  [_They  play, 

Laer,    A  touch,  a  touch,  I  do  confess. 

King,    Our  son  shall  win. 

Queen,  He's  fat,  and  scant  of  breath  — 

Here,  Hamlet,  take  my  napkin ;  rub  thy  brows. 
The  queen  carouses  to  thy  fortune,  Hamlet. 

Ham.    Good  madam, — 

King,  Gertrude,  do  not  drink. 

Queen,    I  will,  my  lord; — I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

King,    It  is  the  poisoned  cup ;  it  is  too  late.     [Aside. 

Ham,    I  dare  not  drink  yet,  madam ;  by  and  by. 

Queen,    Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

Laer,    My  lord,  I'll  hit  him  now. 

King,  I  do  not  think  it. 

Laer,   And  yet  it  is  almost  against  my  conscience. 

[Aside, 

Ham.    Come,  for  the  third,  Laertes.     You  do  but  dally. 
I  pray  you,  pass  with  your  best  violence ; 
I  am  afraid  you  make  a  wanton  of  me. 

Laer.    Say  you  so?  come  on.  [They  play 

Osr,    Nothing  neither  way. 

Laer.    Have  at  you  now. 

[Laertes   wounds  Hamlet,  then,  in  scuffling,   they 
change  rapiers,  and  Hamlet  wounds  Laertes. 
King,  Part  them ;  they  are  incensed. 

Ham,   Nay,  come  again.  [The  Queen  falls. 

Osr,  Look  to  the  queen  there,  ho! 

Hor,    They  bleed  on  both  sides; — how  is  it,  my  lord? 
Osr.    How  is't,  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  Why,  as  the  woodcock  to  mine  own  springe,  Osric ; 
I  am  justly  killed  with  mine  own  treachery. 
Vol.  Vni.— 12 
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Han,    How  does  the  queen? 

King,  She  swoons  to  see  them  bleed. 

Queen.  No,  no,  the  drink,  the  drink, — 0  mj  dear  Hamlet ! 
The  drink,  the  drink  ;  —  I  am  poisoned  !  [Dies, 

Ham.    0  villany !  — Ho !  let  the  door  be  locked. 
Treachery  !  seek  it  out.  [Laertes  falh, 

Laer.    It  is  here,  Hamlet ;  Hamlet,  thou  art  slain ; 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good ; 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour's  life. 
The  treacherous  instrument  is  in  thy  hand, 
Unbated,  and  envenomed.     The  foul  practice 
Hath  turned  itself  on  me ;  lo,  here  I  lie. 
Never  to  rise  again.     Thy  mother's  poisoned ; 
I  can  no  more ;  the  king,  the  king's  to  blame. 

Ham.  The  point 

Envenomed  too! — Then,  venom,  to  thy  work. 

\_Stahs  the  King 
Osr.  and  Lords.    Treason  !  treason  ! 

King.    0,  yet  defend  me,  friends,  I  am  but  hurt. 

Ham,    Here,  thou  incestuous,  murderous,  damned  Dane, 
Drink  off  this  potion. — Is  the  union  here  ? 
Follow  my  mother.  [King  die9. 

Laer.  He  is  justly  served;    •         /, 

It  is  a  poison  temp^rgd  by  himself.  ^  ^ryuxJx^ 
Exchange  forgiveness  Avith  me,  noble  Hamfet. 
Mine  and  my  father's  death  come  not  upon  thee ; 
Nor  thine  on  me !  \I)ie9* 

Ham.    Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it !     I  follow  thee. 
I  am  dead,  Horatio. — Wretched  queen,  adieu  !  — 
You  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  act, 
Had  I  but  time,  (as  this  fell  sergeant,  death, 
Is  strict  in  his  arrest,)  0,  I  could  tell  you, — 
But  let  it  be. — Horatio,  I  am  dead ; 
Thou  liv'st ;  report  me  and  my  cause  aright 
To  the  unsatisfied. 

Hor.  Never  believe  it; 

I  am  more  an  antique  Roman  than  a  Dane, 
Here's  yet  some  liquor  left. 

Ham.  As  thou'rt  a  man, — 

Give  me  the  cup  •.  let  go ;  by  Heaven,  I'll  have  it. — 
0  God  !  — Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name. 
Things  standing  thus  unknown,  shall  live  behind  me ! 
If  thou  didst  ever  hold  me  in  thv  heart, 
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Absent  thee  from  felicity  awhile, 
And  in  this  harsh  world  draw  thy  b^^eath  in  pain 
To  tell  my  story. —         \Marcli  afar  off^  and  shot  within. 

What  w^arlike  noise  is  this? 

Osr,  Young  Fortinbras,  with  conquest  come  from  Poland, 
To  the  ambassadors  of  England  gives 
This  w^arlike  volley. 

Ham,  0,  I  die,  Horatio; 

The  gotent_  poison  quite  overcrows  my  spirit. 
I  cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  Englam 
But  I  do  prophesy  the  election  lights 
On  Fortinbras :  he  has  my  dying  voice  ; 
So  tell  him,  with  the  occurrents,  more  or  less, 
Which  have  solicited, — The  rest  is  silence.  \I)iei(, 

Mor,   Now   cracks  a  noble   heart. —  Good   night,  sweet 
prince ; 
And  flights  of  angels  sing  thee  to  thy  rest ! 
Why  does  the  drum  come  hither  ?  [I^Iarch  within. 

Enter  Fortinbras,  the  English  Ambassadors,  and  others. 

Fort,   Where  is  this  sight? 

Hor,  What  is  it  you  would  see? 

If  aught  of  woe,  or  wonder-  c$apa»  your  search. 

Fort,    This  guarpv  cries  on *ha^ocT-— iS'pr oud  death! 
What  feast  is  toward  in  thine  eternal  cell, 
That  thou  so  many  princes,  at  a  shot. 

So  bloodily  hast  struck? 

%> 

1  Amh,  The  sight  is  dismal ; 

And  our  affairs  from  England  come  too  late. 
The  ears  are  senseless  that  should  give  us  hearing, 
To  tell  him,  his  commandment  is  fulfilled. 
That  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern  are  dead : 
Where  should  we  have  our  thanks  ? 

Hor.  Not  from  his  moutb. 

Had  it  the  ability  of  life  to  thank  you; 
He  never  gave  commandment  for  their  death.  .p  at>C^^ 


xie  never  gave  commanameni  lor  xueir  ueain.  .  p 

But  since,  so  junip  upon  this  bloody  question,  .cy^^^'*^'^ 
You  from  the  Polack  wars,  and  you  from  England, 
Are  here  arrived ;  give  order  that  these  bodies 
High  on  a  stage  be  placed  to  the  view ; 
And  let  me  speak,  to  the  yet  unknowing  world. 
How  these  things  came  about.     So  shall  you  hear 
y^'^'^  iQf  carnal,  bloody,  and  unnatural  acts ; 

Of  ^^gfejiiaL judgments,  casual  slaughters  ; 

Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  forced  cause; 
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And,  in  this  upshot,  purposes  mistook 

Fallen  on  the  inveiUors'.  heads.     All  this  can  I 

Truly  deliver. 

Fort,  Let  us  haste  to  hear  it, 

And  call  the  noblest  to  the  audience. 
For  me,  with  sorrow,  I  embrace  my  fortune ; 
I  have  some  rights  of  memory  in  this  kingdom, 
Which  now  to  claim  my  vantage  doth  invite  me. 

Hor,    Of  that  I  shall  have  also  cause  to  speak. 
And  from  his  mouth  wdiose  voice  will  draw  on  more; 
But  let  this  same  be  jipp^pntly  performed. 
Even  while  men's  minds  are  wild ;  lest  more  mischance 
On  plots  and  errors  happen. 

Fort.  Let  four  captains 

Bear  Hamlet,  like  a  soldier,  to  the  stage ; 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on, 
To  have  proved  most  royally;  and,  for  his  passage, 
The  soldier's  music,  and  the  rites  of  war, 
Speak  loudly  for  him. — 
Take  up  the  bodies. —  Such  a  sight  as  this. 
Becomes  the  field,  but  here  shows  much  amiss. 
Go,   bid  the  soldiers  shoot.  [A  dead  march. 

[Exeunt^  hearing  off  the  dead  bodies  ;  after  which 
a  jpeal  of  ordnance  is  shot  off  within. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 

Duke  of  Venice. 

Brabantio,  a  Senator. 

Two  other  Senators. 

Gratiano,  Brother  to  Brabantio. 

LoDOVico,  Kinsman  to  Brabantio. 

Othello,  the  Moor : 

Cassio,  his  Lieutenant ; 

Iago,  his  Ancient. 

RoDERiao,  a  Venetian  Gentleman. 

MoNTANO,  Othello's  Predecessor  in  the  Government  of  Cyprus, 

Clown,  Servant  to  Othello. 

Herald. 

Desdemona,  Daughter  to  Brabantio,  and  Wife  to  Othello. 

Emilia,  Wife  to  Iago. 

BiANCA,  a  Courtesan^  Mistress  to  Cassio. 

Officers,    Gentlemen,    Messengers,    Musicians,    Sailors, 
Attendants,    <§rc. 

SCENE,  for  the  first  Act,  in  Venice ;  during  the  rest  of  the 
Play,  at  a  Seaport  in  Cyprus.  l 
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ACT   I. 

SCENE  I.     Venice.     A  Street. 
Enter  Rodertgo  and  Iago. 

Hoderigo,    Tusii,  never   tell   me;    I  take  it   much   un- 
kindly, 
That  thou,  Iago, — who  hast  had  my  purse, 
As  if  the  strings  were  thine, —  shouldst  know  of  this. 

logo.    'Sblood,  but  you  will  not  hear  me. — 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  such  a  matter, 
Abhor  me. 

Hod,  Thou  told'st  me,  thou  didst  hold  him  in  thy  hate. 

Iago,   Despise  me,  if  I  do  not.     Three  great  ones  of  the 
city,  ^ 
In  personal  suit  to  make  me  his  lieutenant. 
Oft  capped  to  him;  —  and,  by  the  faith  of  man, 


( 


i  Know  my  price,  i  am  wortn  no  worse  a  place:  j£jii>f^*^^"\\, 

But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purposes     j-HrtA,  /^a^^"^^ 

Evades  them,  with  a  bombast  oirnnmst.'^iTfifij,    tA^^"^''^ 

Horribly  stuffed  with  epithets  of  war;        ^A^4iwi_  Cjk^-m     t^* 

And,  in  conclusion,  nonsuits  .     vp         ^^^jfc^*^# ' 

My  mediators;  for,  certes,  says  he,  "  H^^'^'*^-^    fu^tM-Ur /wi-ivww 

I  have  already  chose  my  officer. 

And  what  was  he  ? 

Forsooth,  a  great  arithmetician. 

One  Michael  Cassio,  a  Florentine, 

A  fellow  almost  damned  in  a  fair  wife ; 

That  never  set  a  squadron  in  the  field, 

Nor  the  division  of  a  battle  knows 

More  than  a  spinster ;  unless  the  bookish  theoric, 
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Wherein  the  toged  consuls  can  propose 

As  masterly  as  he.     Mere  prattle,  without  practice, 

Is  all  his  soldiership.     But  he,  sir,  had  the  election. 

And  I  —  of  whom  his  eyes  had  seen  the  proof 

At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprus,  and  on  other  grounds, 

Christian  and  heathen  —  must  be  be-lee'd  and  ctilmed 

By  debitor  and  creditor,  this  counter-caster;  {%i^-^ 

He,  in  good  time,  must  his  lieutenant  be,  JOrf-  ' 

And  I  (God  bless  the  mark  !)  his  Moorship's  ancient,,^ 

Mod.  By  Heaven,  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hangman. 

lago.  But  there's  no  remedy ;  'tis  the  curse  of  service ; 
Preferment  goes  by  letter,  and  affection. 
Not  by  the  old  gradation,  where  each  second 
Stood  heir  to  the  first.     Now,  sir,  be  judge  yourself, 
Whether  I  in  any  just  term  am  ajffined 
To  love  the  Moor. 

Mod.  I  would  not  follow  him,  then. 

Jago.    0  sir,  content  you ; 
I  follow  him  to  serve  my  turn  upon  him. 
We  cannot  all  be  masters,  nor  all  masters 
Cannot  be  truly  followed.     You  shall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave. 
That,  doting  on  his  own  obsequious  bondage, 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  master's  ass, 
For  nought  but  provender ;  and,  when  he's  old,  cashiered ; 
Whip  me  such  honest  knaves.     Others  there  are, 
Who,  trimmed  in  forms  and  visages  of  duty. 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themselves ; 
And,  throwing  but  shows  of  service  on  their  lords, 
Do  well  thrive  by  them,  and,  when  they  have  lined  theil 

coats. 
Do  themselves  homage :  these  fellows  have  some  soul ; 
And  such  a  one  do  I  profess  myself. 
For,  sir. 

It  is  as  sure  as  you  are  Roderigo, 
Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  lago* 
In  following  him,  I  follow  but  myself: 
Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  I  for  love  and  duty, 
But  seeming  so,  for  my  peculiar  end : 
For  when  my  outward  action  doth  demonstrate 
The  native  act  and  figure  of  my  heart 
In  compliment  extern,   'tis  not  long  after 
But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve 
For  daws  to  peck  at.     I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Mod.    What  a  full  fortune  does  the  thick-lips  owe, 
If  he  can  carry 't  thus ! 
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lago.  Call  up  her  father. 

Rouse  him ;  make  after  him,  poison  his  delight, 
Proclaim  him  in  the  streets ;  incense  her  kinsmen, 
And,  though  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwell, 
Plague  him  with  flies :  though  that  his  joy  be  joy, 
Yet  throw  such  changes  of  vexation  on't, 
As  it  may  lose  some  color. 

Rod,    Here  is  her  father's  house ;  I'll  call  aloud. 

lago.    Do ;  with  like  timorous  accent,  and  dire  yell, 
As  when,  by  night  and  negligence,  the  fire 
Is  spied  in  populous  cities. 

Hod.    What,  ho  !  Brabantio  !  seignior  Brabantio  !  ho ! 

lago.   Awake  !  what,  ho  !  Brabantio  !   thieves  !  thieves ! 
thieves ! 
Look  to  your  house,  your  daughter,  and  your  bags! 
Thieves !  thieves ! 

Brabantio,  above,  at  a  window. 

Bra.    What  is  the  reason  of  this  terrible  summons? 
What  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Rod,    Seignior,  is  all  your  family  within  ? 

lago.    Are  your  doors  locked  ? 

Bra.  Why,  wherefore  ask  you  this  ? 

lago.   'Zounds,  sir,  you  are  robbed;  for  shame,  put  on 
your  gown ; 
Your  heart  is  burst,  you  have  lost  half  your  soul; 
Even  now,  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  ewe.     Arise,  arise ; 
Awake  the  inorting  citizens  with  the  bell. 
Or  else  the  devil  will  make  a  grandsire  of  you. 
Arise,  I  say. 

Bra.  What,  have  you  lost  your  wits? 

Rod.  Most  reverend  seignior,  do  you  know  my  voice  ? 

Bra.   Not  I ;  what  are  you  ? 

Rod.    My  name  is  —  Roderigo. 

Bra,  The  worse  welcome; 

I  have  charged  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors. 
In  honest  plainness  thou  hast  heard  me  say, 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee ;  and  now,  in  madness. 
Being  full  of  supper,  and  distempering  draughts. 
Upon  malicious  bravery,  dost  thou  come 
To  start  my  quiet. 

Rod.    Sir,  sir,  sir,  sir, 

Bra.  But  thou  must  needs  be  sure, 

My  spirit,  and  my  place,  have  in  them  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 
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Rod.  Patience,  good  sir. 

Bra.  What  tell'st  thou  me  of  robbing?  This  is  Venice; 
Mj  house  is  not  a  grange. 

Rod.  Most  grave  Brabantio, 

In  simple  and  pure  soul  I  come  to  you. 

lago.  'Zounds,  sir,  you  are  one  of  those  that  will  not 
Berve  God  if  the  devil  bid  you.  Because  we  come  to  do 
you  service,  you  think  we  are  ruffians.  You'll  have  your 
daughter  covered  with  a  Barbary  horse ;  you'll  have  your 
nephews  neigh  to  you ;  you'll  have  coursers  for  cousins, 
and  genets  for  germans. 

Bra.    What  profane  wretch  art  thou? 

lago.  I  am  one,  sir,  that  comes  to  tell  you  your  daughter 
and  the  Moor  are  now  making  the  beast  with  two  backs. 

Bra.    Thou  art  a  villain. 

lago.  You  are  —  a  senator. 

Bra.    This  thou  shalt  answer.     I  know  thee,  Boderigo. 

Rod.    Sir,  I  will  answer  any  thing.     But  I  beseech  you, 
If't  be  your  pleasure,  and  most  wise  consent, 
(As  partly,  I  find,  it  is,)  that  your  fair  daughter 
At  this  odd-even  and  dull  watch  o'  the  night. 
Transported  —  with  no  worse  nor  better  guard, 
But  with  a  knave  of  common  hire,  a  gondolier — 
To  the  gross  clasps  of  a  lascivious  Moor, — 
If  this  be  known  to  you  and  your  allowance. 
We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  saucy  wrongs: 
But  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me, 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.     Do  not  believe, 
That,  from  the  sense  of  all  civility, 
I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  reverence. 
Your  daughter, —  if  you  have  not  given  her  leave,— 
I  say  again,  hath  made  a  gross  revolt ; 
Tying  her  duty,  beauty,  wit,  and  fortunes, 
In  an  extravagant  and  wheeling  stranger. 
Of  here  and  every  where.     Straight  satisfy  yourself; 
If  she  be  in  her  chamber,  or  your  house, 
Let  loose  on  me  the  justice  of  the  state 
For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  tinder,  ho ! 

Give  me  a  taper;  —  call  up  all  my  people. — 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  diearn  ; 
Belief  of  it  oppresses  me  already. — 
Light,  I  say  !  light !  \_Ejcity  from  above. 

lago.  Farewell ;  for  I  must  leave  you. 

It  seems  not  meet,  nor  wholesome  to  my  place. 
To  be  produced  (as,  if  I  stay,  I  shall) 
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Against  the  Moor.     For,  I  do  know,  the  state^ 

However  this  may  gall  him  with  some  check — 

Cannot  with  safety  cast  him  !  for  he's  embarked 

With  such  loud  reason  to  the  Cyprus'  wars, 

(Which  even  now  stand  in  act,)  that,  for  their  souls, 

Another  of  his  fathom  they  have  not, 

To  lead  their  business ;  in  which  regard,  ^ 

Though  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell-pains, 

Yet,  for  necessity  of  present  life, 

I  must  show  out  a  flag  and  sign  of  love, 

Which  is,  indeed,  but  sign.      That  you  shall  surely  find 

him. 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raised  search ; 
And  there  will  I  be  with  him.     So,  farewell.  [^UxiL 

filter,  below,  Brabantio,  and  Servants  with  torches. 

Bra.    It  is  too  true  an  evil ;  gone  she  is ; 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  despised  time. 
Is  nought  but  bitterness. — Now,  Roderigo, 
Where  didst  thou  see  her?  —  0,  unhappy  girl! — 
With  the  Moor,  say'st  thou  ? — Who  would  be  a  father  ? — 
How  didst  thou  know  'twas  she  ?  0,  thou  deceiv'st  me 
Past  thought! — What  said  she  to  you? — Get  more  tapers; 
Raise  all  my  kindred. —  Are  they  married,  think  you? 

Hod.    Truly,  I  think  they  are. 

Bra.    0  Heaven!  —  How  got  she  out?  —  0  treason  of 
the  blood ! — 
Fathers,  from  hence  trust  not  your  daughters'  minds 
By  what  you  see  them  act. —  Is  there  not  charms, 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  maidhood 
May  be  abused?     Have  you  not  read,  Roderigo, 
Of  some  such  thing? 

Bod.  Yes,  sir ;  I  have,  indeed* 

B7'a.    Call  up  my  brother. —  0  that  you  had  had  her  ! — 
Some  one  way,  some  another. —  Do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor? 

Bod.    I  think  I  can  discover  him  ;  if  you  please 
To  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra.    'Pray  you,  lead  on.     At  every  house  I'll  call; 
I  may  command  at  most. —  Get  weapons,  ho! 
And  raise  some  special  officers  of  night. — 
On,  good  Roderigo;  —  I'll  deserve  your  pains.     [^ExeunU 
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SCENE  II.     The  same.     Another  Street. 
Enter  Othello,  Iago,  and  Attendants. 

lago.    Though  in  the  trade  of  war  I  have  slain  men, 
Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  stuff  o'  the  conscience, 
To  do  no  contrived  murder ;  I  lack  iniquity 
Sometimes,  to  do  me  service.     Nine  or  ten  times 
I  had  thought  to  have^j^erked^him  here  under  the  ribs. 

0th,    'Tis  better  as  it  is. 

Iago.  Nay,  but  he  prated, 

And  spoke  such  scurvy  and  provoking  terms 
Against  your  honor. 
That,  with  the  little  godliness  I  have, 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  him.     But,  I  pray,  sir, 
Are  you  fast  married?  for,  be  assured  of  this, — 
That  the  magnifico  is  much  beloved ; 
And  hath,  in  his  effect,  a  voice  potential 
As  double  as  the  duke's.     He  will  divorce  you; 
Or  put  upon  you  what  restraint  and  grievance 
The  law  (with  all  his  might,  to  enforce  it  on) 
Will  give  him  cable. 

0th,  Let  him  do  his  spite ; 

My  services,  which  I  have  done  the  seignory. 
Shall  out-tongue  his  complaints.     'Tis  yet  to  know, 

S Which,  when  I  know  that  boasting  is  an  honor, 
shall  promulgate,)  I  fetch  my  life  and  being 
J'rom  men  of  royal  siege ;  and  my  demerits 
May  speak,  unbonneted,  to  as  proud  a  fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reached.     For  know,  Iago, 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Desdemona, 
I  would  not  my  unhoused,  free  condition 
Put  into  ^u;£uinspi^i£tion  and  confine 
For  the  sea's  worth.     But,  look  !  what  lights  come  yondci  f 

Enter  Cassio,  at  a  distance,  and  certain  Officers  with 

torches, 

Iago,    These  are  the  raised  father,  and  his  friends. 
You  were  best  go  in. 

0th.  Not  I;  I  must  be  found; 

My  parts,  my  title,  and  my  perfect  sou], 
Shall  manifest  me  rightly.     Is  it  they  ? 
%/  Iago.    By  Janus,  I  think  no. 
^    0th,    The  servants  of  the  duke,  and  my  lieutenant. 
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The  goodness  of  the  night  upon  you,  friends! 
What  is  the  news  ? 

Cas.  The  duke  does  greet  you,  general ; 

And  he  requires  your  haste,  post-haste  appearance, 
Even  on  the  instant. 

0th,  What  is  the  matter,  think  you? 

Oas,    Something  from  Cyprus,  as  I  may  devine; 
It  is  a  business  of  some  heat.     The  galleys 
Have  sent  a  dozen  sequent  messengers 
This  very  night  at  one  another's  heels : 
And  many  of  the  consuls,  raised,  and  met, 
Are-  at  the  duke's  already.     You  have  been  hotly  called  for ; 
When,  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found, 
The  senate  hath  sent  about  three  several  quests, 
To  search  you  out. 

0th,  'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you. 

I  will  but  spend  a  word  here  in  the  house, 
And  go  with  you.  [ExiU 

Cas,  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here  ? 

lago,    'Faith,  he  to-night  hath  boarded  a  land  carrack : 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he's  made  forever. 

Cas,    I  do  not  understand. 

lago.  He's  married. 

Cas,  To  who? 

He-enter  Othello. 

lago.    Marry,  to  —  come,  captain,  will  you  go? 

0th,  Have  with  vou 

Cas,  Here  comes  another  troop  to  seek  for  you. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Roderigo,  and  Officers  of  nighty 
with  torches  and  weapons, 

lago.   It  is  Brabantio. —  General,  be  advised; 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 

0th,  Hola  !  stand  there ! 

Rod,    Seignior,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bra,  Down  with  him,  thief! 

\They  draw  on  both  sides, 
lago.   You,  Roderigo  !  come,  sir,  I  am  for  you. 
0th,    Keep  up  your  bright  swords,  for  the  dew  will  rust 
them. — 
Good  seignior,  you  shall  more  command  with  years, 
Than  with  your  weapons. 

Bra.    0   thou   foul   thief,  where   hast   thou  stowed   my 
daughter  ? 
Damned  as  thou  art,  thou  hast  enchanted  her; 
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For  I'll  refer  me  to  all  things  of  sense, 

If  she  in  chains  of  magic  were  not  bound, 

AVhether  a  maid — so  tender,  fair,  and  happy; 

So  opposite  to  marriage,  that  she  shunned 

The  wealthy,  curled  darlings  of  our  nation — 

Would  ever  have,  to  incur  a  general  mock, 

Run  from  her  guardage  to  the  sooty  bosom 

Of  such  a  thing  as  thou ;  to  fear,  not  to  delight. 

Judge  me  the  world,  if  'tis  not  gross  in  sense, 

That  thou  hast  practised  on  her  with  foul  charms; 

Abused  her  delicate  youth  with  drugs,  or  minerals, 

That  waken  motion. —  I'll  have  it  disputed  on; 

*Tis  probable,  and  palpable  to  thinking. 

I  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee, 

For  an  abuser  of  the  world,  a  practiser 

Of  arts  inhibited  and  out  of  warrant. — 

Lay  hold  upon  him ;  if  he  do  resist, 

Subdue  him  at  his  peril. 

Otlu  Hold  your  hands, 

Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  rest. 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  I  should  have  known  it 
W^ithout  a  prompter. — Where  will  you  that  I  go, 
To  answer  this  your  charge  ? 

-     Bra,  To  prison;  till  fit  time 

••l^^jj^4/1^^0f  law,  and  course  of  direct  session, 
^  ^(\  Call  thee  to  answer. 

U  0th  What  if  I  do  obey  ? 

How  may  the  duke  be  therewith  satisfied ; 
Whose  messengers  are  here  about  my  side, 
Upon  some  present  business*  of  the  state. 
To  bring  me  to  him  ? 

Off.  'Tis  true,  most  worthy  seignior. 

The  duke's  in  council ;  and  your  noble  self, 
I  am  sure,  is  sent  for. 

Bra.  How  !  the  duke  in  council ! 

In  this  time  of  the  night?  —  Bring  him  away. 
Mine's  not  an  idle  cause :  the  duke  himself, 
Or  any  of  my  brothers  of  the  state, 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their  own. 
For  if  such  actions  may  have  passage  free. 
Bond-slaves,  and  pagan«i,  shall  our  statesmen  be. 

[Exeunt 
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SCENE  IIL     The  same.     A  Council  Ohamher. 

The  Duke,  and  Senators,  sittiyig  at  a  table;  Officers 

attending, 

DuJce.    There  is  no  composition  in  these  news, 
That  gives  them  credit. 

1  jSen,  Indeed,  they  are  disproportioned ; 
My  letters  say  a  hundred  and  seven  galleys. 

JDulcc,    And  mine,  a  hundred  and  forty. 

2  Sen,  And  mine,  two  hundred. 
But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  just  aj^^count. 

(As  in  these  cases  ^where  the  aim  reports, 

'Tis  oft  with  diiierence,)  yet  do  they  all  confirm 

A  Turkish  fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus. 

Duke,    Nay,  it  is  possible  enough  to  judgment ; 
I  do  not  so  secure  me  in  the  error. 
But  the  main  article  I  do  approve 
In  fearful  sense. 

Sailor,    [  Within,']   What,  ho !  what,  ho !  what,  ho ! 

Enter  an  Officer  with  a  Sailor. 

Off^,   A  messenger  from  the  galleys. 

Duke,  Now ;  the  business  ! 

Sailor,    The  Turkish  preparation  makes  for  Rhodes ; 
So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  state, 
By  seignior  Angelo. 

Duke,    How  say  you  by  this  change  ? 

1  Sen,    This  cannot  be. 
By  no  assay  of  reason ;  'tis  a  pageant. 
To  keep  us  in  false  gaze.     When  we  consider 
The  importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk ; 
And  let  ourselves  again  but  understand, 
That,  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhodes, 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  question  bear  it. 
For  that  it  stands  not  in  such  warlike  brace. 
But  altogether  lacks  the  abilities 

That  Rhodes  is  dressed  in ;  —  if  v^e  make  thought  of  this, 
Wc  must  not  think  the  Turk  is  so  unskilful. 
To  leave  that  latest  which  concerns  him  first ; 
Neglecting  an  attempt  of  ease  and  gain. 
To  wake,  and  wage  a  danger  profitless. 

I) like.    Nay,  in  all  confidence,  he's  not  for  Rhodes. 

Off.    Here  is  more  news. 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.    The  Ottomites,  reverend  and  gracious, 
Steering  with  due  course  to  the  isle  of  Rhodes, 
Have  there  injointed  them  with  an  after-fleet. 

1  Sen,    Ay,  so  I  thought. —  How  many,  as  you  guess? 

3fess.    Of  thirty  sail ;  and  now  do  they  restem 
Their  backward  course,  bearing  with  frank  appearance 
Their  purposes  toward  Cyprus. —  Seignior  Montane, 
Your  trusty  and  most  valiant  servitor. 
With  his  free  duty  recommends  you  thus, 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke.    'Tis  certain  then  for  Cyprus. — 
Marcus  Lucchese,  is  he  not  in  town? 

1  Sen,    He's  now  in  Florence. 

Duke,  Write  from  us;  wish  him  post-post-haste;  despatch- 

1  Sen,    Here  comes  Brabantio,  and  the  valiant  Moor. 

Unter  Brabantio,  Othello,  Iago,  Roderigo,  and  Officers. 

Duke,  Valiant  Othello,  we  must  straight  employ  you 
Against  the  general  enemy  Ottoman. 
I  did  not  see  you ;  welcome,  gentle  seignior;^  •  j* 

[^VBrabantio. 
We  lacked  your  counsel  and  your  help  to-night. 

Bra.    So  did  I  yours.     Good  your  grace,  pardon  me ; 
Neither  my  place,  nor  aught  I  heard  of  business. 
Hath  raised  me  from  my  bed ;  nor  doth  the  general  care 
Take  hold  on  me ;  for  my  particular  grief 
Is  of  so  floodgate  and  o'erbearing  nature. 
That  it  engluts  and  swallows  other  sorrows, 
And  it  is  still  itself. 

Duke.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Bra.    My  daughter !  0  my  daughter ! 

Sen.  Dead  ? 

Bra,  Ay,  to  me; 

She  is  abused,  stolen  from  me,  and  corrupted 
By  spells  and  medicines  bought  of  mountebanks. 
For  nature  so  preposterously  to  err. 
Being  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  sense, 
Sans  witchcraft  could  not 

Duke,  Whoe'er  he  be,  that,  in  this  foul  proceeding, 
Hath  thus  beguiled  your  daughter  of  herself. 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  law 
You  shall  yourself  read  in  the  bitter  letter. 
After  your  OAvn  sense ;  yea,  though  our  proper  son 
Stood  in  your  action. 
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Bra,  Humbly  I  thank  your  grace. 

Here  is  the  man,  this  Moor;  whom  noAv,  it  seems, 
Your  special  mandate,  for  the  state  affairs, 
Hath  hither  brought. 

Duhe  and  Sen.  We  are  sorry  for  it. 

Duke.  What,  in  your  own  part,  can  you  say  to  this  ? 

t  [T(9  Othello. 

Bra.   Nothing,  but  this  is  so. 

0th.    Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  seigniors, 
My  very  noble  and  approved  good  masters. 
That  I  have  ta'en  away  this  old  man's  daughter, 
It  is  most  true ;  true,  I  have  married  her ; 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending 
Hath  this  extent,  no  more.     Rude  am  I  in  my  speech, 
And  little  blessed  with  the  set  phrase  of  peace ; 
For  since  these  arms  of  mine  had  seven  years'  pith, 
Till  now  some  nine  moons  wasted,  they  have  used 
Their  dearest  action  in  the  tented  field ; 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  speak. 
More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle ; 
And  therefore  little  shall  I  grace  my  cause. 
In  speaking  for  myself.     Yet,  by  your  gracious  patience, 
I  will  a  round  unvarnished  tale  deliver 
Of  my  whole  course  of  love ;  what  drugs,  what  charms. 
What  conjuration,  and  what  mighty  magic, 
(For  such  proceeding  I  am  charged  withal,) 
I  won  his  daughter  with. 

Bra.  A  maiden  never  bold; 

Of  spirit  so  still  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
Blushed  at  herself;  and  she, —  in  spite  of  nature, 
Of  years,  of  country,  credit,  every  thing, — 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  she  feared  to  look  on ! 
It  is  a  judgment  maimed,  and  most  imperfect, 
That  will  confess  —  perfection  so  could  err 
Against  all  rules  of  nature ;  and  must  be  driven 
To  find  out  practices  of  cunning  hell. 
Why  this  should  be.     I  therefore  vouch  again 
That  with  some  mixtures  powerful  o'er  the  blood, 
Or  with  some  dram  conjured  to  this  effect. 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duhe.  To  vouch  this,  is  no  proof; 

Without  more  certain  and  more  overt  test. 
Than  these  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modern  seeming,  do  prefer  against  him. 

1  Sen.    But,  Othello,  speak. 
Did  you  by  indirect  and  forced  courses 
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Subdue  and  poison  tliis  young  maid's  affections  ? 
Or  came  it  by  request,  and  such  fair  question 
As  soul  to  soul  affordeth  ? 

0th.  I  do  beseech  you, 

Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
And  let  her  speak  of  me  before  her  father. 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report, 
The  trust,  the  office,  I  do  hold  of  you, 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  sentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  life. 

Duke.  Fetch  Desdemona  hither. 

0th.  Ancient,  conduct  them  ;  you  best  know  the  place. — 

\_Exeunt  Iago  and  Attendants* 
And  till  she  come,  as  truly  as  to  Heaven 
I  do  confess  the  vices  of  my  blood. 
So  justly  to  your  grave  ears  I'll  present 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  lady's  love, 
And  she  in  mine. 

Duke.    Say  it,  Othello. 

0th.    Ilcr  father  loved  me ;  oft  invited  me ; 
Still  questioned  me  the  story  of  my  life. 
From  year  to  year ;  the  battles,  sieges,  fortunes, 
That  I  have  passed. 

I  ran  it  through,  even  from  my  boyish  days, 
To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it. 
Wherein  I  spoke  of  most  disastrous  chances, 
Of  moving  accidents,   by  flood,   and  field ; 
Of  hair-breadth  scapes  i'  the  imminent  deadly  breach ; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe. 
And  sold  to  shnery;  of  my  redemption  thence. 
And  portance  in  my  travel's  history : 
Wherein  of  antres  vast,  and  deserts  wild. 
Rough  quarries,  rocks,  and  hills  whose  heads  touch  heaven, 
It  was  my  hint  to  speak,  such  was  the  process ; 
And  of  the  cannibals  that  each  other  eat. 
The  anthropophagi,   and  men  whose  heads 
Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders.     These  things  to  hear, 
Would  Desdemona  seriously  incline : 
But  still  the  house  affairs  would  draw  her  thence ; 
Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  despatch. 
She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear, 
Devour  up  my  discourse ;  which  I,  observing, 
Took  once  a  pliaut  hour ;  and  found  good  means 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earnest  heart. 
That  I  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate, 
Whereof  by  parcels  she  had  something  heard. 
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But  not  intentivelj.     I  did  consent ; 
■    And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  te.irs, 
When  I  did  speak  of  some  distressful  stroke, 
•'  That  my  youth  suffered.     My  story  being  done, 
She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs : 
She  swore  —  In  faith,  'twas  strange,  'twas  passing  strange; 
'Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful ; 
She  wished  she  had  not  heard  it ;  vet  she  wished 
That  Heaven  had  made  her  such  a  man :  she  thanked  me ; 
And  bade  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  loved  her, 
I  should  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  story. 
And  that  would  woo  her.     Upon  this  hint  I  spake; 
She  loved  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  passed ; 
And  I  loved  her  that  she  did  pity  them. 
This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  used ; 
Here  comes  the  lady,  let  her  witness  it 

^>-^^<        Enter  Desdemona,  Iago,  and  Attendants. 

Duke,    I  think  this  tale  would  win  my  daughter  too. — 
Good  Brabantio, 

Take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  best. 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  use, 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Bra,  I  pray  you,  hear  her  speak; 

If  she  confess  that  she  was  half  the  wooer, 
Destruction  on  my  head,  if  my  bad  blame 
Lights  on  the  man!  —  Come  hither,  gentle  m.istress ; 
Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  company, 
Where  most  you  q\nq  obedience  ? 

Des.  My  noble  father, 

I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty. 
To  you  I  am  bound  for  life  and  education ; 
My  life  and  education  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  respect  you ;  you  are  the  lord  of  duty ; 
I  am  hitherto  your  daughter.     But  here's  my  husband ; 
And  so  much  duty  as  my  mother  showed 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  father. 
So  much  I  challenge  that  I  may  profess 
Due  to  the  Moor,  my  lord. 

Bra.  God  be  with  you  !  —  I  have  done.— 

Please  it  your  grace,  on  to  the  state  aftairs ; 
I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child,  than  get  it. — 
Come  hither,  Moor. 

I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart. 
Which,  but  thou  hast  already,  with  all  my  heait 
I  would  keep  from  thee. — For  your  sake,  jewel, 
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I  am  glad  at  soul  I  have  no  other  child ; 

For  thj  escape  "would  teach  me  tyranny, 

To  hang  clogs  on  them. — I  have  done,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Let  me  speak  like  yourself;  and  lay  a  sentence, 
Which  has  a  grise,  or  step,  may  help  these  lovers 
Into  your  favor. 

When  remedies  are  past,  the  griefs  are  ended. 
By  seeing  the  worst,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 
To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gone, 
Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischief  on. 
What  cannot  be  preserved  when  fortune  takes, 
Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 
The  robbed,  that  smiles,  steals  something  from  the  thief; 
He  robs  himself,  that  spends  a  bootless  grief. 

Bra,    So  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  beguile; 
We  lose  it  not,  so  long  as  we  can  smile. 
He  bears  the  sentence  well,  that  nothing  bears 
But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears; 
But  he  bears  both  the  sentence  and  the  sorrow. 
That,  to  pay  grief,  must  of  poor  patience  borrow. 
These  sentences,  to  sugar,  or  to  gall. 
Being  strong  on  both  sides,  are  equivocal ; 
But  words  are  words ;  I  never  yet  did  hear 
That  the  bruised  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear. 
I  humbly  beseech  you,  proceed  to  the  affairs  of  state. 

Duke.  The  Turk  with  a  most  mJghty  preparation  makes 
for  Cyprus. —  Othello,  the  fortitude  of  the  place  is  best 
known  to  you ;  and  though  we  have  there  a  substitute  of 
most  allowed  sufficiency,  yet  opinion,  a  sovereign  mistress 
of  effects,  throws  a  more  safer  voice  on  you ;  you  must 
therefore  be  content  to  slubber  the  gloss  of  3^our  new  for 
tunes  with  this  more  stubborn  and  boisterous  expedition. 

0th.    The  tyrant  custom,  most  grave  senators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  steel  couch  of  war 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down.     I  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity, 
I  find  in  hardness ;  and  do  undertake 
These  present  wars  against  the  Ottomites. 
Most  humbly  therefore  bending  to  your  state, 
I  crave  fit  disposition  for  my  wife ; 
Due  reference  of  place,  ^nd  exhibition, 
With  such  accommodation,  and  besort, 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke.  If  you  please, 

Be't  at  her  father's. 

Bra.  I'll  not  have  it  so. 
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0th.    Nor  I. 

Bes.  Nor  I ;  I  would  not  there  reside, 

To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thoughts, 
By  being  in  his  eye.     Most  gracious  duke. 
To  my  unfolding  lend  a  gracious  ear ; 
And  let  me  find  a  charter  in  your  voice. 
To  assist  my  simpleness. 

Duke.    What  would  you,  Desdemona? 

Dcs.    That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him, 
My  downright  violence  and  storm  of  fortunes 
May  trumpet  to  the  world  ;  my  heart's  subdued 
Even  to  the  very  quality  of  my  lord. 
1  saw  Othello's  visage  in  his  mind ; 
And  to  his  honors,  and  his  valiant  parts, 
Did  I  my  soul  and  fortunes  consecrate. 
So  that,  dear  lords,  if  I  be  left  behind 
A  moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  war, 
The  rites,  for  which  I  love  him,  are  bereft  me, 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  shall  support 
hy  his  dear  absence.     Let  me  go  with  him. 

Oth.    Your  voices,  lords;  —  'beseech  you,  let  her  will 
Have  a  free  way. 

Vouch  with  me,  Heaven ;  I  therefore  beg  it  not, 
To  please  the  palate  of  my  appetite ; 
Nor  to  comply  with  heat  (the  young  affects, 
In  me  defunct)  and  proper  satisfaction; 
But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind. 
And  Heaven  defend  your  good  souls,  that  you  think 
I  will  your  serious  and  great  business  scant. 
For  she  is  with  me.     No,  when  light-winged  toys 
Of  feathered  Cupid  seel  with  wanton  dulness 
My  speculative  and  active  instruments, 
That  my  disports  corrupt  and  taint  my  business, 
Let  housewives  make  a  skillet  of  my  helm, 
And  all  indign  and  base  adversities 
Make  head  against  my  estimation ! 

Duke.    Be  it  as  you  shall  privately  determine, 
Either  for  her  stay,  or  going:  the  affair  cries  —  haste, 
And  speed  must  answer  it ;  you  must  hence  to-night. 
Des.    To-night,  my  lord? 

Duke.  This  night. 

Oth.  '  (^Vith  all  my  hear^ 

Duke.    At  nine  i'  the  morning  here  weTFmeet  again, 
Othello,  leave  some  officer  behind, 
And  he  shall  our  commission  bring  to  you: 
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With  such  things  else  of  quality  and  respect, 
As  doth  import  jou. 

0th.  Please  your  grace,  my  ancient; 

A  man  he  is  of  honesty  and  trust ; 
To  his  conveyance  I  assign  niy  wife. 
With  what  else  needful  your  good  grace  shall  think 
To  be  sent  after  me. 

Duke.  Let  it  be  so. — 

Good  night  to  every  one. —  And,  noble  seignior, 

[To  BUABANTIO. 

If  virtue  no  delighted  beauty  lack, 

Your  son-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

ISen.    Adieu,  brave  Moor!  use  Desdemona  well. 

Bra.    Look  to  her.  Moor  ;  have  a  quick  eye  to  see  ;\ 
)he  has  deceived  her  fiither,  and  may  thee.  J 

[Exeunt  Duke,  Senators,  Ofncers,  ^c* 

0th.    M^Jife  JU4:)^n^  her  faith. —  Honest  lago, 
My  Desdemona  must  1  leave  to  thee. 
I  pr'ythee,  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her ; 
And  bring  them  after  in  the  best  advantage. 
Come,  Desdemona ;  I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matters  and  direction. 
To  spend  with  thee ;  we  must  obey  the  time. 

[Exeunt  Othello  and  Desdemona. 

Bod.   Li  go  — 

lago.    What  say'st  thou,  noble  heart? 

Bod.    AVhat  will  I  do,  thinkest  thou? 

lago.    Why,  go  to  bed,  and  sleep. 

Bod.    I  will  incontinently  drown  myself. 

lago.  Well,  if  thou  dost,  I  shall  never  love  thee  after  it. 
Why,  thou  silly  gentleman. 

Bod.  It  is  silliness  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a  torment ;  and 
then  have  we  a  prescription  to  die,  when  death  is  our  phy- 
sician. 

lago.  0,  villanous !  I  have  looked  upon  the  world  for 
four  times  seven  years,  and  since  I  could  distinguish  between 
a  benefit  and  an  injury,  I  never  found  a  man  that  knew  how 
to  love  himself.  Ere  I  would  say  I  w^ould  drown  myself 
for  the  love  of  a  Guinea-hen,  I  would  change  my  humanity 
with  a  baboon. 

Bod.  Vv^hat  should  I  do  ?  I  confess  it  is  my  shame  to  be 
so  fond ;  but  it  is  not  in  virtue  to  amend  it. 

lago.  NiviViQ  ?  a  JSolL  'tis  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  thus, 
or  thus.  Our  bodies  are  our  gardens ;  to  the  which,  our 
wills  are  gardeners ;  so  that  if  we  will  plant  nettles,  or  sow 
lettuce ;  set  hyssop,  and  weed  up  thyme ;  supply  it  with  one 
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gender  of  herbs,  or  distract  it  with  many ;  either  to  have  it 
sterile  with  idleness,  or  manured  with  industry ;  why,  the 
power  and  corrigible  authority  of  this  lies  in  our  wills.  If 
the  balance  of  our  lives  had  not  one  scale  of  reason  to  poise 
another  of  sensuality,  the  blood  and  baseness  of  our  natures 
would  conduct  us  to  most  preposterous  conclusions.  But 
we  have  reason  to  cool  our  raging  motions,  our  carnal 
Btings,  our  unbitted  lusts ;  whereof  I  take  this,  that  you 
call  —  love,  to  be  a  sect,  or  scion. 

Rod,    It  cannot  be. 

J^acw.  It  is  merely  a  lust  of  the  blood,  and  a  permission 
of  the  will.  Come,  be  a  man  ;  drown  thyself!  drown  cats, 
and  blind  puppies.  I  have  professed  me  thy  friend,  and  I 
confess  me  knit  to  thy  deserving  with  cables  of  perdurable 
toughness;  I  could  never  better  stead  thee  than  now.  Put 
money  in  thy  purse ;  follov/  these  wars  ;  defeat  thy  favor 
with  an  usurped  beard;  I  say,  put  money  in  thy  purse.     It  ^ 

cannot  be,  that  Desdemona  should  long  continue  her  love  to        ^       ^ 
the  Moor, —  put  money  in  thy  purse;  —  nor  he  his  to  her.     '^^   io 
It  w^as  a  violent  commencement,  and  thou  shalt  see  an  an-       r  ^^  \5^ 
swerable  sequestration; — j)ut  but  money  in  thy_purse. —  ^j^''     ^^- 
These  Moors  are  changeable  in  their  wills  :  —  fill  thy  purse   ^~tN'     n^^ 
with  money;   the  food  that  to  him  now  is  as  luscious  as      '^    ^^^ 
locusts,  shall  be  to  him  shortly  as  bitter  as  coloquintida.     ^ v.'      ^ 
She  must  change  for  youth  ;  when  she  is  sated  vdth  his  body,    ^^^^'    v^ 
she  will  find  the  error  of  her  choice. —  She  must  have  change,     ^  >-^     \ 
she  must;  therefore  put  money  in  thy  purse. —  If  thou  wilt       r^ ''  t^ 
needs   damn   thyself,   do   it  in   a  more   delicate  way  than      ,^  \3 
drowning.     Make  all  the  money  thou  canst.     If  sanctimony  ,-^::^ 
and  a  frail  vovr,  betwixt  an  erring  barbarian  and  a  super-   ^\y 
subtle  Venetian,  be  not  too  hard  for  my  wits,  and  all  the 
tribe  of  hell,  thou  shalt  enjoy  her;  therefore  make  money. 
A  pox  of  drov/ning  thyself!  it  is  clean  out  of  the  way;  seek 
thou  rather  to  be  hanged  in  compassing  thy  joy,  than  to  be 
drowned  and  go  without  her. 

Rod.  Wilt  thou  be  fast  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on  the 
issue  ? 

lago.  Thou  art  sure  of  me. — Go,  make  money  ; — I  have 
told  thee  often,  and  I  retell  thee  again  and  again,  I  hate  the 
I^Ioor.  ]\ly  cause  is  hearted ;  thine  hath  no  less  reason. 
Let  us  be  conjunctive  in  our  revenge  against  him ;  if  thoa 
canst  cuckold  him,  thou  dost  thyself  a  pleasure,  and  me  a 
sport.  There  are  many  events  in  the  womb  of  time,  which 
will  be  delivered.  Traverse  ;  go  ;  provide  thy  money.  We 
will  have  more  of  this  to-morrow. — Adieu. 

Rod.  Where  shall  we  meet  i' the  mornins:? 


c 


200  OTHELLO;  THE  MOOH  OF  VENICE.     [Act  IF 

lago.  At  my  lodging. 

Hod,  I'll  be  with  thee  betimes. 

lago.  Go  to ;  farewell.     Do  you  hear,  Roderigo  ? 

Hod.  What  say  you? 

lago.  No  more  of  drowning ;  do  you  hear  ? 

Hod,  I  am  changed.     I'll  sell  all  my  land. 

lago.  Go  to ;  farewell ;  put  money  enough  in  your  purse. 

l^>^  \Exit  "^KoDERIQO. 

Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purse ; 
For  I  mine  own  gained  knowledge  should  profane, 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  such  a  snipe, 
BjiL&V.rny  sporj;  and  profit.     I  hate  the  Moor; 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  sheets 
He  has  done  my  office.     I  know"  not  if't  be  true; 
But  I,  for  mere  suspicion  in  that  kind, 
Will  do,  as  if  for  surety.     He  holds  me  well ; 
The  better  shall  my  purpose  work  on  him. 
^assio^s  a^jproperman.     Let  me  see  noAV ; 
To  get  his  place,  and  to  plume  up  my  will ; 
A  double  knavery, —  How?  how?  —  Let  me  see. — 
^    After  some  time,  to  abuse  Othello's  ear, 
•^     ThaFlie  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife.^ — 
He  hath  a  person ;  and  a  smooth  dispose 
To  be  suspected;  fram.ed  to  make  women  false. 
The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature, 
That  thinks  men  honest,  that  but  seem  to  be  so; 
And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  the  nose, 
As  asses  are. 

I  have't ;  —  it  is  engendered. —  Hell  and  night 
Must  bring  this  monstrous  birth  to  the  world's  light.  [^Ezit, 
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ACT   II. 

•    SiIBEjSIE  I.     A  Seaport  town  in  Cyprus.     A  Platform. 


Enter  Montano  and  Tivo  Gentlemen. 


Mon.  What  from  the  cape  can  you  discern  at  sea? 

1  Crent.    Nothing  at  all.     It  is  a  high-wrought  flood; 
I  cannot,  'twixt  the  heaven  and  the  main, 
Descry  a  sail. 

Mon,    Methinks  the  wind  hath  spoke  aloud  at  land; 
A  fuller  blast  ne'er  shook  our  battlements. 
If  it  hath  ruffianed  so  upon  the  sea, 
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What  ribs  of  oak,  when  mountains  melt  on  them, 
Can  hold  the  mortise  ?  what  shall  we  hear  of  this  ? 

2  Gent,   A-  scgrogation  of-^tkoJUnxkiah  fleet. 
For  do  but  stand  upon  the  foaming  shore, 
The  chiding  billow  seems  to  pelt  the  clouds ; 

The  wind-shaked  surge,  with  high  and  monstrous  main, 
Seems  to  cast  water  on  the  burning  bear, 
And  quench  the  guards  of  the  ever-fixed  pole. 
I  never  did  like  molestation  view 
On  the  enchafed  flood. 

Mon,  If  that  the  Turkish  fleet 

Be  not  ensheltered  and  embayed,  they  are  drowned; 
It  is  impossible  they  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  tJiird  Gentleman. 

3  Crent,   News,  lords !  our  wars  are  done ; 

The  desperate  tempest  hath  so  banged  the  Turks, 
That  their  designment  halts.     A  noble  ship  of  Venice 
Ilath  seen  a  grievous  wreck  and"  sufl'erance 
On  most  part  of  their  fleet. 

Mon.  How  !  is  this  true  ? 

3  G-ent.    The  ship  is  here  put  in, 
A  Veronese ;  Michael  Cassio, 
Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moor,  Othello, 
Is  come  on  shore;  the  Moor  himself 's  at  sea, 
And  is  in  full  commission  here  for  Cyprus. 

3Ion,    I  am  glad  on't ;  'tis  a  worthy  governor. 

3  Gent,    But   this   same    Cassio, —  though   he  speak  of 
comfort. 
Touching  the  Turkish  loss, —  yet  he  looks  sadly. 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  safe;  for  they  were  parted 
With  foul  and  violent  tempest. 

ATon,  A^  'Pray  Heaven,  he  be, 

For  I  havQ^^fved  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full/ soldier.     Let's  to  the  seaside,  ho ! 
As  well  to  see  the  vessel  that's  come  in, 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello ! 
Even  till  we  make  the  main,  and  the  aerial  blue, 
An  indistinct  regard. 

3  Gent,  Come,  let's  do  so ; 

For  every  minute  is  expectancy 
Of  more  arrivance. 

Enter  Cassio. 

(7rts.    Thanks  to  the  valiant  of  this  warlike  isle, 
That  so  approve  the  Moor.     0,  let  the  Heavens 
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Give  him  defence  against  the  elements, 
For  I  have  lost  him  on  a  dangerous  sea! 

Mon.    Is  he  well  shipped? 

Cas.    His  bark  is  stoutly  timbered,  and  his  pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approved  allowance ; 
Therefore  my  hopes^  not  surfeited  to  death, 
Stand  in  bold  cure. 

[  Within.']  A  sail,  a  sail,  a  sail ! 

Unter  another  Gentleman. 

Cas.  What  noise  ? 

4  Gent.    The  town  is  empty ;  on  the  brov/  o'  the  sea 
Slund  ranks  of  people,   and  they  cry  —  A  sail. 

Cas.    My  hopes  do  shape  him  for  the  governor. 

2  Gent.    They  do  discharge  their  shot  of  courtesy; 

\_Guns  heard* 
Our  friends,  at  least. 

Cas.  I  pray  you,  sir,  go  forth, 

And  give  us  truth  who  'tis  that  is  arrived. 

2  Gent.    I  shall.  ^  ^    [J^xit. 

Mon.    But,  good  lieutenant,  is  your  general  wdved?  i 

Cas.    ^Most  fortunately.     He  hath  achieved  a  maid'^  V'*' 
That  paragons  description,  and  Avild  fame;       uf^  \(i  iMt 
One  that  excels  the  quirks  of  blazonincj;  pens,^^ 
And  in  the  essential  vesture  of  creation. 
Does  bear  all  excellently. —  How  now?  who  has  put  in? 

He-enter  second  Gentleman. 

2  Gent.    'Tis  one  lago,  ancient  to  the  general. 

Cas.    He  has  had  m.ost  favorable  and  happy  speed. 
Tempests  themselves,  high  seas,  and  howling  winds^^  ^^^ 
The  guttered  rocks,  and  congregated  sands, —  ja/^J^^"^^ 
Traitors  ensteeped  to  clog  the  guiltless  Jveel,  ^^^'^  % 

As  having  sense  of  beauty,  do^o],nhu0  ^Ayiy\U  C^  jJT ^ 
Their  mortal  natures,  letting  go  safey  by  :gy4il<^  ^aJ^ 
The  divine  Desdemona/  Vodjt3^^ ^¥^^^^i^l[ 

Mon,  "  ^  What  is  she?  (/ 

Cas.    She  that  I  spake  of,  our  great  captain's  captain, 
Left  in  the  conduct  of  the  bold  lago ; 
Whose  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts, 
A  se'ennight's  speed. —  Great  Jove,   Othello  guard,    rj^jfj^ 
And_s\yell  his  sail  withthin£_ow^^ 

TlMtTie^may  bless  this  bay  witlT'his  tall  shrp7  (^ 

Make  love's  quick  pants  in  Desdemona's  arms,        %\h^ 
Give  renewed  fire  to  our  extincted  spirits,   JiKiA^-*-^*^ 
And  bring  all  Cyprus  comt'ort  I  —  0,  behold, 


i 
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Enter  Desdemona,  Emilia,  Iago,  Roderigo,  and  AUen 

ants. 

The  rjnhpii  '^f  tih^-  °^^'p  1^  nonifi  on  shore  !\J  ^ 
Ye  men  of  Cyprus,  let  her  have  your  knees. 
Hail  to  thee,  lady !  and  the  grace  of  Heaven, 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  ev^ry  iiand, 
Enwi^  thee  round  !      t^t<M/i,eJC<^ 

J)cs,  I  thank  you,  valiant  Cassio. 

What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  lord  ? 

Oas.    He  is  not  yet  arrived ;  nor  know  I  aught 
But  that  he's  well,  and  Aviil  be  shortly  here. 

Des.    0,  but  I  fear;  —  How  lost  you  company? 

Cas.    The  great  contention  of  the  sea  and  skies 
Parted  our  fellowship.     But,  hark  !  a  sail.  » 

[(7r^/  witJiin^  A  sail,  a  sail !  then  gu7is  heard* 

2  Gent,    They  give  their  greeting  to  the  citadel; 
This  likewise  is  a  friend. 

Cas.  See  for  the  news. — 

[^Uxit  Gentleman. 
Good  ancient,  you  are  welcome; — welcome,  mistress. — 

ITo  Emilia. 
Let  it  not  gall  your  patience,  good  Lago, 
That  I  extend  my  manners ;   'tis  my  breeding 
That^ives  me  this  bold  show  of  courtesy.        \^Kissing  her. 

lagoT^^Sir,  woulTT^ie^giveyou"  so^  miich  of  her  lips 
As  of  her  tongue  she  oft  bestows  on  me,  . 

You'd  have  enough.  0//    »     — vf.*^  J^ 

Des,  Alas,  she  has  no  speech,  -J*-^^    r"^      Z^  '  ' 

Iago.    In  faith,  too  much ;  /        >l- 

I  find  it  still,  when  I  have  list  to  sleep. 
Marry,  before  your  ladyship,  I  grant, 
She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart,  ~-L  iv/^  "  1 

/r^lJmuC*^^  w^v  ^v^TiA/v.  ^Qu  iiave  little  cause  to  say  so. 
\1      Iago.    Come  orF,  come  on  ;  ^ou  are  pictures  out  of  doors, 
Bells  in  your  parlors,  wild-cats  in  your  kitchens, 
^Saints  in  your  injuries,  devils  being  offended, 
''i^layefs  m  your  house^vTfery,  and  housewives  in  your  beds. 

I)es.    0,  fie  upon  thee,  slanderer !  ,-  . 

Iago.    Nay,  it  is  true,  or  else  I  am  a  Turk;  ,     vvovi^'^  1 

You  rise  to  play,  and  go  to  bed  to  work.  ^     v^i'-'^A'^  "W    '"  j 

Emil.    Y^ou  shall  not  write  my  pj:aiae..>*"n^''^^  '      ,      l  ' 

lagc,  No,  let  me'nft...  ? 

Bes.    What  wouldst  thou  write  of  me,  iT  thoii  shouldst 
praise  mo  ? 
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lago.    0  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to't : 
For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  Qi\itical.  J  C '^  ^  r  ^  ^  ^ 

Des,    Come  on,  assay; — there's  one  gone  to  the  harlor? 

lago.    Ay,  madam.  ^      >,hi'tc\iJ^ 

Des.    I  am  not  merry;  but  I  do  beguiJeLP^^ 

The  thing  I  am,  by  seeming  otherwise. — 

Come,  how  wouldst  thou  praise  me  ? 
lago.    I  am  about  it  ;^t  in(l^eed,^.m^ 

Comes  from  my  pate,  as  bira-rirae  d^es  irom  frize,    -^^ 

It  plucks  it  out  brains  an  (I  allf    But  my  muse  labors^.    /  j^ 

And  thus  she  is  delivered: —  "^fu'ct  U*-^*^    //' 

If  she  be  fair  and  wise, —  fairness,  and  wit^^  ^ctkiU  i/t^-c'l^ 
The  one's  for  use,  the  other  useth  it.  , ,  4,  (t  vc  ((.iL       ' 

Des.    Well  praised !  How  if  she  be  blacl^  and  witty  ? 
1^  T\JiJ^  I  Tf  she  be  black,  and  thereto  fave  a  wit, 
She'll  find  a  white  that  shall  her  blackness  fit. 

Des.    V/orse  and  worse. 

JEmiL    How,  if  fair  and  foolish  ? 

lago.    She  never  yet  was  foolish  that  was  fair, 
For  even  her  folly  helped  ^heiv  to  an  heir.   - 

Des.  These  are  old,  ion*a  paradoxes,  to  make  fools  laugh 
r  the  alehouse.  What  miserable  praise  hast  thou  for  her 
that's  foul  ancljqolisli  ?  /WtavT/C 

lago.    There's  none  so  foul,  and  foolish  thereunto. 
But  does  foul  pranks  which  fair  and  wise  ones  do. 

Des.  0  heavy  ignorance  ! — thou  praisest  the  worst  best.  , 
But  what  praise  couldst  thou  bestow  on  a  deserving  w^om.an  j 
indeed !  one,  that,  in  the  authority  of  her  merit,  did  justly  | 
put  on  the  vouch  of  very  malice  itself? 

lago.    She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never  proud;         — /^  , 
Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  was  never  loud ;  ^ilu-IK/^  ^ 
Never  lacked  gold,  and  yet  went  lieveF  gay ;  ^  vl^ 

Fled  from  her  wish,  and  yet  said, — JSFow  I  may  ;  ^ 

She  that,  being  angered,  her  revenge  being  nigh,  / 

Bade  her  wrong  stay,  and  her  displeasure  Ay  5  jf    j ^ 

1 0^  change  /the  cods  head  lOr  a 'salmon  s  tail;     j 
She  that  could  ^inky  and  ne'er  disclose  her  mind, 
See  suitors  fo\lowing,  and  not  look  behind; 
She  was  a  wight, —  if  ever  such  wight  were,-—,  / 

Des.    To-3#iniat?  ^^    ■<i^i'0^        /w. 

lago.    To  suckle  fools,   and   ohronicJf^  small  beer.{*    ^; 

Des.  0,  most  lame  and  'nn|§teh^  conclusion ! — Ho  hot 
leern  of  him,  Emilia,  though  he  be  thy  husband. —  How 
8ay  you,  Cassio  ?  is  he  not  a  most  profane  and  liberal 
counsellor  ? ,  Iwe^^^vv,]^,  lk>V-  -Or    \^^-i\  {s^'    Ll^M ^- ^ 
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Cas.  He  speaks  "Ej^nj^/madam ;  jou  may  relish  him  more 
in  the  soldier,  than  in  the  scholar.  Vli^^^'-  / 

f  lago.  [^Asiide.']  He  takes  her  by  the  palra,.  Ay,  "^l^-*^  ;^ 
^aiilr  ^vhisper ;  with  as  little  a  web  as  this,  will  I  ensnare 
as  great  a  fly  as  Cassio.  Ay,  smile  upon  her,  do ;  I  will 
gyve  thee  in  thine  own  courtship.  You  say  true ;  'tis  so, 
indeed.  If  such  tricks  as  these  strip  you  out  of  your  lieu- 
tenantry,  it  had  been  better  you  had  not  kissec^  yoi:^r  three 
fingers  so  oft,  which  now  again  you  are  most  'apt  to  play 
the  sir  in.  Very  good ;  well  kissed !  an  excellent  courtesy  1 
'tis  so,  indeed.    Yet  again  your  fingers  to  3^our  lips?  'would 

they  were  clyster-pipes  for  your  sake ! \_Trum^et.~\  The 

Moor  —  I  know  his  trumpet. 

Gas.    'Tis  truly  so. 

Des,    Let's  meet  him,  and  receive/  him. 


7 
(7a^  Lo^  where  he  comes!    i^ '^'-('^^  .-J^^^JL/ 

'^  >r^»  Enter  Othello,  and  Attendants 
OtJi,    0  my  fair  warrior ! 


itUi^'^^' 


(^  (^^  yy^^-^' 


Des,  '  My  dear  Othello ! 

0th,    It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  cont^t,*"  "J 
/  Tg_see  jou  here  before  me.     0  my  "sours  joy ! 
^  If  after  every  tempest  come  such  calms,         ♦^^^ 
May  the  winds  blow  till  they  have  wakened  death  I 
AndT  let  the  laborina;  bark  climb  hills  of  seas,     .   '     / 
Olympus-high;  and  duck  again  as  low  :  ^/L-tc^^-^^ 
As  hell's  from  heaven  !     If  it  were_n03y  to  die, 
!X-were  now  to  be  most  happy;  for,  I  fear, 
My  soul  hath  her  conterU_s.QLji.t)SQlute,        '     ^ 
J^hat  not  another  comfort  like  to  this     *'        I 
Succ££daJii_uiiknowii  fate. 

J)e%.  The  Heavens  forbid 

But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  should  increase, 
Even  as  our  days  do  grow ! 

Otli,  Amen  to  that,  sweet  powers!  — 

I  cannot  speak  enough  of  ^jj^content ; 
It  stops  me  here ;  it  is  todjjrch  of  joy. 
And  this,  and  this,  the  greatest  discords  be, 

\_Kissing  her. 
That  e*er  our  hearts  shall  make ! 

Ia(/o,  0,  you  are  well  tuned  now ! 

But  I'll  set  down  the  pegs  tbaty^ake  thi^music, 
.    As  h'ohest  as  I  am.  ^J^J^^^fM^5^^^2^«^^^^s^(i 

0th.  Come,  leth  to  the  castle. — 

News,  fi  lends ;  our  wars  are  done  ;  the  Turks  are  drowned 
How  do  our  old  acquaintance  of  this  isle?  — 


f'^^^^/i 


'i.i^Jc.f^<^mB;^^  - 
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Hon^y,  you  sliall  be  well  desired  in  Cyprus ; 

,have  found  great  love  amongst  them.     0  my  sweet, 

ftliittle  out  of  fashion,  and  T  dote 
n  mine  owmjomferts. — I  pr'ythee,  good  lago,  * 

Go  to  the  bay,   and  disembark  my  coffers. 
Bring  thou  the  master  to  the  citadel ; 
He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthiness 
Does  challenge  much  respect. —  Come,  Desdemona; 
Once  more,  well  met  at  Cyprus. 

[  Exeimt  Othello,  Desdemona,  and 
Attendants. 

lago.    Do  thou  meet  me  presently  at  tlg^i^or.     Come 
hither.^     If  thou  be'st  valiant, —  as  (theysayj  base  men, 
being  in  love,  have  then  a  nobility  in  their  na^^l^s  more  than/«J| 
is  ijatixe  to  them, — list  me.    The  lieutenant  to-night  watches     I 

on  the  court  of  guard. — First,  I  must  tell  thee  this. Des-     I 

demona  is  directly  in  love  with  him.  K* '' 

Jlod,    With  him  !  why,  'tis  not  possible. 

lago.   Lay  thy  finger — thus,  and  let  thy  soul  be  instructed. 
Mark   me  with  what  violence  she  first  loved  the  Moor,  but 
.for  bragging,  and  telling  her  fantastical  lies ;  and  will  she 
'love  him  still  for  prating  ?    Let  not  thy  discreet  heart  think 
it.     Her^T^  must  be  fed  ;  and  what  delight  shall  she  have 
to  look  ofrare  devil 't    When  the  blnml  is  made  dull  with  the  <^ 
act  of  sport,  there  should  be  —  again  to  inflame  it,  and.tc;^^^^ 
give  jiLtii^t^  a  fresh  appetite  — loveliness  in  f|\W;  syinpatiiy 
in  years,  manners,  and  beauties;  all  which  fhe  Moor  is  de'- 
fective  in.     Novf,  for  want  of  these  required  copxenjemie^.  ku 
her  delicate  tenderness  will  find  itself  aau^tfeegin"  to  heave 
the  gorge,  disrelish  and  abhor  the  Moor ;  very  nature  will 
instruct  her  in  it,  and  compel  her  to  some^second  choice-r 
Now,  sir,  this  granted,  (as  it  is  a  most  pi*egifa]^and  unfoPceo' 
position,)  who  stands  so  eminentlv  in  the  degree  of  this  for-     - 
tune,   as   Cassio  does?   a  kp:^very  vrd^|hhi!  no  further  (t) 


conscionable,  than  in  putting  on  tli^  mere /prm  'of  /C.ivil  and 
humane  seeming,  for  the  b|^^'om]^a£Sin|_£f  1^^^^  and 

most  hidden,  loose  affection^PP^hy,'none7'lv¥yJ''norier    A 


slippery  and  subtle  knave :  a  finder  out  of  occasions  ;  that 
has  an  eye   can  stamp  and  counterfeit  advantages,  though 
true    advantage    never    present   itself:    a    devilish    knave! 
besides   the  knave  is  handsome,  Yp^^J^^•  and  Jijx^^^^ 
jU-ir^i'eqmsites  m  him,  tnat,£aii^  and^gr^en^jminds  look  after  :  a 

j)estilent,  complete  k^^i-uand  the  woman  hath  found  him  A 

already.  ^^f^cSM  

Rod.    I  cannot  believe  that  in  her;  she  is  full  of  most 
blessed  c^iiJiUQii. 
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I^go.    Blessed  fig's  end  !  the  wine  she  drinks  is  made  of 
grai)e3  ;  if  she  had  been  blessed,  she  would  never  have  loved  ( 

the  Moor.     Blessed  Y^^trnVf  ^1)1  dst  thou  not  see  her  pad-  ^  O^A.-L^-^^-CC^ 


die  with  the  palm  of  hTrTTand  ?  didst  not  mark  that  ? 


Rod,  ~Tes7that  I  did ;  Fut  that  was  but  courtesy. 

lago.    Lechery,  by  this    hand ;    an    index,  and    obscure 

met  so  near  with  their  lip 


ogue  to  the  history  of  lust  and  foul  thoughts.  Xli^J-  / 
so  near  with  their  lips,  that  their  breaths  embraced^, 
jDgether.,  ,  Villanons  thoughts.  RodenVo  !  when  these  mu- 
tualities so  marshal  the  way,  hard  at  hand  comes  the  master 
and  main  exercise,  the  incorporate  conclusion.  Pish!  — 
But,  sir,  ba  you  ruled  by  me.  I  have  brought  you  from 
Venice.  Watch  you  to-night ;  for  the  command,  I'll  lay't 
upon  you.  Cassio  knows  you  not;  —  I'll  not  be  far  from 
you.  Do  you  find  some  occasion  to  anger  Cassio,  either  by 
speaking  too  loud,  or  tainting  his  discipline ;  or  from  what 
other  course  you  please,  which  the  time  shall  more  favorably 
minister.  .      / 

Bod.    Well.  cJc^^k  iy>i^^P-^t\^ 

lago.    Sir,  he  is  rash,  and  very  sudden /in  choler ;  and,     ^ 
jiaply,  with  his  truncheon  may  strike  at  youT   Trovolce  him, 
that  he  may;  for,  even  out  jC&'jfet;  y^tLJL^MsQ^^he^e^oJ'  ,  ^  c/t(^'/  /" 
Cyprus  to  mutiny  ;  whose  q u^ticatf^^^^rr  f^nf ^^t^n^  '  /      ''         '  ' 
true  taste  again,  but  by  the  dispianting  of  Cassio.     So  shall 
you  have  a  shorter  journey  to  your  desires,  bV  fhe,  means  I  ... 

shall  then  have  tfot|)^L  ^'m  ; '  arid  the  nn^fe^it^nt'^dsr  "     -  i^^^^^ 
profitably  removed,  without  the  which  there'^ere  no'expecta- 
tion  of  our  pxoSipaiity.  z^-*'^^*^ 

Rod,  I  v/ill  da.tlua,^^^§^^bring  it  to  any  opportunity. 

<5' 


lago,    I  yaniyit  th^T^^B^if  me  by  and  by  at  the  cita-      O) 
del ;  I  must  fetch  his  necessaries  ashore.     Farewell.  v"^ 

Rod.    Adieu.  {Exit.    ^L 

lago,  ..^Tha^  jCassLo^  bves_hci^^^  I^^     well  believe  it ;       v  ^^M 


That  she  loves  him,   'tis  apt,  and  of  great  ci-ediL         ^. 
TheMoor — howbcit  that  I  endure  him  not— -  ^^ 

t-^of^a  constant,  loving,   noble  nature j         '  ^  ^  ' 

Alid,  jr^are  think,  helil  „prove  to  i)esdemona  A^ 

^^los^  dear  husband.     Now  I  do  love  her  too;    Cv^^ 
Not  out  of  aljisoTiIte["Iust,  (though,  peradventure,      ^ 
Xjtand  accQuntajit^jQr_j]L^  grpnt  i^.  sihj       ^ 
,But_£artlxJed-l9-diet  my  I'qvto,  ^;^.X^ 
^^  For  that  I  do  suspect  the  lust^jVioof 
j      ^atlTTeapeT'intp _ my  seal;  the, thought  whereof 
Doth,~like  a  poisonous  mineral,  gnaw  my  inwards ; 
And  nothing  can  or  shall  content  my  soul, 
Till  I  am  even  with  him,  wife  for  wife; 
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Or,  failing  so,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 

At  least  into  a  jealousy  so  strong 

That  jud^men4:ca|inot  cure.     Which  thing  to  do, —      -^  ^^^ 
^_Jf  thi^^^mtfi  of  Venice,  whom  I  trace   <.s/^^^^^M»  ^ 

For  his  quick  hunting,  stand  the  putting  on,       ^^  cf^x>^ 

I'll  have  our  Michael  Cassio  on  the  hip ; 
i,  Y^^use  him  tQ  thej^op^in  the  rank  garb, 
'^^    For TT fear  Cass^  witli  my  nightcap  too; 

Make  the  Moor^thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  me, 

For  making  him  egregiously  an  ass, 

And  practising  upon  his  peace  and  quiet,  ■      ~)yu'^^^^^ 

Even  to  madness.     'Tis  here,  hr,t.  jAt,  ponfnsejl  r/^i-^       |^ 

Knavery's  plain  face  is  never  PPf^n,  ^'^^  ^^«^^       j.uJl^^^^* 


SCENE  II.     A  Street, 
Enter  a  Herald,  with  a  proclamation ;  People  following. 

Her.    It   is    Othello's    pleasure,  our   noble    and    valiant 
general,  tk^tugoiicert^i^^.^^^^^ 

i^he  mere  PC^^^^^^^QQ^^yS^S^ijiV       '^  ^^'^^"*^  man  puflnm- 
self  into  tryomplTf^^ 

each  man  to  what  spoft  and  revels  his  attdictionleads  him ; 
for,  besides  these  beneficial  news,  it  is  the  celebration  of  his 
nuptials.  So  much  was  his  pleasure  should  be  proclaimed. 
All  offices  are  open ;  and  there  is  full  liberty  of  feasting, 
from  this  present  hour  of  five,  till  the  bell  hath  told  eleven. 
Heaven  bless  the  isle  of  Cyprus,  and  our  noble  general, 
Othello!  -.^     <  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III.     A  Hall  in  the  Castle, 
Enter  Othello,  Desdemona,  Cassio,  and  Attendants. 

0th.    Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard  to-night. 
Let's  teach  ourselves  that  honorable  stop. 
Not  to  outsport  discretion. 

Cas.    lago  hath  direction  what  to  do; 
But,  notwithstanding,  with  my  personal  eye 
Will  I  look  to't. 

0th.  lago  is  most  honest. 

Michael,  good  night;  to-morrow,  with  our  earliest, 
Let  me  have  speech  with  you.— Come,  my  dear  love, 
The  purchase  made,  the  fruits  are  to  ensue; 

[To  Desdemona 
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That  profit's  yet  to  come  'twixt  me  and  you. — ^ 

Good  night.  [^Uxeuiit  Otii.,  Des.,  and  Attend. 

Unter  LiGO. 

Cas.    Welcome,  lago  ;  we  must  to  the  watch.  4^'i  y^i_ 

lago.    Not  this  hour,  lieutenant ;  'tis  iiotj[£t_ten_o^ock, 
Our  general  cast  us  thus  early,  for  the  love  of  his  Desde 
mona ;  whom  let  us  not  therefore  blame ;  he  hath  not  yet 
made  wanton  the  night  with  her ;  and  she  is  sport  for  Jove. 

Cas,    She's  a  most  exquisite  lady. 

lago.    And,  I'll  warrant  her,  full  of  game. 

Cas,    Indeed,  she  is  a  most  fresh  and  delicate  creature. 

lago.    What  an  eye  she  has  \,  Methinks  it  sounds  a  par- 
j[ey_of  provocation,  j^^--^  -^ ^^  It^^^-j  CU^ti^^u<<j  t- ^^ 

Cas,    An  inviting  eye  ;  and  yet,  methinks,  right  modest. 

lago.  And,  when  she  speaks,  is  it  not  an  alarm  to  love  ? 

Cas,    She  is,  indeed,  perfection. 

lago,    ^^^Lhappines^to  their  sheets  !    Come,  lieutenant, 
I  have  a  s^raWfef  wine^  and  here  without  are  a  brace  of  ''^ 


Cyprus  gallants',   that  would  fain  have  a  measure  to  the 
health  of  black  Othello,     i-  >^^i- 

Cas,  Not  to-night,  good  lago  ;  I  have  very  poor  and  un- 
happy brains  for  drinking.  I  could  well  wish  courtesy  would 
invent  some  other  custom  of  entertainment. 

lago,    0,  they  are  our  friends.     But  one  cup ;  I'll  drink 

for  you. 

^  •^^'   I  have^^drunk  but  one  cup  to-night;  and  that  waa 

^  ^i^l^^^^]^^!^mi.X^Q^  and,  behold,  what  innovation  it  makes 

L  •  irere.     i  am  imortunate  in  the  infirmity,  and  dare  not  task 

my  weakness  with  any  more. 

lago.  What,  man  !  'tis  a  night  of  revels ;  the  gallants 
desire  it. 

Cas,    Where  are  they  ? 

lago.    Here  at  the  door ;  I  pray  you,  call  them  in. 

Cas.  'I'll  do't ;  but  it  dislikes  me.  \Exit  Cassio. 

lagoi    I^  I  can  fasten  but  one  cup  upon  him. 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-night  already, 
He'll  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  ofi'ence 
As  my  young  mistress'  dog.     Now,  my  sick  fool,  Roderigo, 
Whom  love  has  turned  ahnost  the  wrong  side  outward, 
To  Desdemonaj^jhatlii  to-night  caroused 
Potations  jioVtlj  Vleeir;  and  he's  to  watch. 
Three  lads  of  Cyprus, —  nobl^  swell^u^  .spirits, 
That  hold  their  honors  in  a  Wai$ 'Tdistance, 
The  very  elements  of  this  warlike  ej^e, 
Have  I  to-nio;ht  flustered  with  flowing  cups. 
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And  they  watch  too.     Now,  'mongst  this  flock  of  drunkards, 

Am  I  to  put  our  Cassio  in^  some  action 

That  may  offend  the  isle.— But  here  they  come: 

If  consequence  do  but  aggrov^  my  dream,  -s^^      /jL^t 

My  boat  sails  freely,  both  with  wind  and  stream.'    J^^'^f^ 

Be-enter  Cassio,  with  liim  Montano,  and  Gentlemen. 

Cas,    Tore  Heaven,  they  have  given  me  a  rouse  already* 
Mon.    Good  faith,  a  little  one ;  not  past  a  pint,  as  I  am  a 
soldier. 

lago.    Some  wine,  ho  !  ^c 

And  let  me  the  eanaJcin  clinic,  clinic;  [Sings. 

And  let  me  the  canakin  clink: 
A  soldiers  a  man; 
A  life's  hut  a  span  ; 
Will/,  then,  let  a  soldier  drink. 

Some  wine,  boys  !  -      [Wine  brought  in. 

Cas,    'Fore  Heaven,  an  excellent  song.  , 

lar/o.  I  learned  it  in  England,  where  (indeed)  they  are 
most  potent  in  potting.  Your  Dane,  your  German,  and 
your  swag-bellied  Hollander, —  drink,  ho  !  —  are  nothing  to 
your  English.  ^a^  ,vA^  '^  . 

Cas,    Is  your  Englishman  so  expert  In  his  drinking  ? 
lago.    Why,  he  drinks  you,  with  facility,  ypur  D^ejjf^ad 
drunk ;  he  sweats  not  to  overthrow  your  Almain  ;  ne  givea  il 
your  Hollander  a  vomit,  ere  the  next  pottle  can  be  filled.  ^  r 
Cas,    To  the  health  of  our  general.  '  * 

3Ion,    I  am  for  it,  lieutenant ;  and  I'll  do  you  justice.  /  f  ^ 
lago,    0,  sweet  England !  ^^^^?^^'^^ 

King  Stephen  was  a  worthy  jpeer,         t^^Ao^o.        *| 
His  breeches  cost  him  but  a  crown;'         \        ^^^^ 

He  held  them  sixpence  all  to  dear,  <5W*^!?^ 

With  that  he  called  the  tailor  —  lown,^\^ 

He  ivas  a  ivight  of  high  renown, 

And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree; 
'Tis  pride  that  pulls  the  country  down; 

Then  take  thine  auld  cloak  about  thee. 

Some  wine,  ho  ! 

Cas.  Why,  this  is  a  more  exquisite  song  than  the  other. 

lago.  Will  you  hear  it  again? 

Cas.    No ;  for  I  hold  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his  place, 
that  does  those  things.— W2II,-- Heaven's  above  all;  and 
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there  be  souls  thafmust  be  saved,  and  there  be  souls  must 
not  be  saved. 

lago.    It's  true,  good  lieutenant. 

Oas.  For  mine  own  part, —  no  offence  to  the  general,  or 
an  J  man  of  quality, —  1  hope  to  be  saved. 

lago.    And  so  do  I  too,  lieutenant. 

Cas.  Ay,  but,  by  your  leave,  not.  before  me ;  the  lieu- 
tenant is  to  be  saved  before  the  ^afio!^OJ^et's  have  no  more 
of  this;  let's  to  our  affairs. —  Forgive  us  our  sins  ! — Gentle- 
men, let's  look  to  our  business.  ^Do  not  think,  gentlemen, 
J  am  drunk ;  this  is  my  ancient^^ —  this  is  my  right  hand, 
and  this  is  my  left  hand. —  I  am  not  drunk  now;  I  can 
stand  well  enough,  and  speak  wxll  enough. 

All.    Excellent  well. 

Oas.  , Why,  very _  well,  then ;  you  mu^t  not  think,  then, 
_that  I  am  drunk.  [Exit. 

Mon7  To  the  platform,  masters  ;  come,  let's  see  the  watch. 

lago.    You  see  this  fellow,  that  is  gone  before. — 
IIe_ia-^^^oMi£r_Jii_to  .stand  by  Caesar  /        *_a 

And  give  direction;  and  do  but  see  his  vice.;/ rt  14/^*" 
'Tis  to  his  virtue  a  just  equing2i:,-«^^ccaC        * 
The  one  as  long  as  the  other :  'tis  'pity  of  him. 
I  fear  the  trust  Othello  puts  him  in,  / 

On  some  odd  time  of  his  infirmity   c  w  ^b<.  ^/c  c 
Will  shake  this  island.  J 

Mon.  But  is  he  often  thus? 

lago.    'Tis  evermore  the  pnJjQgue  to  his  sleep.  A  ''''''-^ 
He'll  watch  the  horologe  a  double  set,    ^X/Cre^  «   >tU/fcKt«-  Hj**-*^  K»wk  ^ 
If  drink  rock  not  his  cradle.  ^*^  -j 

Mon.  It  were  well  ^ 

The  general  were  put  in  mind  of  it. 
Perhaps  he  sees  it  not ;  or  his  good  nature 
Prizes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Cassio, 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils.     Is  not  this  true? 

Enter  Roderigo. 

lago.    IIow  now,  Roderigo  ?  \^Aside, 

I  pray  you,  after  the  lieutenant ;  go.       [Exit  RoDERtao. 

3Ion.    An^lii^  great  pity,  that  the  noble  Moor  ^ 

Should  nazam  such  a  place,  as  his  own  second. 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity ;    oi^^<lX^i^  -^^ 
It  were  an  honest  action  to  say       'J       K 
So  to  the  Moor. 

lago.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  island. 

I  do  love  Cassio  well ;  and  would  do  much 
To  cure  him  of  this  evil.     But  hark !  what  noise  ? 

[Org  within  —  Help!  help  i 
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Re-enter  Cassio,  driving  in  RoderigO. 

Ca%,    You  rogue  !  you  rascal ! 

Mon,  What's  the  matter,  lieutenant? 

Cas.    A  knave! — teach  me  my  duty!  /  »    . 

I'll  beat  the  knave  into  a  twiggen  bottle.  X*^  *^''^'  ^*- •^'^'^^ '■^ 

Rod,   Beat  me  !  ^      . 

Cas,  Dost  thm  prate,  rogue  ? 

\_Striking  RoDEiiiGO. 

Mon,  Ni^y?  good  lieutenant ; 

\_Staying  him, 
I  pray  you,  sir,  hold  your  hand. 

Cas.  Let  jne^Oj^ir, 

Or  I'll  knock  you  o'er  the  tt) a^jz^a^i-d , >^l^^^P^I(^ 

Mon,    Come,  come,  you're  drunk. 

Cas,    Drunk  !  [  They  fight. 

lago.    Away,  I  say !  go  out,  and  cry  —  A  mutiny, 

\_Aside  to  Rod.,  who  goes  out. 
Nay,  good  lieutenant, —  alas,  gentlemen, — 
Help,  ho  !  —  Lieutenant, —  sir, —  Montano, —  sir ;  — 
Help,  masters!  —  Here's  a  goodly  watch,  indeed!  | 

[Bell  rings. 
Who's  that  that  rings  the  bell?  —  Diablo,  ho! 
The  town  will  rise ;  God's  will,  lieutenant !  hold ; 
You  will  be  shamed  forever. 

Enter  Othello  and  Attendants. 

0th,  .\>^^  What  is  the  matter  here? 

Mon,    I  bleed  still;  I  am  hurt  to  the  deatli :  —  he  dies. 

0th.    Hold,  for  your  lives.  )r{y\A\X^ 

lago.  Hold,  hold,  lieutenant,  sir,  Montano, — gentlemen,—* 
Have  you  forgot  all  sense  of  place  and  duty  ? 
Hold,  hold  !  the  general  speaks  to  you ;  hold,  for  shame  ! 

0th.  Why,  how  now,  ho  !  from  whence  ariseth  this  ? 
Are  we  turned  Turks ;  and  to  ourselves  do  that, 
Which  Heaven  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites  ? 
I  For  Christian  shame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawl.        r  a  lU 
^He  that  stirs  next  to  cjirve  for  his  own  rage,    '^"""^^^^'^^j. 
Holds  his  soul  light;  he  dies  upon  his  motion. —  ^^K^^i^ij!^*^ 
Silence  that  dreadful  bell ;  it  frights  the  isle     "^t^-^  ^vj^^ 
From  her  propriety. — What  is  the  matter,  masters?  <y^^^^Tn^ 
|Ionest  Ja_go,  that_jook',st  dead  with  grieving,  V>v«^^ 

Speak,  w-lio~I)egan  this?  on  thy  love,  I  charge  thee, 

lago.    I  do  not  know;  —  friends  all  but  now,  even  now, 
In  quarter,  and  in  terms  like  bride  and  groom 
Divesting  them  for  bed;  and  then,  but  now, 
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(As  if  some  planet  had  unmtted  men,)        4  \ 

Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other's  breast, 

In  opposition  bloodj.     I  cannot  speak    v  ^    |^^ 

Any  beginning  to  this  p^fi^iaii  odds ;    J/* 

And  'would  in  action  glorious  I  had  lost 

These  legs,  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it ! 

Qth,    How  comes  it,  Michael,  you  are  thus  forgot?         t     f    y^\jiju 

Cas.    I  pray  you,  pardon  me,  - 1  cannot  speak.       s^\Ju  V-^^^^^"^^^^ 

0th,  Worthy  Montano,  you  were  wont  be  civil  ;Vt^r^___ 

The  gravity  and  stillness  of  yotrr"yoirtTF^^^^^^^fe[f''2S^  .ji^ 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  vnnr.nmnA  ia  fff^^rn^^T    ^       _  "CE^ 


±ne  worm  nam  notea,  g^ojouivname  is  greiCT^ 
In  mouths  of  wisest  jcon^r^^^^miat's  the  matter,  -  •'iw^  /y. 

That  you  Unlace  Wr^^;egi^  M..,>;.^  ^^^fko 

And  spend  your  n(^opinion^  fSrtlie  natae  if  ^•^'sijL 

Of  a  night  brawler?     Give  me  answer  to  it.  yf 

Mon.  Worthy  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  danger.  ^^ 

Your  officer,  lago,  can  inform  yo\i—^^^^f^  ^^^^^j^^ 
While  I  spare  speech,  (which  ^ometji^  now  .offends  me)— 
Of  all  that  I  do  know :  nor  know  I  aught      .^^^  ^  A  ** 

By  me  that's  said  or  done  amiss  this  night :  ^NS^  ^. . 

Unless  self-charity  be  sometime  a  vice;. — -  '   V)P^    *       '^*    -. 

And  to  defend  ourselves  it  be  a  sin,  ^"^rVV 

I      When  violence  assails  us.  ^  'j^'" 

^^^^•v>^*-^y^i^  -Sq.Wi  by  Heaven,  ^^ 

My;  bljod  begins  my  ^saffijc^uides  to  rule ;     v 
jiA'And  passion,  having  my  best  judgment  (jollied^ 
..    Assays  to  lead  the  way.     If  I  once  stir, 

Or  do  but  lift  this  arm,  the  best  of  you 

Shall  sink  in  my  rebuke.     Give  me  to  know 

Hovf  this  foul  rout  began,  who  set  it  on; 

And  he  that  is  approved  in  this  offence. 

Though  he  had  twinned  with  me,  both  at  a  birth, 

Shall  lose  me. — What !  in  a  town  of  war, 

Yet^nR  |he^oi)lej  hearts  brimful  of  fear^ 

To^'^n^n a^e^piT^      and  (jomestic  quarrel,     a^vJGm^^^^ 

Ixi  niglitjand  on  the  court  of  guard  and  safety ! 

'Tis  monstrous. —  lago,  who  began  it?  ,     ^    1     n       .^XJtxt' 

Mon.    If  partially  affined,  or  leagued  in  office,     t^-^'-^'^y^"*'^'*'^^'*'*^ 

Thou  dost  deliver  more  or  less  than  truth, 

Thou  art  no  soldier.  .      ^  -fe^ 

I^mj,>J^  Jouch  nje„JiQt  &o.iiear.  (>^*^^H^.rvU^  ^/v^-^-^ 

I  haa  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my  mouth, 

Than  it  should  do  offence  to  Michael  Cassio; 

Yet,  I  persuade  myself,  to  speak  the  truth 

Shall  nothing  wrong  him. —  Thus  it  is,  general. 

Montano  and  myself  being  in  speech. 
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There  comes  a  fellow,  crying  out  for  help;  /^U^-^m 

And^a^sio  following  with  dptprminpd   R.wnrrlj  4tOt-r^ 

To  ^xtcu^upon  him.     Sir,  this  gentleman 

Steps  in  to'  Cassio,  and  entr^ts  his  pause ; 

Myself  the  crying  fellow  did  pursue, 

Lesty  by  his  clamor,  (as  it  so  fell  out,) 

The  town  might  fall  in  frio;ht.     He,  swift  of  foot,  ^  mA^'^^ 

For  that  I  heard  the  clioi  and  fall  of  swords,  ^^X^^-^^^  i- 


Outran  my  purpose ;  and  I  returned  the  rather.^ 
For  that  I  heard  the  clioi  and  fall  of  swords. 
And  Cassio  high  in  oath;  which,  till  to-night, 


I  ne'er  might  say  before.     When  I  came  back 
(For  this  was  brief)  I  found  them  close  together, 
At  blow,  and  thrust ;  even  as  again  they  were 
When  you  yourself  did  part  them. 
^  More  of  this  matter  can  I  not  report ;  — 

But  men  are  men ;  the  best  sometimes  forget. — 
^Though  Cassio  did  some  little  wrong  to  him, — 
As  men  in  rage  strike  those  that  wish  them  best,— 
Yet,  surely,  Cassio,  I  believe,  received,  »  > 

^.-M^From  him  that  fled,  some  strange  in^i^nity,  x^v^>i>-^"^ 
«tigj|irw^^^  Which  patience  could  not  pass,    n^^-^^   •  ^ 

^^^  O^/i.  I  know,  lago,      ^^^^^  ^ 

Thy  honesty  and  love  doth  juioce  this  matter,  ^'^''YJ^t/"'^ 
Making  it  light  to  Cassia^rnJOassio,  I  love_theej 
But  never  niore_bc_officer  of  mine. — 

•  Snter  Desdemona,  attended. 

Look,  if  my  gentle  love  be  not  raised  up;  — 
I'll  make  thee  an  example. 

J)e%,  What's  the  matter,  dear? 

Otlu    All's  well  now,  sv/eeting;  come  away  to  bed. 
Sir,  for  your  hurts. 
Myself  will  be  your  surgeon:  —  Lead  him  off. 

[  To  Mont  A  NO,  ivlio  is  led  off. 
lago,  look  with  care  about  the^  town ; 
And  silence  those  whom  this  vile  brav»d  distracted. — 
Come,  Desdemona ;  'tis  the  soldiers'  life. 
To  have  their  balmy  slumbers  waked  with  strife. 

[^Exeunt  all  hut  Iago  and  Cassio. 

lago.    What,  are  you  hurt,  lieutenant? 

Oas.    Ay,  past  all  surgery. 

Iago,    Marry,  heaven  forbid ! 

Cas.  Reputation,  reputation,  reputation!  0,  I  have 
lost  my  reputation  !  I  have  lost  the  immortal  part,  sir,  of 
myself,  and  what  remains  is  bestial. —  My  reputation,  Iago, 
my  reputation. 
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lajo.  As  I  am  an  honest  man,  I  thought  you  had  received 
some  bodily  wound;  there  is  more  offence  in  that,  than  in 
reputation.  Reputation  is  an  idle  and  most  false  imposition  ; 
oft  got  without  merit,  and  lost  without  deserving.  You  have 
lost  no  reputation  at  all,  unless  you  repute  yourself  such  a 
loser.     What,  man  !  there  are  ways  to  recover  the  sreneral 


again.^  You  are  but  nowcasOn  his  mo^,  a  punishment 
more  in  policy  than  in  malice;  even  so  as  ine  would  beat 
his  offenceless  dog,  to  affright  an  imperious  lion.  Sue  to  him 
again,  and  he's  yours. 

Cas,    I  will  rather  sue  to  be  despised,  than  to  deceive  so  r     'vv«''^!^j5<» 

good  a  commander,  with  so  slight,  so  drunken,  and  so  indis-    \>j^  '  ^a^^^ 
creet  an  officer.    Drunk?  and  speak  parrot?  and  squabble?       ^v^"   ^ 
swagger  ?    swear  ?    and    discourse    fusii^  with    one's    own  .1^  ^^U«»0{»  W^ 
shadow  ?  —  0  thou  invisible  spirit  of  wine,  if  thou  hast  no  "" 
name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  call  thee  —  devil ! 

^lago.    AVhat  was  he  that  you  followed  with  your  sword  ? 
What  had  he  done  to  you  ? 

Oas.    I  know  not. 

lago.    Is  it  possible? 

Cas.  I  remember  a  mass  of  things,  but  nothing  distinctly; 
a  quarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore.— 0  that  men  should  pi^^ 
an  enemy  in  their  mouths,  to  steal  away  their  brains !  that 
we  shouia,  with  loy,  revel,  pleasure,  and  applause,  transfom 
ourselves  into  beasts!  '  * 

^Tago^  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough.  How  came 
you  thus  recovered  ? 

Cas.  It  hath  pleased  the  devil,  drunkenness,  to  give  place 
to  the  devil,  wrath;  one  unperfectness  shows  me  anpther,. 
to  make  me  frankly  despise  myself.      -vW-c^'^^'    ^ 

lajo.  Come,  you  are  too  severe  a  moraler.  As  the  time, 
the  place,  and  the  condition  of  this  country  st?^s,  I  could 
heartily  wish  this  had  not  befallen ;  but,  since  it  is  as  it  is, 
mend  it  for  your  own  good. 

Cas.    I  v/ill  ask  him  for  my  place  again ;  he  shallJylHi^ 
I  am  a  drunkard  !     Had  I  as  many  mouths  as  IlydjS^  sujn 
an  answer  would  stop  them  all.     To  be  now  a  sensible  man,  v  ♦    ^^ 

j^y  and  by  a  fool,  and  presently  a  beast !     0,  strange  ! —  f  V^'    ' 

Every  inordinate  cup  is  unblessed,  and  the  ingredient  is  a  devil.         AjL/*^ 

lago.  Come,  come,  good  wine  is  a  familiar  good  creatui'^,  ^"  ^ 
if  it  be  well  used ;  exclaim  no  more  against  it.     And,  good 
lieutenant,  I  think,  you  think  I  love  you. 

Cas.    I  have  well  approved  it,  sir. —  I  drunk ! 
^  lago.    You,  or  any  man  living,  may  be  drunk  at  some 
time,  man.     I'll  tell  you  what  you  shall  do.     Oar  general's 
wife  is  now  the  general;  —  I  may  say  so  in  this  respect,  for  ^ 
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that  he  hath  devoted  and  given  up  himself  to  the  ^^^^^^Wu^^^^- 
plation,  mark,  and  denotement  of  her  parts  and  graces  ij^"^^ 
Confess  yourself  freely  to  her  ;  hn|iortune  her ;  she'll  Mp  O-^H^ 
to  put  you  in  your  place  again;  she  is  of  so  free,  so  kind, 
s6*4^f5^o  blessed  a  disposition,  that  she  holds  it  a  vice  in 
her  goodness,  not  to  do  more  than  she  is  requested.     This 
broken  joint  between  you  and  her  husband,  entreat  her  to 
splinter ;  and,  my  fortunes  againstf-^^fn^jTay  worth  naming, 
this  crack  of  your  love  shall  grow  stronger  than  it  was  before. 
Cas,    You  advise  me  welL 

i^    T  protest,  in  the    sincerity  of  love,  and   honest 
kindness.  i^e^juJUi 

Cas.    I  think  it  ^1 J ;  and  betime^in  the  morning,  I 
will  beseech  the  f?iWaus  Desdemona  to*  undertake  for  nie.  ^^ 
I  am  desperate  ofsjny  fortunes,  if  they  fih^di  me  here.  ^ 
lago.    You  are  in  the  right.     Good  night,  lieutenant ;  1 
must  to  the  watch. 

Cas.    Good  night,  honest  lago.  lExit  Cassio. 

lago.  And  what's  he,  then,  that  says,— I  play  the  villain? 
When  this  advice  is  free,  I  give,  and  honest, 
J>robal  to  thinking,  and  (indeed)  the  course 
To  win  the  Moor  again  ?  for,  'tis  most  easy 
The  iiicliniii^  Desd£mona  to  subdue 
In  any  I^SSTsuit;  she's  framed  as^  fruitful 
As  the  free  elements.     And  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor, —  were't  to  renounce  his  baptism, 
All  seals  and  symbds^of^edeemed  sin,— 
Ilis  soul  is  so  enfettoecfto  her  love,  .wLoJ^ 

That  she  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  she  list, 
..     Even  as  her  {Jpp^CltTshall  play  the  god 
<      With  his  weak  function.     How  am  I  then  a  villain, 
To  counsel  Cassio  to  this  parallel  course. 
Directly  to  his  good  ?     Divinity  of  hell ! 
When  devils  will  their  blackest  sins  put  on,  .     _y^ 

\They  do  suggest  at  first  with  heavenly  shows,  .aa'^^^ 
N^As  I  do  now;  for  while  this  honest  fool 
/  Plies^  Desdemona,  to  repair  his  fortunes, 
^     And  she  for  him  pleads  strongly  to  the  Moor, 
I'll  pour  this  pestilence  into  his  ear, — 
That  she  repeals  him  for  her  body's  lust; 
And,  by  how  much  she  strives  to  do  him  good, 
She  snail  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor. 
So  will  I  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch; 
And  out  of  her  own  goodness  make  the  net 
That  shall  enmesh  them  all.— How  now,  Koderigo? 
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Enter  Eoderigo. 

fi.  "^"k^"   }  "^l  ''°"°'''  ''®''°  '"  '"i"  «'i'»se,  not  like   a  hound  W 

that  hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  the  cW.     Mv  monify  is  f^ \ 

almost  spent;  I  have  been  to-night  ex-iedin/y  well  cu< !     y^.^J^ 

gelled;    and,  I  think,  the  ^KSSHW  be -I  sliu  have  so 

much  experience  for  my  iiains  •  -i-nA  c^   .^\\ 

fll!    nn,q  o  i;tfi„  '"/pains,  ana  so,  with  no  money  at 

all,  and  a  little  more  ^t,  return  to  Venice.  ^^vsJlvLa^^VU^ 

jf^f-LHow  poor  are  they  that  have  not  patience! 
What  woS^.  i,d  ever  heal  but  by  degrees  ?     " 

A^irr'  7  ''°1-,^^  ^'''  ^"^  »^">y  witchcraft; 
And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time 

Does't  not  go  well?     Cassio  hath  beaten  thee,A^^ 

Tl?n^,.^";^  ^.'•''  ''"'^"  •'"''  ^""'^  cashiered  C^. 
Though  other  things  grow  fair  against  the  sun,  ' 

Yet  fruits  that  blossom  first,  will  first  be  ripe 
Content  thyself  awhile.- By  the  mass,   '  isT^rning- 
Pleasure    and  action,  make  the  hours  'seem  short.^' 
Ketne  thee;  go  where  thou  art  billeted.i«,pp^*ra:t<ju 
Away,  I  say;  thou  shalt  know  more  herwlfter; 
Nay,  get  jjee^  gone.     [E^^U  Rod.]     Two  things  are  to  bo 

My  wife  must  r^^or  Cassio  to  her  mistress; 
X  11  set  her  on  ;  ■  ' 

Myself,_  the  while,  to  draw  the  Moor  apart 
.j^nd  bring  him  jump  when  he  may  Cassio  find 
|i!mng  his  wife.     Ay,  that's  the  way; 
Vail  not  device  by  coldness  and  delay.  r^  -^ 


ACT   III. 

SCENE  I.     Before  the  Castle. 
Enter  Cassio  and  some  Musicians., 

Cbs    Masters,  play  here,  I  will  coTtent^youi^  pains 
Something  that's  brief;  and  bid-good  mTrr^,  geS? 

[Musio, 

Unter  Clown. 

I  tha^'f'w  ^'  '""f  ^''!i:  ^^^^  ^^^'  instruments  been  at  Kaples. 
Itliat  thej  speak  i' the  nose  thus?  ^^tx^apies, 

1  Mus.    How,  sir,  how ! 

Oh,   Are  these,  I  praj  you,  called  win^  instruments? 
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1  3Ius.  Ay,  marry,  are  they,  sir. 
Oh,  0,  thereby  hangs  a  taiL  ^ 
1  Mu^     Whereby  hangs   a  tale,  sir  f  ,       t  i 

'  aio  Marry,  sir,  by  many  a  wind-instrument  that  i  know. 
But  master  J  hei'e's^  money  for  you ;  and  the  general  so 
£  your  misic,  that  he  desires  you  of  all  loves,  to  make 
no  more  noise  with  it. 

1  3Ius.    Well,  sir,  we  will  not. 

Clo  If  you  have  any  music  that  may  not  be  heard,  to  t 
again .,  but'  as  they  say,  to  hear  music,  the  general  does 
not  greatly  care. 

1  3Iiis.    We  have  none  such,  sir. 

Clo.    Then  put. p  your  pipes  iu  yo-Jag   ^or  HI  a.a^y. 

Go;  vanish  into  air,  away.  c  ■      j  ■■/ 

Oas.    Dost  thou  hear,  ray  honest  tnend  .' 
_^^7«     No   I  hear  not  your  honest  friend ;  i  hear  you. 
.       ^JC..-^  Pr'Vthee,  keep  up  thy  (liimet-    There's  a  poor  piece 
i&^  *^f  gold  for  thee     if  the  gentlewoman  that  attends  the  gen- 
T  ekfs  wife  be  stirring,  tell  her  there's  one  Cassio  entreats 

her  a  little  favor  of  speech.     Wilt  thou  do  this? 

v..    She  is  stirring;  if  she  will  stir  hither,  I  shall ^em 
to  notify  unto  her.  ^,   j-m. 

Enter  Iago. 


A 


Gas,   Do,  good  my  friend.— L 
Iago.    You  have  not  been  abed,  then  r 
Cas,    Why,  no ;  the  day  had  broke 
Before  we  parted.     I  have  made  bold,  logo, 
To  send  in  to  your  wife.     My  suit  to  her 
Is,  that  she  will  to  virtuous  Desdemona 
Propnro  me  some  access.  , 

iTgo  I'l^  s^"^  ^^''  ^"^  you  presently; 

And  I'll  devise  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor     ^ 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converse  and  busmess      ^^^^^ 
May  be  more  free.  ,        _  ,  ^         * 

das.   I  humbly  thank  you  for't.     I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honest. 

Jinter  Emilia. 
Emil.   Good  morrow,  good  lieutenant;  I  am  sorry 
For  your  displeasure;  but  all  will  soon  be  well. 
The  general,  and  his  wife,  are  talking  of  it ; 
ind  fhe  speaks  for  you  stoutly.     The  Moor  replies, 
I'hat  he  you  hurt,  is  of  great  fame  m  Cyprus, 
And  great  affinitj:;  and  that,  in  wholesome  wisdom, 
fie  mfght  not  biTTefuse  you.    But,  he  protests,  ho  loves  you  , 
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And  needs  no  other  suitor,  but  his  likings, 
To  take  the  saf'st  occasion  hj  the  front, 
To  bring  jou  in  again. 

Cas.  Yet,  I  beseech  youj— ^ 

If  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  may  be  done, —  *•>. 

Give  me  advantage  of  some  brief  discourse 
With  Desdemona  alone. 

£miL  'Pray  you,  come  in; 

I  will  bestow  you  where  you  shall  have  time 
To  speak  your  bosom  freely. 

Oas,  I  am  much  bound  to  you.     [^Fxeunt 

SCENE  II.     A  Boom  in  the  Castle, 

Enter   Othello,    Iago,    a7id   Gentlemen, 

0th.    These  letters  give,  Iago,  to  the  pilot; 
And,  by  him,  do  my  duties  to  the  state. 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  works ; 
Repair  there  to  me. 

Iago,  Well,  my  good  lord,  I'll  do't. 

0th,    This  fortification,  gentlemen, —  shall  we  see't? 

Gent,    We'll  wait  upon  your  lordship.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  IIL     Before  the  Castle, 
Bnter  Desdemona,  Cassio,  and  Emilia. 

JDes.    Be  thou  assured,  good  Cassio,  I  will  do 
All  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf. 

JEmil,  Good  madam,  do ;  I  know  it  grieves  my  husband, 
As  if  the  case  were  his. 

Bes.    0,  that's  an  honest  fellow. —  Do  not  doubt,  Cassio, 
But  I  will  have  my  lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Cas,  Bounteous  madam. 

Whatever  shall  become  of  Michael  Cassio, 
He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  servant. 

Bes.    0  sir,  I  thank  you.     You  do  love  my  lord  ; 
You  have  known  him  long;  and  be  you  well  assured 
He  shall  in  strangeness  stand  no  further  off 
Than  in  a  politic  distance.     Hi— i^  -'^f     ^wCaJMlaaj  r^i^^-^^^-^'-^^^y^ 

Cas.  )Ay,  but;|lajy/  \  ^    ^      / 

That  policy  may  either  last  so  long,^  r    ^  {^y.   t^^^  "^ 

Or  feed  upon  such  nice  and  -waterish  diet,  -c^^-w-^^<-^^^^ 
Or  breed  itself  so  out  of  circumstance, 
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That,  1  being  absent,  and  my  place  supplied, 
My  general  will  fore-et  my  love  and  service. 

Des.    Do  not  cmubtinatS^  before  Emilia  here, 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place ;  assure  thee, 
If  I  do  vow  a  friendship,  I'll  perform  it 
To  the  last  article :  my  lord  shall  never  rest ; 
I'll  w^atch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  patience:     X"^^ 
His  bed  shall  seem  a  school,  his  board  a  shrift;  ^S?^^ 
I'll  intermingle  every  thing  he  does 
With  Cassio's  suit.     Therefore  be  merry,  Cassio ; 
For  thy  solicitor  shall  rather  die, 
Vfl^han  give  thy  cause  away.i^cV 

Enter  Othello  and  Iago,  at  a  distance, 

Emih  Madam,  here  comes 

My  lord. 

Cas,        Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Des,  Why,  stay, 

And  hear  me  speak. 

Cas.    Madam,  not  now ;  I  am  very  ill  at  ease ; 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purposes. 

Des.        ^         ^  Well,  well,  . 

Do  your  discretion.  \^Exit  Cassiou^^ 

Iago.  l]^  I  like  not  i\i^iXl   -^''^  ^<i-^\J^*^ 

0th.  What  dost  thou  say  ?  \  ^^  ^ 

Iago.    Nothing,  my  lord;  or  if — I  know  not  what 

Ofh.  Was  not  that  Cassio,  parted  from  my  wife  ? 

Iago.    Cassio,  my  lord  ?     No,  sure,  I  cannot  think  it, 
That  he  would  steal  away  so  guiltylike. 
Seeing  you  coming. 

0th.  I  do  believe  'twas  he. 

Des.    How  now,  my  lord  ? 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  suitor  here, 
A  man  that  languishes  in  your  displeasure. 

0th.  Who  is't  you  mean  ? 

Des.  Why,  ycpr  lieutenant,  Cassio.     Good  my  lord, 
If  I  have  any  gi^ce  or  power  to  move  you. 
His  present  reconciliation  take ; 
For,  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you, 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honest  face. 
I  pr'ythee  call  him  back. 

0th.  Went  he  hence  now? 

Des.    Ay,  sooth ;  so  humbled. 
That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  grief  with  me; 
I  suffer  with  him.     Good  love,  call  him  back. 
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0th.    Not  now,  sweet  Desdemona ;  some  other  time. 
Des.    But  shall't  be  shortly  ? 

OtL  The  sooner,  sweet,  for  you. 

Des.    Shall't  be  to-night  at  supper  ? 
0th.  No,  not  to-night. 

Des.    To-morrow  dinner,  then  ? 

0th.  I  shall  not  dine  at  home; 

I  meet  fhe  captains  at  the  citadel. 

Des.  Why  then,  to-morrow  night ;  or  Tuesday  morn  ; 
Or  Tuesday  noon,  or  night ;  or  Wednesday  morn. — 
I  pray  thee,  name  the  time ;  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  days.     In  faith,  he's  penitent ; 
And  yet  his  trespass,  in  our  common  reason, 
(Save  that,  they  say,  tha  wars  must  make  examples 

Out  of  their  best,)  isjT^^jj^Sg^ o^  fault  .     y  J^^^Vl 

To  incur  a  private  ,^Q^S?M*Frhen  shall  he  come?  /^Lcl'**-*^'*''  '^l\  J 

Tell  me,   Othello.     I  wonder  in  my  soul, 
What  you  could  ask  me,  that  I  should  deny, 
Or  stand  so  mammering  on.     What,  Michael  Cassio, 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you,  and  so  many  a  time, 
When  I  have  spoke  of  you  dispraisingly, 
Hath  ta'en  your  part ;  to  have  so  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in  !     Trust  me,  I  could  do  much, — 

0th.    Tr'ythee,  no  more.     Let  him  come  when  he  will ; 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Des.  Why,  this  is  not  a  boon ; /(3^4^'t"^ 

'Tis  as  I  should  entreat  you  wear  your  gloves. 
Or  feed  on  nourishing  dishes,  or  keep  you  warm ; 
Or  sue  to  you  to  do  pecjiii^r  profit 
To  your  own  person.     ^Mj^  when  I  have  a  suit, 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed. 
It  shall  be  full  of  poize  and  difficulty,    \^j<AS^t^L>\Jr 
And  fearful  to  be  granted.  ^ 

0th.  1  will  deny  thee  nothing; 

Whereon,  I  do  beseech  thee,  grant  me  this. 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  myself. 

Des.    Shall  I  deny  you?  no.     Farewell,  my  lord. 
0th.    Farewell,   my  Desdemona ;    I   will   come    to  thee 

straight. 
Des.    Emilia,  come. — Be  it  as  your  fancies  teach  you; 
Whate'er  you  be,  I  am  obedient.         \_JExit  with  Emilia. 
^  ^^'^^*uth.    Excellent_wretcb !     Perdition  catch  my  soul, 
"'vv^^But  I  do  love  thee!  and  when  I  love  thee  not, 
"^     Chaos  is  come  again. 

lago.   My  noble  lord, 

0th.  What  dost  thou  say,  Iago2 
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lago.    Did  Michael  Cassio,  when  you  wooed  my  lady, 
Know  of  your  love  ? 

0th.    He  did,  from  first  to  last.     Why  dost  thou  ask  ? 
lago.    But  for  a  satisfaction  in  my  thought ; 
No  further  harm. 

0th,  Why  of  thy  thought,  lago? 

/  lago.    I  did  not  think  he  had  been  acquainted  with  her* 
K  0th.    0  yes ;  and  went  between  us  very  oft.  ynxtdx^t^n^ 
lago.    Indeed  ? 

Oili.  Indeed !  ay,  indeed. — Discern'st  thou  aught  in  that  ? 
Is  he  not  honest  ?  -f/K/rt^^^^^f^^ 

lago.  Honest,  my  lord? 

0th.  Ay,  honest. 

lago.    My  lord,  for  aught  I  know. 
0th.  What  dost  thou  think?    , 
*        lago.  Think,  my  lord? 

0th.  Think,  my  lord! 

By  Heaven  he  echoes  me. 
As  if  there  were  some  monster  in  his  thought 
X       Too  hideous  to  be  shown. — Thou  dost  mean  something; 
jO\    I  heard  thee  say  but  now  —  Thou  lik'dst  not  that, 
AVhen  Cassio  left  my  wife.     What  didst  not  like? 
And,  when  I  told  thee,  he  was  of  my  counsel 
.    In  my  whole  course  of  wooing,  thou  cry'dst,  Indeed? 
^    And  didst  contract  and  S^rse  thy  brow  together 
h       As  if  thou  then  hadst  shut  up  in  thy  brain 
Some  horrible  conceit.     If  thou  dost  love  me. 
Show  me  thy  thought. 

lago.         '  My  lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 

0th.  I  think  thou  dost; 

And  —  for  I  know  thou  art  full  of  love  and  honesty. 
And  weigh'st  thy  words  before  thou  giv'st  them  breath  — 
Therefore  these  stops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more; 
For  such  things,  in  a  false  disloyal  knave. 
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Are  tricks  of  custom;  but,  in  a  man  that's  juat,' 
They  are  close  denotements,  working  from  the  hedrt, 
That  passion  cannot  rule.   l^T^wt^ 

lago.  For  Michael  Cassio, — 

I  dare  be  sworn,  I  think  that  he  is  honest.  ^^ve^A-rtAMo 

0th.    I  think  so  too. 

lago.  Men  should  be  what  they  seem; 

Or,  those  that  be  not,   'would  they  might  seem  none! 

0th.    Certain,  men  should  be  what  they  seem. 

lago.  Why  then^  I  think  Cassio's  an  honest  man. 

0th.    Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this. 
I  pray  thee,  speak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinkings^ 
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As  thou  dost  rt\Tninatf ;  and  give  thj  worst  of  thoughts  /^■*>'*-^"^ 
.  The  worst  of  words. 
/  ,       lago.  Good  my  lord,  pardon  me ; 

/      Though  I  am  bound  to  every  act  of  duty, 
I  am  not  bound  to  that  all  slaves  are  free  to. 
Utter  my  thoughts  ?     Why,  say,  they  are  vile  and  false,-*— 
As  where's  that  palace,  whereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not  ?     Who  has  a  breast  so  pure, 
But  some  uncleanly  apprehensJDns  x^^^.>^^^ 
Keep  leets,  and  law-days,  and  in  session  sit 
With  meditations  lawful  ? 

0th.    Thou  dost  conspire  against  thy  friend,  lago. 
If  thou  but  think'st  him  wronged,  and  mak'st  his  ear 
A  stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

lago.  I  do  beseech  you, — 

Though  I,  perchance,  am  vicious  in  my  guess, 
As,  I  confess,  it  is  my  nature's  plafrue 
To  spy  into  abuses ;  and,  oft,  my  jealousy  <:yw^-^^^{^^^^^ 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not, —  I  entreat  you,  then,  ^  *» 

From  one  that  so  imperfectly  conjects, 
You'd  take  no  notice ;  nor  build  yourself  a  trouble 
Out  of  his  scattering  and  unsure  observance. 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet,  nor  your  good, 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honesty,  or  wisdom. 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 

0th.  What  dost  thou  mean? 

lago.    Good  name,  in  man  and  woman,  dear  my  lord, 
•    Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls. 
yj^Nho  steals  my  purse,  steals  trash ;  'tis  something,  nothing. 

*Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  slave  to  thousands ; 
y    ISOifililiat  fi]4irs  from  mftjnj^  goodTname,    vu^u  ^^JCCtLix^JLi^ 
T|ohg  mft  of  that  which  not  enrichf^s  hin^~  ~^     '        C         •— --^'--^ 
And  mnkps  mo.  pooif  indeed.  * 

0th.    By  Heaven,  I'll  know  thy  thought.  j<f 

lago.    You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand ;  w*' 

Kor  shall  not,  whilst  'tis  in  my  custody.  ji^ 

0th.    Ha!  ut^^ 

lago.  0,  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealousy;  r  va 

It  is  the  green-eyed  monster,  which  doth  make  ^y^^^^^^^"^'^       X^-^,^^h\. 
The  meat  it  feeds  on.     That  cuckold  lives  inbliss,   ^  <J>^  {V  ^^'v  . '^^ 
Who,  certain  of  his  fate,  loves  not  his  wronger ;     j^aO  '^  c^^^^^^^^^^ 
But,   0,  wliat  damned  minutes  tells  he  o'er,  ^*^*?^  .>Xi^\     '^ 

Who  dotes,  yet  doubts  ;  suspects,  yet  strongly  loves !    ^^(^     j^ 

0th.    0,  misery!  0^ 

lago.    Poor,  and  content,,  is  rich,  and  rich  enough ; 
But  riches,  finclcss,  is  as  poor  as  winter,    ytv-^v^XAdlc*^!.^ 
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\JiA-<>^^ 


To  Kim  that  ever  fears  lie  shall  be  poor. — 
Good  Heaven,  the  souls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealousy ! 

Otli.  "        Why!  why  is  this? 

Think'st  thou,  I'd  make  a  life  of  jealousy, 
To  follow  still  the  changes  of  the  moon 
With  fresh  suspicions  ?     No ;  to  be  once  in  doubt 
Is  —  once  to  be  resolved.     Exchange  me  for  a  goat, 
^^j^    3^hen  I  shall  turn  the  busihcssj^my  soul 
J2^<*^^'*^*'^'^i,JDo  such  e^siiff|i(;at^  p.-nd  W^Sd*  surmjses, 

*    Matching  thy  inference.     'Tis  not  to  make  me  Jealoua, 
To  say  —  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company, 

free  of  speech,  sings,  plays,  and  dances  wellj 
here  virtue  is,  these  are  more  vjrtuous ; 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 
The  smallest  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt ; 
For  she  had  eyes,  and  chose  me.     No,  lago ; 
I'll  see,  before  I  doubt ;  when  I  doubt,  prove ; 
\^nd,  on^  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this, — 
Away  at  once  with  love,  or  jealousy. 

lago.    I  am  glad  of  this,  for  now  I  shall  have  reason 
To  show  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  spirit;  therefore,  as  I  am  bound, 
Keceive  it  from  me. —  I  speak  not  yet  of  proof. 
Look  to  your  wife  ;  observe  her  well  with  Cassio ; 
Wear  your  eye  —  thus,  not  jealous,  nor  secure. 
I  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature,    •  r\     f^ 
Out  of  self-bounty,  be  abused ;  look  to't.  ^i<j^^*A^xX^^ 
I  know  our  country  disposition  well ;  ^^ 

In  Venice  they  do  let  heaven  see  the  pranks 
They  dare  not  show  their  husbands ;  their  best  conscience 
Is  —  not  to  leave  undone,  but  keep  unknown. 

Otli.    Dost  thou  say  so  ? 

lago.    She  did  deceive  her  father,  marrying  you; 
And,  when  she  seemed  to  shake,  and  fear  your  looks, 
She  loved  them  most. 

0th,  And  so  she  did. 

lago  Why,  go  to,  then ; 

She  that,  so  young,  could  give  out  such  a  seeming, 
To  seel  her  father's  eyes  up,  close  as  oak, — 
He  thought  'twas  witchcraft. —  But  I  am  much  to  blame; 
I  humbly  do  beseech  you  of  your  pardon. 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

Otli,  I  am  bound  to  thee  forever, 

lago,    I  see  this  hath  a  little  dashed  your  spirits. 

Oih,   Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot. 


\m 
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I^^go^  ^  ^  Trust  me,  I  fear  it  has. 

I  hope  you  will  consider,  what  is  spoke 
Comes  from  my  love;  —  but  I  do  see  you  are  moved.— 
I  am  to  pray  you  not  to  strain  my  speech 
To  grosser  4s&u£S^  nor  to  larger  reach,  JlAA.4±y\, 
Than  to  suspicion.       .  Cj 

0th.    I  will  not. 

^^^9^'        -IVfw^    Should  you  do  so,  my  lord, 
My  speech  snoula  fall  into  such  vile  success 
As  my  thoughts  aim  not  at.     Cassio's  my  worthy  friend. — 
My  lord,  I  see  you  are  moved. 

0th,  No,  not  much  moved;— 

I  do  not  think  but  Desdemona's  honest.  dU^uJCLtl 

lago.    Long  live  she  so !  and  long  live  you  to  think  so  J 

0th,    And  yet,  how  nature,  erring  from  i^sjel£ —     ia/«vw«2vU'wc^-^ 

lago.  Ay,  there's  the  point.—  As,—  to  be  bold  with  yS\i^^25***^^^^  ''^/)' 
Not  to  affect  man^  proposed  matches,  ^ 

Of  her  own  cTiine,  coinplexion  and  degree; 
Whereto,  we  see,  in  all  things  nature  tends: 
Foh !  one  may  smell,  in  such,  a  will  most  rank, 
Foul  disproportion,  thoughts  unnatural. 

But  pardon  me;  I  do  not,  in  position,  t 

Distinctly  speak  of  her;  though  I  may  fear        '        ^    /Sl  t\l 
Her  will,  recoiling  to  her  better  judgment,  0^-^-"^^^^^^^ 
May  fall  to  match  you  vv^ith  her  country  forins,  ^ 

And  (happily)  repent. 

0th.  Farewell,  farewell. 

If  more  thou  dost  perceive,  let  me  know  more; 
Set  on  thy  wife  to  observe.     Leave  me,  lago. 

I(^go.    My  lord,  I  take  my  leave.  [Going, 

0th.    Why  did  I  marry  ?      This  honest  creature,  doubt- 
less. 
Sees,  and  knows  more,  much  more,  than  he  unfolds. 

lago.    My  lord,  I  would  I  might  entreat  your  honor 
To  &can  this  thing  no  further ;  leave  it  to  time ; 
And  though  it  be  fit  that  Cas^io  have  his  place, 
(For,  sure,  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability,) 

Yet,  if  you  please  to  hold  him  off  a  while,  v     ♦     ' -/ ^ 

You  shall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  means.i        /v-tx^  K  •''^  ^ 
Note,  if  your  lady  strain  his  entertainment  -^(^  '^^  x^Ji-^^'^^'^^'^ 
With  any  strong  or  vehement  ij^j^ortunity  ;Q^tL  uH  ^r^^ 
Much  will  be  seen  in  that.     In  the  mean  time/^^^^^^"^^ 
Let  me  be  thought  too  busy  in  my  fears, 
(As  worthy  cause  I  have  to  fear  —  I  am,) 
And  hold  her  free^  I  do  beseech  your  honor  i^vuO^^f*-*-^ 

Oth.    Fear  not  my  government.  aJULL  ^VntV-M^^ 
Vol.  VIH.— 15  
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lago.    I  once  more  take  mj  leave.  [ExiL 

0th.    This  fellow's  of  exceeding  honesty,  tv^'^0     kX 

^JlJUto-^^-**"*^  And  knows  all  qualities,  with  a  learned  epjriLOv^-^    ^  i^X^^^^^ 


Of  human  dealings.     -If  I  do  prove  her  haggard,  l^ 


And  have  not  those  soft  ^arts  of  conversation  cTv^^'^ 
That  chamberers  have;  —  or,  for  I  am  declined   V 
Into  the  vale  of  years;  —  yet  that's  not  much; —     -v  v^ 
She's  gone;  I  am  abused ;  and  my  relief         V^Cy^w. 
Must  be  to  loathe  her.     O,  curse  of  marriage,  \ 

•^^hat  we  can  call  these  delicate  creatures  ours, 
\W^  And  not  their  q^y^etit^ !     I  had  rather  be  a  toad, 
w<5^^      And  live  upon  the  vapor  of  a  dungeon, 
•  ^     '  '      Than  keep  a  corner  in  the  thing  I  love. 

For  others'  use.     Yet  'tis  the  plague  of  great  ones ; 
Prerogatived  are  they  les§  than  the  base ;    JL»^>^^> 
ny^i^  destiny  unshunnable,  like  death ; 
\^J^       Even  then  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us, 
J^s^^  When  Ave  do  q,yjckena_^  Desdemona  comes.    ,/C^c^t«-^   yt^  Ja^^ 

j^  •  Enter  Desdemona  and  ExAiilia. 

If  she  be  false,  0,  then  Heaven  mocks  itself!  — 
I'll  not  believe  it. 

Des.  IIow  now,  my  dear  Othello? 

>    Your  dinner,   and  the  generous  islanders  /W/t^^-^-^ 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  presence. 

0th.    I  am  to  blame. 

Des.    Why  is  your  speech  so  faint  ?     Are  you  not  well  ? 

0th.    I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead  here. 

Des.    'Faith,  that's  with  watching ;  'twill  away  again. 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well. 

0th,  Your  napkin  is  too  little ; 

\^I[e  puts  the  handkerchief  from  him,  and  it  drops. 
et  it  alone..    Come,  I'll  go  in  with  you. 

Des.    I  am  very  sorry  that  you  are  not  well. 

\_Uxeunt  Otii.  and  Des, 

Emil.    I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  napkin ; 
This  was  her  first  remembrance  from  the  Moor. 
My  wayward  husband  hath  a  hundred  times  \ 

Wooed  me  to  steal  it ;  but  she  so  loves  the  token,  c   .  t^ 

(For  he  conjured  her  she  would  ever  keep  it,)  vf^^V'^ 

That,  she  reserves  it  evermore  about  her,  jj^*^    ^^^V^ 

To  kiss,  and  talk  to.     I'll  have  the  work"  ta'en  out,       n"^ 


^ 
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And  give  't  lago. 

What  he'll  do  with  it,  Heaven  knows,  not  I; 

I  nothing,  but  to  please  his  fantasy. 

Enter  Iago. 

lago.    How  now !  what  do  you  here  alone  ? 

EmiL    Do  not  you  chide ;  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 

Iago.    A  thing  for  me? — It  is  a  common  thing  — 

UmiL    Ila ! 

Iago.    To  have  a  foolish  wife. 

Umil.    0,  is  that  all?     What  will  you  give  me  now      V 
For  that  same  handkerchief? 

I(fgo.  What  handkerchief? 

Umil.    What  handkerchief? 
Why,  that  the  Moor  first  gave  to  Desdemona; 
•    That  which  so  often  you  did  bid  me  steal. 

Iago.    Hast  stolen  it  from  her  ?  r 

Umil.    No,  faith;  she  let  it  drop  by  negligence,  ^rt-^/^Xc-^i-^  >"U^ ^ 
And,  to  the  advantage,  I,  being  here,  tooFt  up. 
Look,  here  it  is. 

Iago.  A  good  wench ;  give  it  me. 

Umil.    What  wdll  you  do  with  it,  that  you  have  been  sc 
earnest  r^ a[  lyv^yCKr 

To  have  me  fiMi  it?  --  vUoCa^^A^r;^ 

Iago.  Why,  what's  that  to  you? 

\_Snatc}i{ng  it* 
Umil.    If  it  be  not  for  some  purpose  of  import, 
Give  it  me  again.     Poor  lady !  she'll  run  mad. 
When  she  shall  lack  it. 

Iago.    Be  not  you  known  oft;  I  have  use  for  it. 
Go,  leave  me.    ^  [JExit  ExMILIA 

I  will  in  Cassio's  lodging  lose  this  napkin. 
And  let  him  find  it.     Trifles  light  as  air. 
Are,  to  the  jealous,  confirmations  stronfy 
-tc     As  proofs  of  holy  wij^     This  may  do  something. 

■Th^  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poison. 
ijJ^^angerous  conceit_s  are,  in  their  natures,  poisons, 

^    Which,  at  the  first,  .are  scarce  found  to  distaste;  ^  .1    //-, 

But,  with  a  little  WTopon  the  blood,  L^^  z*-*^  (J;*i^^W- 

Bum  like  the  mines  of  sulphur. — I  did  say  sp^^^^ 

Unter  Othello.  yoT        ^^ 

^  Look,  where  he  comes !     Not  poppy,  nor  mandragora,  ^    %%v*'*'**'^'^s. 
,  /^  Nor  all  the  drowsy  syrups  of  the  world,      ^'"^'  -^"^^ 
^^      Shall  ever  mcdicijie  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 
Which  thou  oj^y-'dst  yesterday.    ?a  ^-v*-*^'«od^ 
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Qlj^^  Ha!  ha!  false  to  me? 

To  me? 

lago.    Why,  how  now,  general  ?     No  more  of  that, 
0th,  Avaunt !  be  gone  !  thou  hast  set  me  on  the  rack.— 
I  swear  'tis  better  to  be  much  abused,  5^a.<!Ju^«&<V 
Than  but  to  know't  a  little. 

lago.  How  now,  my  lord? 

0th,    What  sense  had  I  of  her  stolen  hours  of  lust? 
I  saw  it  not,  thought  it  not;  it  harmed  not  me; 
I  slept  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  merry; 
I  found  not  Cassio's  kisses  on  her  lips.  \n    -^ 

He  that  is  robbed,  not  wanting  what  is  stolen,  A^^^-^siA^TX      | 
Let  him  not  know  it,  and  he's  not  robbed  at  all.  \  I 

lago,    I  am  sorry  to  hear  this. 
0th.    I  had  been  happy,  if  the  general  camp, 
Y^Pippf^prs  and  all,  had  tasted  her  sweet  body,    ^*;f"^^J^^^^ 
So  I  had  nothing  known.     0,  now,  forever. 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind!  farewell  content! 
Farewell  the  plumed  troop,  and  the  big  wars, 
That  make  ambition  virtue!     0,  farewell! 
Farewell  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trump, 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  the  ear-piercing  fife, 
The  royal  banner;  and  all  quality, 
v^Pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war! 
^■S^nd,  0  you  nmrial  engines,  whose  rude  throats 
\y         The  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamors  counterfeit, 
Farewell!     Othello's  occupation's  gone! 

lago.    Is  it  possible!  — My  lord, .        ^v>^ 

0th.    Villain,  be  sure  thou  prove  my  love  a  whore;  V>^ 
Be  sure  of  it;  give  me  the  ocular  proof; 

[^Taking  him  hy  the  throat 
Or,  by  the  worth  of  mine  eternal  soul, 
Thou  hadst  been  better  have  been  born  a  dog, 
Than  answer  my  waked  w^rath. 

Jaqo,  Is  it  come  to  this? 

0th.    Mak^me  to  see  it ;  or  (at  the  least)  so  prove  it, 
That  the  ,^^^tion  bear  no  hinge,  nor  loop. 
To  hang  a^oubFon ;  or,  woe  upon  thy  life ! 
lago.    My  noble  lord, — 

0th.    If  thou  dost  slander  her,  and  torture  me,  ^    v 

Never  pray  more;  abandon  all  remorse ;  yJd^V^  ,  ^.^^  ^^ 

On  horror's  head  horrors  accumulate;       ^         \        ^^"^^^      I 
Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amazed;  — 
For  nothing  canst  thou  to  damnation  add, 
Greater  than  that. 

lago,  0  grace,  0  Heaven,  defend  me  J 
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Are  you  a  man  ?  have  you  a  soul,  or  sense  ? 

God  be  wi'  you;  take  mine  office. —  0  wretched  fool,^ 

That  liv'st  to  make  thine  honesty  a  vice!  — 

0  monstrous  workl !     Take  note,  take  note,  0  world, 
To  be  direct  and  honest,  is  iiot  sa fe^^- 

1  thank  you  for  this  profit  ;'an(r,  irom  hence, 
I'll  love  no  friend,  since  love  breeds  such  offence. 

0th,    Nay,  stay. — Thou  shouldst  be  honest. 

lago.    I  shoukl.  be  wise ;  for  honesty's  a  fool, 
And  loses  thai  it"  w^orks  for. 

0th,  By  the  world, 

I  think  my  wife  be  honest,  and  think  she  is  not ; 
I  think  that  thou  art  just,  and  think   thou  art  not; 
I'll  have  some  proof.     Her  name,  that  was  as  fresh 
As  Dian's  visage,  is  now  begrim'd  and  black 
As  mine  OAvn  face. — If  there  be  cords,  or  knives, 
Poison,  or  fire,   or  suffocating  .streams, 
I'll  not  endure  it. — 'Would  I  were  satisfied! 

lago,    I  see,  sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  passion. 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you. 
You  would  be  satisfied  ? 

0th.  Would?  nay,  I  will. 

lago.    And  may ;  but  how  ?  how  satisfied,  my  lord  ? 
Would  you,  the  supervisor,  grossly  gape  on  ? 
Behold  her  tupped  ? 

0th.  Death  and  damnation  !     0  ! 

'lago.    It  were  a  tedious  difficulty,  I  think, 
-To  bring  them  to  that  prospect.     Damn  them,  then, 
If*ever  mortal  eyes  do  see  them  bolster, 
'More  than  their  own!     What  then?  now  then? 
What  shall  I  say?     Where's  satisfaction? 
It  is  impossible  you  should  see  this. 
Were  they  as  prime  as  goats,  as  hot  as  monkeys^ 
As  salt  as  wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  gross 
As  ignorance  made  drunk.     But  yet,  I  say, 
If  imputation,  and  strong  circumstances, — 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth, — 
Will  give  you  satisfaction,  you  may  have  it. 

0th.    Give  me  a  living  reason  she's  disloyal. 

lago.    I  do  not  like  the  office ; 
But,  sith  I  am  entered  in  this  cause  so  far, — - 
Pricked  to  it  by  foolish  honesty  and  love, — ■ 
I  will  go  on.     I  lay  with  Cassio  lately ; 
And,  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth, 
I  could  not  sleep. 
There  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  soul. 


W^^"\' 
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That  in  their  sleeps  will  mutter  their  affairs ; 
One  of  this  kind  is  Cassio. 
I  In  sleep  I  heard  him  say, — Siveet  Desdemona, 
*^^^et  us  be  mary,   let  us  hide  our  loves ! 

And  then,  sir,  would  he  gripe  and  wring  my  hand, 
Cry, — 0  siveet  creature  I  and  then  kiss  me  hard. 
As  if  he  plucked  up  kisses  by  the  roots, 
That  grew  upon  my  lips ;  then  laid  bis  leg 
Over  my  thigh,  and  sighed,  and  kissed ;  and  then 
Cried, — Cursed  fate,  that  gave  thee  to  the  Moor! 

0th.    0,  monstrous  !  monstrous ! 

lago.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 

0th,    But  this  denoted  a  foregone  conclusion ; 
*Tis  a  shrewd  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  dream. 

lago.    And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs, 
That  do  demonstrate  thinly. 

0th.  dfHJDv^  ^jui  ^^11  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

lago.    Nay,  but  be  wiser  yew  we  see  nothing  done; 
She  may  be  honest  yet.     Tell  me  but  this, — 
Have  you  not  sometimes  seen  a  handkerchief, 
Spotted  with  strawberries,  in  your  wife's  hand? 

0th.    I  gave  her  such  a  one ;  'twas  my  first  gift. 

lago,    I  know  not  that ;  but  such  a  handkerchief 
(I  am  sure  it  was  your  wife's)  did  I  to-day 
See  Cassio  wipe  his  beard  with. 

0th.  If  it  be  that,- -  lyi^^^^;^^  ^^ 

lago.    If  it  be  that,  or  any  that  was  hers,     ^mi^mi  ifc»i,  «» 
It  speaks  against  her  with  the  other  proofs.       x^t-^v%iA^^  y«l% 
^   0th.    0  that  tliejlave  had  forty  thousand  lives;  ^^*  ^^| 
One  is  too  poor,  too  v/eak  for  my  revenge!      -jg^^^^^^^^  *^ 


/ 


I  blow  to  heaven. 


V    Now  do  I  see  'tis  true.     Look  here,  lago ; 

-^All  1 
.  *Tis  go.... 

^  Arise,  black  vengeance,  from  th}^  hollow  cell ! 


I    jJa'^AU  my  fond  love  thus  do 
i^^      *Tis  irone.— 


Yield  up,  0  love,  thy  crown,  and  bearted  throne. 
To  tyrannous  hate !  swell,  bosom,  with  thy  fraugh 
For  'tis  of  aspics'  tongues  I  ^>— ^ 

lago.    Pray,  be  content. 

Oih.  0  blood,  lago,  blood! 

lago.  -Patience,  I  say ;  your  mind,  perhaps,  may  change. 

0th.    Never,  lago.     Like  to  the  Pontic  sea, 
Whose  icy  current  and  compulsive  course 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 
To  the  Propontic  and  the  Hellespont ; 
Even  so  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace, 
Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  love, 
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Till  that  a  capable  and  wkle  rr— Ti-r^/^''r  A*  ^^^^*^^%f/^^ 
Swallow  them  up. — Now.  Tv  yoi'ldl  in^rm^  heaven.  -^ 
In  the  due  reverence  of  li  ^acrjed  vow  [^?2e^?«. 

I  here  engage  my  words. 

lago.  Do  not  rise  yet. —      \Kneth» 

Witness,  you  ever-burning  lights  above ! 
You  elements  that  clip  us  round  about ! 
Witness,  that  here  lago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  heart, 
To  wronged  Othello's  service !     Let  him  command, 
And  to  obey  shall  be  in  me  r^jy o^p^-^y^^^^^!^^  ^ 
What  bloody  work  soever.       -yyo^^  ^ 

r        0th.  *'I  greet^  thy  love, 

r     Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous, 
And  will  upon  the  instant  put  thee  to't. 
Within  these  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  say 
That  Cassio's  not  alive. 

lago.    My  friend  is  dead;  'tis  done,  at  youn  rpquesL. 
But  let  her  live.  ^  ■"•«**•'    •^"'^^^^t.^^^^^^'^'^S; 

Otli.  Damn  her,  lewd  ^jj^jj^  Of  damn  her! 

.    Come,  go  with  me  apart;  I  will  withdraw 
To  furnish  me  with  some  swift  means  of  death 
For  the  fair  devil.     Now  art  thou  my  lieutenant. 

lago.    I  am  your  own  forever.  .  ..-         \Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV.     The  same. 
Enter  Desdemona,  Emilia,  and  Clown. 

Bes.    Do  you  know,  sirrah,  where  lieutenant  Cassio  lies  ? 

Clo.    I  dare  not  say  he  lies  anywhere. 

Bes.    Why,  man  ? 

Qlo.    He  is  a  soldier ;  and  for  me  to  say  a  soldier  lies,  is 
stabbing. 

Des.    Go^to ;  where  lodges  he  ?  .^^'"n.^-i,-*-^*^    <*CM<, 

Clo.    To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you  where 
I  lie. 

JDes.    Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  ? 

€lo.    I  know  not  where  he  lodges  ;  and  for  me  to  devise 
a  lodging,  and  say  —  he  lies  here,  or  he  lies  ther^  wereloi 
lie  in  my  own  throat.  f^iL^'J^jCt#^^^ 

^^^     Des.    Can  you  inquire  him  out,  and  be  edified  pv  report  'L 
"^^P^    Olo.    1  will  gpt.fc^hi^ft  jthft  world  for  him ;  that  is,  make 
questions,  and  by  them  answer. 

Pes.    Seek  him,  bid  him  eome  hither :   tell  him  I  have 
moveimy  lord  in  his  belialf,  ^nd  hope  all  will  be  well. 


233  OTHELLO,  THE  MOOR  OF  VENICE.  [Act  III 

Clo.    To  do  this,  is  within  the   compass  of  man's  wit; 
and  therefore  I  will  ^attempt  the  doing  it.  [^ExiU 

Des.    ^YheYeJ!ao^0^2^^1^^h^keYc\nef,  Emilia? 

Des.    Believe  me,  I -had  rather^have  lost  my  purse 
Full  of  cruzadoes.     And,  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  such  baseness 
As  jealous  creatures  arc,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 

Umil.    Is  he  not  jealous  ? 

Des,    Who,  he  ?     I  ^think  the  sun,  where  he  was  born, 
Drew  all  such  humors^jtmg  him. 

^f)iil  5^I^i:ip5=t-#''**^^       Look,  where  he  comes. 

Des.    I  will  not  leave  "hmi  now,  till  Cassio 
Be  called  to  him. — How  is't  with  you,  my  lord? 

Unter  Othello. 
0th.    Well,    my    good   lady.    J^szck,]    0,    hardness   to 
dissemble  J_  -^^*^*>ff^<^^ 

How  do  you,  Desdemona  ?  ^^""^^ 

Des,  """^  Well,  my  good  lord.  ,a*V^ 

OtL    Give  me  your  hand ;  this  hand  is^moist^  my  lady,     ^^Ua 

Des,    It  yejgi|fi^l^<^  ^ge?  nor  known  no  ^orrow^ 

0th.    This ^^^^mRffulness,  and  liberal  heart;     /pUnK4-^ 
Hot,  hot,  and  moist.     This  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  sequester  from  liberty,  fasting  and  prayer 
Much  f^nstifration.  exercise  devout;      jAvtAxI 
For  here's  a  young  and  sweating  devil  here, 
That  commonly  rebels.     'Tis  a  good  hand,  //.-s/*^ 

A  fraiik  one.       <W^     ^    Un^  lUr^n^   ^M^M\ 

Des,  You  may,  indeed,  say  so ; 

For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 

0th,    A  liberal  hand.     The  hearts,  of  old,  gave  hands ; 
But  our  new  heraldry  is  —  hands,  not  hearts. 
•  Dts.   I  cannot  speak  of  this.     Come,  now,  your  promise. 

0th,    What  promise,  chuck? 

Des,    I  have  sent  to  bid  Cassio  come  speak  with  you. 

0th,    I  have  a  salt  and  sullen^jjieani^off^s^Jie_; 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchiet."         ^       

Des.  H*^r'e,*^iy  lol 

-     0th.  .That  which  I  gave  you. 

]Jq^  '  I  have  it  not  about  mo. 

0th.  Not?  .  _ 

Des,  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

QlJi^  That  is  a  fault. 

That  handkerchief 

Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  mother  give; 
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^N  She  was  a  diarmpf,' and  could  almost  read       c<Kt- CC^t^^^o^viu^.-^ 
The  thoughts  oi'  people.     She  told  her,  wliile  she  kept  it, 
'Twould  make  her  a|r>iinMe^|^pid  subdue  my  father     JU^t^fM(fu> 
Entirely  to  her  love;  bfft  11  stie45lt  it, 
Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  father's  eye 
Should  held  h^-loathly,  and  his  spirits  should  hunt 
After  new  J^^^SS^^e,  dying,  gave  it  me ;  ^     >j^2<JUn<V 
And  bid  m"^  when  my  fate  would  have  me  wive, 
To  give  it  her.     I  did  so ;  and  take  heed  of  't, 
Make  it  a  darling,  like  your  precious  eye : 
To  lose  or  giv't  away,  were  such  perditioiL    jC^v'*--* 
As  nothing  else  could  mrf^h^  ^^^t^tCi 

Bes.    Is  it  possible?  y/ 

0th.    'Tis  true;  there's  magic  in  the  web  of  it. 
A  sibyl,  that  had  numbered  in  the  world 
The  sun  to  make  two  hundred  compasses. 
In  her  prophetic  fury  sewed  the  work. 
►  .  .   The* worms  were  hallowed  that  did  breed  the  silk;      /^XxJi^  ^iA^i!fVt^%M^ 
And  it  was  dyed  in  mummy,  which  the  skilful 
Conserved  of  maidens'  hearts. 

Des.  Indeed !  is't  true  ? 

OtJi.    Most  veritably ;  therefore  look  to't  well.  ^/{/iXc<_ 

Bes,    Then  would  to  Heaven  that  I  had  never  seen  it. 

Otli.    Ila !  wherefore  ? 

Des,    Why  do  you  speak  so  startingly  and  rash^   ^2k>tJMtK, 

0th.    Is't  lost?  is't  gone  ?     Speak,  is  it  out  of  the  w^  ? 

Bes.    Heaven  bless  us ! 

0th.  Say  you? 

Bes.    It  is  not  lost;  but  what  an  if  it  were? 
\  0th    Ha!  . 

I  Bes.    I  say  it  is  not  lost.  '  •--^." 

0th.  Fetch't ;  let  me  see  it. 

Bes.    AVhy,  so  I  can,  sir,  but  I  will  not  now; 
.  „This  is  a  trick  to  put  me  from  my  suit ; 
♦'Z     t  pi'^Jj  l^t  Cassio  be  received  again. 

0th.    Fetch  me  that  handkerchief;  my  mind  misgives. 

Bes.    Come,  come ; 
You'll  never  meet  a  more  sufficient 

0th.    The  handkerchief,- 

Bes.  I  pray,  f&lk  me  of  Cassio. 

0th.   The  handkerchief, 

Bes.  A  man  that,  all  his  time. 

Hath  founded  his  good  fortune  on  your  love; 
Shared  dangers  with  you ; 

0th.  The  handkerchief, 
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'  '     Des,  ,^   /L^..wvn,eci-C^    ..  ^-      Iii  sooth,  ^ 

You  are  to  l^lamo.  ft.    V^««^%^  xat^x^^a^ 

'■■    OtJi.  Awax^!  4»^.      ,.^     pE'aJiY  Othello. 

J/77127.  ^         Is  hot  this  man  jealous  ? 

Des.    I  ne'er  saw  this  before. 
Sure,  there's  some  wonder  in  this  handkerchief; 
^I  am  most  unhappy  in  the  loss  of  it.       '  •^  J^Hutn^  m 

Emil.    'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  shows  us  a  man. 
They  are  all  but  stomachs,  and  we  all  but  food; 
They  eat  us  hungerly,  and  when  they  are  full. 
They  'belch  us.     Look  you !  Cassio,  and  my  husband. 

•  ^'^nter  Iago  and  Cassio. 

lago.    There  is  no  other  way;  'tis  she  must  do't; 
And,  lo,  the  happiness  1     Go,  and  importune  her. 

Des.    How  now,  good  Cassio  ?  what's  the  news  with  you? 

Qas.    Madam,  my  former  suit.     I  do  beseech  vou, 
^  That,  by  your  virtuous  means,  I  may  again    AjlJUotAA^Or^^y%^ 
Exist,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love,  ^^ 

Whom  I,  with  all  the  duty  of  my  heart, 
Entirely  honor ;  I  would  not  be  delayed. 
If  my  offence  be  of  such  mortal  kind. 
That*  neither  service  past,  nor  present  sorrows, 
Nor  purposed  merit  in  futurity, 
Can  ransom  me  into  his  love  again, 
But  to  know  so  must  be  my  benefit ; 
So  shall  I  clothe  me  in  a  forced  content, 
And  shut  myself  up  in  some  other  course, 
To  fortune's  alms. 

Des,  Alas !  thrice  gentle  Cassio, 

My  n,(]ygf;ntion  is  not  now  in  tune ;     <P^^ 
My  lord  is  not  my  lord;  nor  should  I  know  him, 
Were  he  in  favor,  as  in  humor,  altered. 
So  help  me,  every  spirit  sanctified. 
As  I  have  spoken  for  you  all  my  best;  Ti/^'^^^^^SSoJ^ 

And  stood  within  the  blank  of  his  displeasure,  rf^^oW^ 

For  my  free  speech !     You  must  awhile  be  patient ; 
What  I  can  do,  I  will ;  and  more  I  will. 
Than  for,  myself  ^  I  dare:  let  that  suffice  you. 

Iago.    Is  my  lord  angry  ? 

Emil.  He  went  hence  but  now, 

And,  certainly,  in  strange  unquietness. 

Iago.    Can  he  be  angry  ?     I  have  soon  the  cannon, 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air; 
And,  like  the  devil,  from  his  very  arm 
Puffed  his  own  brother; — And  can  he  be  angry? 


A.CT  III.]   OTHELLO,  THE  MOOR  OF  VENICE.  235 

Something  of  moment,  then.     I  will  go  meet  him ; 
There  is  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angr}'. 

Des.    I  pr'ythee,  do  so. —  Something,  sure,  of  state,— 

\JSxit  Iago. 
Either  from  Venice ;  or  some  unhatched  prac^^e^   >a£<#-f~" 
Made  demonstrable  here  in  Cyprus  to  him, —  ^ 

Hath  puddled  his  clear  spirit;  and,  in  such  cases, 
Men's  natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things, 
Though  great  ones  are  their  object.     'Tis  even  so ; 
For  let  our  finger  ache,  and  it  indues 
Our  other  healthful  members  even  to  that  sense 
Of  pain.     Nay,  we  must  think  men  are  not  gods : 
Nor  of  them  look  for  such  observances 
As  fit  the  bridal. —  Beshrew  me  much,  Emilia, 
I  was,  (unhandsome  warrior  as  I  am) 
Arraigning  his  unkindness  with  my  soul ; 
But  now  I  find  I  had  suborned  the  witness. 
And  he's  indicted  falsely. 

EmiL    Pray  Heaven  it  be  state  matters,  as  you  think ; 
And  no  conception,  nor  no  jealous  toy, 
Concerning^  you. 

Des.    Alas,  the  day  !  I  never  gave  him  cause. 

EmiL    But  jealous  souls  will  not  be  answered  so; 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  cause. 
But  jealous  for  they  are  jealous.     'Tis  a  monster. 
Begot  upon  itself,  born  on  itself. 

t)es.    Heaven  keep  that  monster  from  Othello's  mind ! 

EmiL    Lady,  amen. 

Des.    I  will  go  seek  him.      Cassio,  walk  here  about; 
If  I  do  find  him  fit,  I'll  move  your  suit, 
I     And  seek  to  efi'ect .  it  to  my  uttermost. 
^'  Cas,    I  .h^jjpab'ly  thank  your  ladyship. 

{^Exeunt  Desdemona  and  Emilia 

Enter  Bianca 

Bian.    Save  you,  friend  Cassio ! 

Cas.  Yfhat  make  you  from  home? 

How  is  it  with  you,  my  most  fair  Bianca  ? 
I'  faith,  sweet  love,  I  was  coming  to  your  house. 

Bian,    And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging,  Cassio. 
What !  keep  a  week  away  ?  seven  days  and  nights  ? 
Eightscore  hours  ?  and  lovers'  absent  hours. 
More  tedious  than  the  dial  eightscore  times  ? 

0  weary  reckoning  ! 
Cas.  Pardon  me,  Bianca  ; 

1  have  thfe  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  pressed; 
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But  I  shall,  in  a  more  continuate  time, 

Strike  off  this  score  of  absence.     Sweet  Bianca, 

[^Giving  her  Desdemona's  handkercliief 
Take  me  this  work  out. 

,  »  Bian.   ,  0  Cassio,  whence  came  this? 

This  is  some  token  from  a  newer  friend. 
To  the  felt  absence  now  I  feel  a  cause. 
Is  it  come  to  this  ?     Well,  well. 

Cas.  Go  to  !  w^oman. 

Throw  your  vile  guesses  in  the  devil's  teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them.     You  are  jealous,  now, 
That  this  is  from  some  mistress,  some  remembrance. 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bian.  Why,  whose  is  it? 

Oas.    I  know  not,  sweet ;  I  found  it  in  my  chamber. 
I  like  the  work  well,  ere  it  be  demanded, 
(As  like  enough  it  will,)  I'd  have  it  copied. 
Take  it,  and  do't;  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bian.    Leave  you  !  wherefore  ? 

Oas.    I  do  attend  here  on  the  general;  , 

And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wish,    g/U-dUjCT 
To  have  him  see  me  womaned. 

Bian.  Why,  I  pray  you? 

Cas.   Not  that  I  love  you  not. 

Bian.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me 

I  pray  you,  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little ; 
And  say  if  I  shall  see  you  soon  at  night. 

Cas.    'Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you. 
For  I  attend  here ;  but  I'll  see  you  soon. 

Bian.    'Tis  very  good;  I  must  be  circumstancejLjj^ 


ACT    IV. 

SCENE  I.     Before  the  Castle. 
Enter  Othello  and  Iago. 

lago.    Will  you  think  so  ? 
0th.  Think  so,  lagc  ? 

Iago.  What  ? 

To  kiss  in  private? 

0th.  An  unauthorized  kiss.     "tF 
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lago.    Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  abed. 
An  hour  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  ? 

Otli.    Naked  abed,  lago,  and  not  mean  harm  ?         ♦       «--    •  v 
^t.  ii°-.hyp^^rif^y  n.gninst  the  devJL  ^  X^^i^X%Mrjiiil^^ 
They  that  mean  virtuously,  and  yet  do^P^  •'>t-p-f-  ^a    c: 
The  devil  their  virtue  ;Jipr^T)t5>  nj'^^  thpy  tempt  Heavenly 

lago.    So  they  do  nothing,   'tis  a  venial  slip ; 
But  if  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief, 

0th.    What  then? 

lago.    Why  then,   'tis  hers,  my  lord;  and,  being  hers, 
She  may,  I  think,  bestow't  on  any  man. 

0th.    She  is  protectress  0/  Jier  honor  too ; 
May  she  give  that  ? 

lago.    Her  honor  is  an  essence  that's  not  seen ; 
They  have  it  very  oft,  that  have  it  not. 
But,  for  the  handkerchief, 

0th.    By  Heaven,  I  would  most  gladly  have  forgot  it. — 
Thou  saidst, —  0,  it  comes  o'er  my  memory, 
As  doth  the  raven  o'er  the  infected  house,  .  » 

Boding  to  all, —  he  had  my  handkerchief.    /^A.g^    iflT*'*  ''^ 

lago.    Ay,  what  of  that  ?  ^ 

0th.  That's  not  so  good,  now. 

lago.    W^hat  if  I  had  said  I  had  seen  him  do  you  wrong  7 
Or  heard  him  say, —  as  knaves  be  such  abroad, 
Who  having,  by  their  own  importunate  suit,    \)%tt/¥^^tkAj»y^  ^£#x3M|^ 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of* some  mistress. 
Convinced  or  supplied  them,  cannot  choose 
But  they  must  blab 

0th.  Hath  he  said  any  thing? 

lago.    He  hath,  my  lord ;  but  be  you  well  assured, 
«  fNo  more  than  he'll  unswear. 

0th.  What  hath  he  said? 

lago,    'Faith,  that  he  did, —  I  know  not  what  he  did. 

0th.    What?  what? 

lago.    Lie 

0th.  With  her? 

lago.  With  her,  on  her ;  Avhat  you  will. 

0th.  Lie  with  her  !  lie  on  her  ! — We  say  lie  on  her,  when 
they  belie  her.  Lie  with  her  !  that's  fulsome. —  Handker- 
chief,—  confessions, —  handkerchief, — To  confess,  and  be 
hanged  for  his  labor. —  First  to  be  hanged,  and  then  to  con- 
fess :  —  I  tremble  at  it.  Nature  would  not  invest  herself  in 
such  shadowirtg  passion,  without  some  instruction. —  It  is 
not  words  that  shake  me  thus. —  Pish!  —  Noses,  ears, 
and  lips. —  Is  it  possible?  —  Confess!  —  Handkerchief  — 
0  devil !  —  \_Falls  in  a  tranee% 


^*     '%JL 
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lago.  Work  on, 
My  medicine,  work !     Thus  credulous  fools  are  caught ; 
Ami  many  worthy  and  chaste  dames,  even  thus, 
^All  guiltless  me^t  reproach. — What,  ho!  my  lord! 

Unter  Cassio. 
«■,  -  . 

My  lord,  I  say  !  Othello !     How  now,  Cassio  ? 

Cas.  What  is  the  matter? 

lago.    My  lord  is  fallen  into  an  epilepsy; 
This  is  his  second  fit;  he  had  one  yesterday. 

Cas.    Rub  him  about  the  temples. 

lago,  ij^    ^  No,  forbear. 

The  lethargy  must  have  his  quiet  course ; 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth;  and,  by  and  by. 
Breaks  out  to  savage  madness.     Look,  he  stirs. 
Do  you  withdraw  yourself  a  little  while. 
He  will  recover  straight;  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occasion  speak  with  you. — 

lUxit  Cassio. 
How  is  it,  general?  have  you  not  hurt  your  head? 

0th,    Dost  thou  mock  me? 

Jago,  I  mock  you  !  no,  by  Heaven ; 

'Would  you  would  bear  your  fortunes  like  a  man. 

0th.    A  horned  man's  a  monster,  and  a  beast. 

•Mgo.  -There's  many  a  beast,  then,  in  a  populous  city, 
And  many  a  civil  monster,  ^r   tTV  *^r>t^ltC**^ 

0th.    Did  he  confess  it?  M 

Jago.  Good  sir,  be  a  man; 

Think  every  bearded  fellow  that's  but  yoked. 
May  draw  with  you  ;  there's  millions  now  alive. 
That  nightly  lie  in  those  improper  beds,  y^  UoAa^    ^vtrv*. 
Which  they  dare  swear  peculiar;  your  case  is  better. 
0,  'tis  the  spite  of  hell,  the  fiend's  arch-mock, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  secure  couch, 
And  to  suppose  her  chaste!     No,  let  me  know; 
And,  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  she  shall  be. 

0th.    0,  thou  art  wise;  'tis  certain. 

Jago.  Stand  you  awhile  apart: 

Confine  yourself  but  in  a  patient  list. 
Whilst  you  were  here,  ere  while  mad  with  your  grief, 
(A  passion  most  unsuiting  such  a  man,) 
Cassio  came  hither.     I  shifted  him  away,  j^ 
And  laid  good  'scuse  upon  your  efisk^ ;  1^ 
Bade  him  anon  return,  and  here  speak  with  me; 
The  which  he  promised.     Do  but  ^ncav.e  yourself.    jr^uJ' 
And  mark  the  fleers,  the  gibes,  and  notable  scorns, 
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That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  fiice ; 

For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew, — 

Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when 

He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife. 

I  say,  but  mark  his  g^sluxa*     Marry,  patience ;   U^-ftO-tc^  tHJUMAM^^^%^ 

Or  I  shall  say,  you  are  all  in  all  in  spleen, 

And  nothing  of  a  man. 

0th,  Dost  thou  hear,  lago  ? 

I  will  be  found  most  cunning  in  my  patience ; 
But  (dost  thou  hear?)  most  bloody. 

lago.    That's  not  amiss;  -.    ...^  *» 

But  yet  keep  time  in  all.     Will  you  withdraw  ? 

[Othello  withdraws* 
Now  will  I  question  Cassio  of  Bianca, 
A  housew^ife,  that,  by  selling  her  de^^|^  ^ 
Buys  herself  bread  and  clothes.     If^Js  a  creature 
That  dotes  on  Cassio, —  as  'tis  the  strumpet's  plague, 
To  beguile  many,  and  be  beguiled  by  one ; 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excess  of  laughter  !  —  Here  he  comes. — 

Re-enter  Cassio. 

As  he  shall  smile,  Othello  shall  go  mad ;  ,^ 

And  his  unbookish  jealousy  must  construe  >^ 

Poor  Cassio's  smiles,  gestures,  and  light  behavior 
Quite  in  the  wrong. —  How  do  you  now,  lieutenant  ? 

Cas.    The  worser,  that  you  give  me  the  addition, 
Whose  ^^Jl^jfey^n  \d\\%  me.    Jciu>}C 

Iagcd^r!£^VQB>diQmo\i?i  well,  and  you  are  sure  oft. 
Now,  if  this  suit  lay  in  Bianca's  power,      \_Speaking  lower. 
How  quickly  should  you  speed? 

Cas,  Alas,  poor   

0th,    Look,  how  he  laughs  already !  [^Aside' 

lago,    I  never  knew  a  woman  love  man  so. 

Cas,    Alas,  poor  rogue !  I  think,  i'  faith,  she  loves  me. 

0th,    Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out. 

•  ♦  *'  .       '  '  *  lAside* 

lago.    Do  you  hear,  Cassio^  ^  ^  jAllj/^jdUr 

0th.  4n)CLC  i^l^S^'i  ^®  iitJ^^Cwpsnira 

To  tell  it  o'er.     Go  to ;  wellsai^iiK'ell  said.  \^Aside. 

lago.    She  gives  it  out  that  you  shall  marry  her. 
Do  you  intend  it  ? 

Cas,  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

0th,    Do  you  triumph,  Roman  ?  do  you  triumph  ? 

[^Aside* 

Cas,    I  marry  her! — what?  a  customerLI  pr'ythee,  bear 


a  custoi] 
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some  charity  to  mj  wit ;  do  not  think  it  so  unwholesome. 
Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

0th.    So,  so,  so,  so.     They  Laugh  that  win.        [^Aside 
lago.    'Faith,  the  cry  goes  that  you  shall  marry  her. 
.  Cas,    Pr'ythee,  say  true.  #, 


Cas.  This  is  the  monkey's  own  giving  out ;  she  is  per- 
suaded I  will  marry  her,  out  of  her  own  love  and  flattery, 
not  out  of  my  promise. 

■j^  0th.    lago  iieckons,  me ;  now  he  hegins  the  story. 
*  %i^^fl^ .  {Aside. 

Cas.  She  was  here  even  now ;  she  haunts  me  in  every 
place.  I  was,  the  other  day,  talking  on  the  sea-bank  with 
certain  Venetians ;  and  thither  comes  this  bawble ;  by  this 
hand,  she  falls  thus  about  my  neck ; 

0th.  Crying,  0  dear  Cassio !  as  it  were :  his  gesture 
imports  it.       >--<v^'-  -^^^^^  [^Aside. 

Cas.  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps,  upon  me  ;  so  hales, 
and  pulls  me.     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! —  OfjSi^LJiwts/ 

0th.  Now  he  tells  how  she  plueKei].  him  to  my  chamber. 
0,  I  see  that  nose  of  yours,  but  not  that  dog  I  shall  throw 
it  to.  [^Aside, 

Cas.    Well,  I  must  leave  her  company. 

lago.    Before  me !  look  where  she  comes. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Cas.  'Tis  such  another^  fitchew  !  marry,  a  perfumed  one. 
— What  do  you  mean  by  this  haunting  of  me  ? 

Bian.  Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  you !  What  did 
you  mean  by  that  same  handkerchief  you  gave  me  even 
now?  I  was  a  fine  fool  to  take  it.  I  must  take  out  the 
whole  work  ? — A  likely  piece  of  work  that  you  should  find 
it  in  your  chamber,  and  not  knoAV  who  left  it  there !  This 
is  some  minx's  token,  and  I  must  take  out  the  work  !  There, 
— give  it  your  hobby-horsi?.  Wkenesoe\^r  you  had  it,  I'll  V jj' 
take  out  no  more  work  ont^^^^V*^  iVvX**^  ^%^M.lKl^'^ 

Cas,    How  now,  my  sweet  Bianca?  howWw  r  how  now  i 

0th.    By  Heaven,  that  should  be  my  handkerchief. 

\^side. 

Bian.  An  you'll  come  to  supper  to-night,  you  may ; 
an  you  will  not,  come  when  you  are  next  prepared  for. 

lExit 

lago.    After  her,  after  her. 

Cas.    'Faith,  I  must ;  she'll  rail  in  the  street  else. 

lago.    Will  you  sup  there  ? 
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Cas.    'Faith,  I  intend  so. 

lago.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  see  you ;  for  I  would  very 
fain  speak  with  you. 

Cas,    Pr'ythee,  come ;  will  you  ? 

lago.    Go  to ;  say  no  more.  [Exit  Cassio 

0th.    How  shall  I  murder  him,  lago? 

lago.    Did  you  perceive  how  he  laughed  at  his  vice? 

0th.    0  lago! 

lago.    And  did  you  see  the  handkerchief? 

0th.    Was  that  mine  ? 

lago.  Yours,  by  this  hand ;  and  to  see  how  he  prizes 
the  foolish  woman,  your  wife  !  she  gave  it  him,  and  he  hath 
given  it  his  whore. 

0th.  I  w^ould  have  him  nine  years  a  killing. — A  fine  wo- 
man !  a  fair  woman  !  a  sweet  woman ! 

lago.    Nay,  you  must  forget  that. 

0th.  Ay,  let  her  rot,  and  perish,  and  be  damned  to-night; 
for  she  shall  not  live.  No,  my  heart  is  turned  to  stone ; 
I  strike  it,  and  it  hurts  my  hand.  0,  the  world  hath  not  a 
sweeter  creature ;  she  might  lie  by  an  emperor's  side,  and 
command  him  tasks. 

lago.    Nay,  that's  not  your  w^ay. 

0th.  Hang  her  !  I  do  but  say  what  she  is. —  So  delicate 
with  her  needle  ! — An  admirable  musician  !  0,  she  will  sing 
the  savageness  out  of  a  bear !  —  Of  so  high  and  plenteous 
wit  and  invention  !  — 

lago.    She  is  the  worse  for  all  this. 

0th.  0,  a  thousand, ^^thousand_^mes. — And  then,  of  so 
gentle  a  condition],  ^(^[^^  • 

lago.    Ay,  too  gentle.  c-ot^-v^*^ 

0th.  Nay,  that's  certain.  But  yet  the  pity  of  it,  lago ! 
—  0  lago,  the  pity  of  it,  lago  ! 

lago.  If  you  are  so  fond  over  her  iniquity,  give  her  patent 
to  offend ;  for,  if  it  touch  not  you,  it  comes  near  nobody. 

0th.    I  will  chop  her  into  messes !  —  Cue] 


lago.    0,  'tis  foul  in  her.  ^^-^<XAAT^~yiA/%iyJhr  ^kuj^  /y 

0th.    With  mine  officer !  ^^  ^"^"^l^^^  A^  C4  ^ 

lago.    That's  fouler, 

0th.  Get  me  some  poison,  lago,  this  night.  —  I'll  not 
expostulate  with  her,  lest  her  body  and  beauty  unprovide 
my  mind  again ;  this  night,  lago. 

lago.  Do  it  not  with  poison ;  strangle  her  in  her  bed, 
even  the  bed  she  hath  contaminated. 

0th.    Good,  good;'  the  justice  of  it  pleases;  very  good. 

lago.  And,  for  Cassio,— let  me  be  his  undertaker.     You  ,u^o 

shall  hear  more  by  midnight.  \A  trumpet  within 

Vol.  Vni.— 16 

\ 
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0th.    Excellent  good. — What  trumpet  is  that  same? 
lago.    Something  from  Venice,  sure.     'Tis  Lodovico, 
Come  from  the  duke ;  and,  see,  jour  wife  is  with  him. 

Enter  Lodovico,  Desdemona,  and  Attendants. 

Lod.    'Save  you,  worthy  general ! 

0th,  With  all  my  heart,  sir 

Lod.    The  duke  and  senators  of  Venice  greet  you. 

\_Gives  him  a  packet, 

0th.    I  kiss  the  instrument  of  their  pleasures. 

[_0j)ens  the  packet,  and  reads. 

Des.    And  what's  the  news,  good  cousin  Lodovico? 

lago.    I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  seignior; 
Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

Lod.    I  thank  you.     How  does  lieutenant  Cassio? 

lago.    Lives,  sir. 

Des.    Cousin,  there's  fallen  between  him  and  my  lord 
An  unkind  breach ;  but  you  shall  make  all  well. 

0th.    Are  you  sure  of  that? 

Des.    My  lord? 

0th.  This  fall  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will — 

\_lleads. 

Lod.    He  did  not  call ;  he's  busy  in  the  paper. 
Is  there  division  'twixt  thy  lord  and  Cassio  ? 

Bes.    A  most  unhappy  one ;  I  would  do  much 
To  atone  them,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Cassio. 

0th.    Fire  and  brimstone ! 

Bes.  My  lord?  ^ 

0th.  Are  you  wis 

Bes.    What,  is  he  angry? 

Lod.  May  be,  the  letter  moved  him; 

For,  as  I  think,  they  do  command  him  home, 
Deputing  Cassio  in  his  government. 

Bes.    By  my  troth,  I  am  glad  on't. 

0th.  Indeed ! 

Bes.  My  lord? 

0th.    I  am  glad  to  see  you  mad. 

Bes.  How,  sweet  Othello? 

0th.    Devil!  \_Striking  her. 

Bes.  I  have  not  deserved  this. 

Lod.    My  lord,  this  would  not  be  believed  in  Venice, 
Though  I  should  swear  I  saw  it.     'Tis  very  much; 
Make  her  amends,  she  weeps.  ^ 

0th.  0  (Mvil,  devil! 

If  that  the  earth  could  ^t^^m  ^h  >j?o man's  tears, 


^^f^ 
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Each  drop  slie  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile. — 
Out  of  my  sight ! 

Des,  I  will  not  stay  to  offend  you.     [Cioing^ 

Lod,    Truly,  an  obedient  lady. — 
I  do  beseech  your  lordship,  call  her  back. 

0th.    Mistress, 

I)es,  My  lord? 

0th.    What  would  you  with  her,  sir? 

Lod.    Who,  I,  my  lord  ? 

0th.    Ay ;  you  did  wish  that  I  would  make  her  turn ; 
Sir,  she  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
And  turn  again ;  and  she  can  weep,  sir,  weep ; 
And  she's  obedient,  as  you  say, —  obedient, — 
Very  obedient. — Proceed  you  in  your  tears. — 
Concerning  this,  sir, —  0,  well-painted  passion  ! 
I  am  commanded  home. —  Get  you  away; 
I'll  send  for  you  anon. —  Sir,  I  obey  the  mandate^ 
And  will  return  to  Venice. — Hence,  avaunt ! 

[^Exit  Desdemona^ 
Cassio  shall  have  my  place.     And, —  sir, —  to-night,      %^% 
I  do  entreat  that  we  may  sup  together.  HV 

You  are  welcome,  sir,  to  Cyprus. —  Goatsg^idmonkeys  ! 

[Exit 

Lod.    Is  this  the  noble  Moor  whom  our  full  senate 
Call  —  all-in-all  sufficient? — This  the  noble  nature 
Whom  passion  could  not  shake?  whose  solid  virtue  ^jj 
The  shot  of  accident,  nor  dart  of  chance,    ■'    "' 
Could  neither  graze,  nor  pierce  ? 

lago.  ^-^W^ IftjyipAifc.       He  is  much  changed. 

Lod.    Are  m^^'Tt^safe  ?  is  he  not  light  of  brain  ? 

lago.    He  1^  tllJlt^rt^  is;  I  may  not  breatlie  rSy  censure. 
What  he  might  be, —  if  what  he  might,  he  is  not, — 
I  would  to  Heaven  he  were. 

Lod.  What,  strike  his  wife ! 

lagc.    'Faith,  that  was  not  so  well.     Yet  'would  I  knew 
That  stroke  would  prove  the  worst.  .  ^ 

Lod.  Is  it  his  use?      *^»y^ 

Or  did  the  letters  work  upon  his  blood,  »\»    %^'^ 

And  new-create  this  fai^t  ? 

lago.  \^^^%jS^^^^^^  Alas,  alas  ! 

It  is  not  JimieWj^n  me  to  speak 

What  I  have'^^en  and  known.     You  shall  observe  him ; 
And  his  own  courses  will  denote  hirn^o, 
That  I  may  save  my  speech.     Do  but  go  after, 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 

Lod.    I  am  sorry  that  I  am  deceived  in  him.    IFxeunt. 
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SCENE  II.     A  Boom  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  Othello  and  Emilia. 

0th.    You  have  seen  nothing,  then  ? 

JEmiL    Nor  ever  heard ;  nor  ever  did  suspect. 

0th.    Yes,  you  have  seen  Cassio  and  she  together. 

Emil.    But  then  I  saw  no  harm ;  and  then  I  heard 
Each  syllable  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 

0th.  What,  did  they  never  whisper  ? 

Emil.  Never,  my  lord. 

0th.    Nor  send  you  out  o'  the  way  ? 

Emil.  Never.  ^ 

0th.  To  fetch  her  fan,  her  gloves,  her  mask,  nor  nothing  ?  J 

Eynil.    Never,  my  lord.  v 

0th.  That's  strange.  /     ^^U^ 

Emil.    I  durst,  my  lord,  to  wager  she  is  kojiggt, ^tU^^JXr 
Lay  down  my  soul  at  stake.     If  you  think  other,    .       «4* 
Remove  your  thought ;  it  doth  nbi^se  your  bosom.    ^Jf'^v^ 
If  any  wretch  hath  put  this  in  your  head, 
Let  Heaven  requite  it  with  the  serpent's  curse ! 
For,  if  she  be  not  honest,  chaste,  and  true,  ^ 

There's  no  man  happy ;  the  purest  of  their  wivesJ*' 
Is  foul  as  slander.  -»•    vji/*^  ^y' 

0th,  Bid  her  come  hithjgyfA- go. —  Tfll/^ 

It  EMIL^^''wlr 


)  s  a  siinple  bawd#' 


Xit 


She  says  enough; — y.et  she's  a  smiple  bawcL'fflf^tA^^  ^ 

That  cannot  say  as  much7    This  is  a  subfTe  whore,  ^        f^    J 
A  closet-lock-and-key  of  villanous  secrets  :  j  ucCm 

And  yet  she^U  J^neel,  and  pray ;  I  have*  seen  her  do't.  T^^  ^ 

^"^^'^^e-enter  Emilia,  with  Desdemona.   ^*V.       ^    ^ 

Des,    My  lord,  what  is  your  will?  XK^       ^P'^'^ 

0th.  'Pi^ay,  chuck,  come  hither. 

Des.  What  is  your  pleasure? 

0th,  Let  me  see  your  eyes ; 

Look  in  my  face. 

Des.  What  horrible  fancy's  this? 

0th.    Some  of  your  function,  mistress;        \^To  Emilia. 
Leave  procreants  alone,  and  shut  the  door ; 
Cough,  or  cry, — ITein,  if  any  body  come. 
Your  mystery,  your  mystery;  —  nay,  despatch.  '  ^J^ 

[Exit  Emilia.    V^ 

Des.    Upon  my  knees,  what  doth  thy  speech  import  ?       ^^ 
[  understand  a  fury  in  your  words, 
But  not  the  words. 
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OtJi,  Why,  what  art  thou  ? 

Des,  Your  wife,  my  lord;  your  true 

And  loyal  wife. 

Otlu  Come,  swear  it,  damn  thyself; 

Lest,  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  themselves 
Should  fear"  to  seize  thee :  therejfore  be  jdouble-damned, 
Swear  —  thou  art  honest.   jjjt^>^ ^  .,.xAj^>^v<^^^  ^ 

Des.  ~  '~       Heaven  doth  truly  know  it. 

0th.    Heaven  truly  knows  that  thou  art  false  as  helL 

Des.  To  whom,  my  lord?  with  whom?    How  am  I  false? 

0th.    0  Desdemona  !  —  away!  away!  away! 

Des.    Alas,  the  heavy  day  !  — Why  do  you  weep  ?. 
Am  I  the  oc.^asion  of  these  tears,  my  lord  ?    C^^nA^^^^ 
If,  haply,  you  my  father  do  suspect. 
An  instrument  of  this  your  calling  back. 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me ;  if  you  have  lost  him, 
Why,  I  have  lost  him  too. 

0th.  Had  it  pleased  Heaven 

To  try  me  with  affliction ;  had  he  rained 
All  kinds  of  sores,  and  shames,  on  my  bare  head; 
Steeped  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips ; 
Given  to  captivity  me  and  my  utmost  hopes ; 
I  should  have  found  in  some  part  of  my  soul 
A  drop  of  patience :  but  (alas  !)  to  make  me 

p^f^.d    figurPj    for    thfi    tnyift    nf  ?^(>nrn^  Zi 

oint  his  slow,  unmoving  finder  nt, 
0! 

Yet  could  I  bear  that  too ;  well,  very  well : 
Eut  there,  where  I  have  garnered  up  my  heart; 
AVhere  either  I  must  live,  or  bear  no  life ; 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  runs, 
Or  else  dries  up ;  to  be  discarded  thence, 
Or  keep  it  as  a  cistern,  for  foul  toads 
To  knot  and  gender  in !  —  Turn  thy  coi]3(plexion  there ! 
Patience,   LhuU'^uulig  and  rose-lipped  cherubim ; 
Ay,  there,  look  grim  as  hell ! 

Des.    I  hope  my  noble  lord  esteems  me  honest. 

0th.    0,  ay ;  as  summer  flies  are  in  the  shambles. 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing.     0  thou  weed, 
Who  art  so  lovely  f^iir,  and  smell'st  so  sweet. 
That  the  sense  aches  at  thee.  —  'Would  thou  hadst  ne'er 
been  born  ! 

Des.    Alas,  what  ignorant  sin  have  I  committed? 

0th.  Was  this  fair  paper,  this  most  goodly  book, 
Made  to  write  whore  upon  ?     What  cq 
Committed  !  —  0,  thou  public  commoner 


/ 
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I  should  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks,  W^ 

That  would  to  cinders  burn  up  modesty,  (v\ 

Did  I  but  speak  thy  deeds. — What  committed !     ^  V^ 
Heaven  stops  the  nose  at  it,  and  the  moon  winksuj^ 
The  bawdy  wind,  that  kisses  all^  it  jn^t^ts.     ^ir^ 
Is  hushed  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth,   ^ 
And  will  not  hear  it.     What  committed!  — 
Impudent  strumpet ! 

I)es.  By  Heaven,  you  do  me  wrong. 

0th,    Are  not  you  a  strumpet  ? 

Des.  No,  as  I  am  a  Christian, 

If  to  pre'semi.4^is  vessel  for  my  lord. 
From  any^tlie^foul,  unlawful  touch. 
Be  —  not  to  Te  a~slrumpet,  1  am  nbne. 

0th,  What,  not  a  whore  ? 

Des,  No,  as  I  shall  be  saved. 

0th,    Is  it  possible? 

Des.    0  Heaven,  forgive  us ! 

0th.  I  cry  you  mercy,  then; 

I  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice, 
That  married  with  Othello. — You,  mistress. 

Re-enter  Emilia. 

That  have  the  office  opposite  to  saint  Peter, 
And  keep  the  gate  of  hell ;  you  !  you  !  ay,  you ! 
We  have  done  our  course ;  there's  money  for  your  pains ; 
I  pray  you,  turn  the  key,  and  keep  ^£]jfij/^ft^\,- ^,  X^^f^ 

Emil.    Alas,  what  does  this  gentlemayconcC'i 
How  do  you,  madam  ?  how  do  you,  my  good  lady  ? 

Des.    'Faith,  half  asleep. 

I]mil.    Good  madam,  what's  the  matter  with  my  lord  ? 

Des,  With  who? 

JEmil,  Why,  with  my  lord,  madam. 

Des,  Wlio  is  thy  lord? 

JEmiL  He  that  is  yours,  sweet  lady. 

Des,    I  have  none.     Do  not  talk  to  me,  Emilia; 
I  cannot  weep ;  nor  answer  I  have  none. 
But  v/hat  should  go  by  water.     'Pr'ythee,  to-night 
Lay  on  my  bed  my  wedding-sheets, —  remember;  — 
And  call  thy  husband  hither. 

JEmil,    Here  is  a  change  indeed !  [Exit, 

Des,    'Tis  meet  I  should  be  used  so,  very  meet. 
How  have  I  been  behaved,  that  he  might  stick 
The  small'st  opinion  on  my  great'st  abuse  ? 
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He-enter  Emilia,  with  Iago. 

lago.  What  is  jour  pleasure,  madam  ?    How  is  it  with  you! 

Des,    I  cannot  tell.     Those  that  do  teach  young  babes, 
Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  easy  tasks. 
He  might  have  chid  me  so ;  for,  in  good  faith, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

Iago.  What's  the  matter,  lady? 

Emil,    Alas,  Iago,  my  lord  hath  so  bewhored  her, 
Thrown  such  despite  and  heavy  terms  upon  her, 
As  true  hearts  cannot  bear. 

Des.    Am  I  that  name,  Iago  ? 

Iago.  W^hat  name,  fair  lady? 

Des.    Such  as  she  says  my  lord  did  say  I  was. 

Emil.    He  called  her  whore ;  a  beggar  in  his  drink 
Could  not  have  laid  such  terms  upon  his  callet. 

Iago.    Why  did  he  so  ? 

Des.    I  do  not  know ;  I  am  sure,  I  am  none  such. 

Iago.    Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep.     Alas,  the  day ! 

Emil.    Has  she  forsook  so  many  noble  matches, 
Her  father  and  her  country,  and  her  friends. 
To  be  called  —  whore?  would  it  not  make  one  weep? 

Des.    It  is  my  wretcjjed  fortune. 

Iago.  fMAAfA}^  Beshrew  him  for  it ! 

How  comes  this  trickxupon  him  ? 

Des.  *^  Nay,  Heaven  doth  know 

Emil.    I  will  be  hanged,  if  some  eternal^  villain. 
Some  busy  and  insinuating  rogue,    ""V^ 
Some  cogging,  cozening  slave,  to  get  some  office. 
Have  not  devised  this  slander.     I'll  be  hanged  else. 

Iago.    Fie,  there  is  no  such  man ;  it  is  impossible. 

Des.    If  any  such  there  be.  Heaven  pardon  him ! 

Emil.  A  halter  pardon  him  !  and  hell  gnaw  his  bones  ! 
Why  should  he  call  her — whore  ?  who  keeps  her  company  ? 
What  place?  what  time  ?  what  form  ?  what  likelihood  ? 
The  Moor's  abused  by  some  most  YJllanous  knave. 
Some  base,  notorious  knav^  some 
0  Heaven,  that  sucn  ^om^SfaVte^ 

And  put  in  every  honest  hand  a  wnip,  ^  AJi^^v 

To  lash  the  i^ig^al  leaked  through  the  world,    vljUll^v^^^^  /^     j) 
Even  from  the  east  to^ie  west!  ^  uii;UUtCMAMJ^^^ 

Iago.  Speak  whhin  dopr.      (>^*^^^4^aJuI 

Emil.    0,  fie  upon  him !  some  sucti  squn^e  He*  was, 
That  turned  your  wit  the^_sfe^v^si^  without. 
And  made  you  to  suspect  me  with  the  Moor. 

Iago.    You  are  a  fool ;  go  to. 


^3iW  ^fjAx^yUeft^ 
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-^^^-  0  good  lago, 

What  shall  I  do  to  win  my  lord  again? 
Good  friend,  go  to  him ;  for,  by  this  light  of  heayen, 

I  know  not  how  I  lost  him.     Here  I  kneel. 

If  e'er  my  will  did  trespass  'gainst  his  love, 

Either  in  discourse  of  thought,  or  actual  deed ; 

Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  sense, 

Delighted  them  in  any  other  form ; 

Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did, 

And  ever  will,— though  he  do  shake  me  off 

To  beggarly  divorcement, —  love  him  dearly. 

Comfort  ficujswear  me!     Unkindness  may  do  muclut/ 

And  his  unkindness  may  dejoat  my  life,      ^0^^^^'^^ 

But  never  taint  my  love.     Tcannot  say,  whore;     ^ 

It  does  abhor  me,  now  I  speak  thQvjMii; 

To  do  the  act  that  might  the  j^dit^earn. 

Not  the  world's  mass  of  vanity  couliTmake  me.  0it#l4^ ' 

lago.    I  pray  you,  be  content;  'tis  but  his  Jiu^. 
The  business  of  the  state  does  him  offence, 
And  he  does  chide  with  you. 

-^^^-  If  'twere  no  other, — 

lago.    It  is  but  so,  I  warrant  you.  \ Trumpets 

Ilark,  how  these  instruments  summon  to  supper! 

And  the  great  messengers  of  Venice  stay. 

Go  in,  and  weep  not;  all  things  shall  be  well. 

[Exeunt  Desdemona  and  Emilia. 

Enter  Eoderigo. 

How  now,  Roderigo  ? 

Rod.    I  do  not  find  that  thou  deal'st  justly  with  me. 

lago.    What  in  the  contrary  ?    mjjJf  w^  llJL 

Bod.  Every  day  thou  doif'st  m^with  someljVice,  lago; 

^d    rather  (as  it  seems  TTriim  IlOW)  Tceep'st  from  me  all 

•  conveniency,  than  suppliest  me  with  the  least  advantage  of 

Bope!     Twill,  indeed,  no  longer  endure  it ;  nor  am  I  yet 

persuaded,  to  put  up  in  peace  what  already  I  have  foolishly 

suffered. 

lago.    Will  you  hear  me,  Roderigo? 

Rod.    'Faith,  I  have    heard  too  much;    for  your  words 
and  performances  are  no  kin  together. 

lago.    You  charge  me  most  unjustly. 

Rod.   With  nought  but  truth.     I  have  wasted  myself  out 
of  my  means.     The  jev/els  you  have  had  from  me,  to  de-    ^ 
liver  to  Desdemona,  would  half  have  corrupted  a  ^oitamt.^ 
You  have  told  me  she  has  received  them,  and  returned  mo 
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expectations  and  comforts  of  sudden ^resperit  and  acquit- 
tance ;  but  I  find  none. 

lago.    Well ;  go  to ;  very  well. 

Mod,  Very  well !  go  to !  I  cannot  go  to,  man  ;  nor  'th 
not  very  well.  By  this  hand,  I  say,  it  is  very  scurvy ;  and 
begin  to  find  myself  fobbed  in  it. 

lago.    Very  well. 

Hod.  I  tell  you  'tis  not  very  well.  I  will  make  myself 
known  to  Desdemona.  If  she  will  return  me  my  jewels, 
I  will  give  over  my  suit,  and  repent  my  unlawful  solicita- 
tion ;  if  not,  assure  yourself,  I  will  seek  satisfaction  of  you. 

lago.    You  have  said  now. 

Hod.  Ay,  and  I  have  said  nothing  but  what  I  protest 
intendment  of  doins:. 

lago.^  Why,  now  I  see  there's  mettle  in  thee;  and  even, 
from  this  instant,  do  build  on  thee  a  better  opinion  than 
ever  before.  Give  me  thy  hand,  Roderigo.  Thou  hast  taken 
against  me  a  most  just  exception ;  but  yet  I  protest  I  have 
dealt  most  directly  in  thy  affair. 

Hod.    It  hath  not  appeared. 

lago.  1  grant,  ^^^^64?sXi*ii3)^«!^^  appeared ;  and  your 
suspicion  is  not  without  SiT'arm^im^ment.  But,  Roderigo, 
if  thou  hast  that  within  thee,  indeed,  which  I  have  greater 
reason  to  believe  now  than  ever, — I  mean,  purpose,  courage, 
and  valor, —  this  night  show  it.  If  thou  the  next  night 
following  enjoyest  not  Desdemona,  take  me  from  this  world 
with  treachery,  and  devise  engmgs  for  my  life.  ^^^^d/JAM^^^^^CZ 

Rod.  Well,  what  is  it?  is  it  wiTriin  reason,  and  compass?  ^I**'^ 

lago.  Sir,  there  is  especial  commission  come  from  Venice, 
to  depute  Cassio  in  Othello's  place. 

Rod.  Is^  that  true  ?  why,  then  Othello  and  Desdemona 
return  again  to  Venice. 

lago.  0,  no;  he  goes  into  Mauritania,  and  takes  away 
with  him  the  ^#^§|;^™^5r^unless  his  abode  be  lingered 
'here  by  some  a^^^rt^^TO^m  none  can  be  so  determinate, 
as  the  removing  of  Cassio.  (J 

Rod.    How  do  you  mean  —  removing  of  him? — 

lago.  Why,  by  making  him  uncapable  of  Othello's  place; 
knocking  out  his  brains. 

Rod.    And  that  you  would  have  me  do  ? 

lago.  Ay  ;^  if  you  dare  do  yourself  a  profit,  and  a  right. 
He  sups  to-night  with  a  harlot,  and  thither  will  I  go  to 
him  ; — he  knows  not  yet  of  his  honorable  fortune.  If  you 
will  watch  his  going  thence,  (which  I  will  fashion  to  fall 
out  between  twelve  and  one,)  you  may  take  him  at  your 
pleasure;  I  will  be  near  to  second  your  attempt,  and  he 
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shall  fall  between  us.  Come,  stand  not  qjjl?\^eJ  at  it,  but 
go  along  with  me ;  I  will  show  you  such  a  necessity  in  his 
death,  that  you  shall  think  yourself  bound  to  put  it  on  him. 
It  is  now  high  supper-time,  and  the  night  grows  to  waste*, 
about  it. 

Rod.    I  will  hear  further  reason  for  this. 

lago.    And  you  shall  be  satisfied. ^         [J^x^unU 


SCENE  III.     Another  Hoom  in  the  Castle. 


Enter    Othello,    Lodovico,    Desdemona,    Emilia,    and 

Attendants. 

Lod.    I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  trouble  yourself  no  further. 

0th,    0,  pardon  me ;  'twill  do  me  good  to  w^alk. 

Lod.  Madam,  good  night ;  I  humbly  thank  your  ladyship. 

Des.    Your  honor  is  most  welcome. 

0th.  Will  you  walk,  sir? — 

0, —  Desdemona, 

Bes.  My  lord? 

0th.    Get  you  to  bed  on  the  instant,  I  will  be  returned 
forthwith.     Dismiss  your  attendant  there ;  look,  it  be  done. 

Des.    I  will,  my  lord. 

[^Exeunt  Otii.,  Lod.,  and  Attendants. 

Emil.  How  goes  it  now?  he  looks  gentler  thiin  he  did.  #^i 

Des.    He  says  he  will  return  -incontinent.  ^/y\/sAAUUMXilia 
He  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed,  / 

And  bade  me  to  dismiss  you.  ^ 

Emil.  Dismiss  me ! 

Des.    It  was  his  bidding ;  therefore,  good  Emilia, 
Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu. 
We  must  not  now  displease  him.  ' 

Emil.    I  w^ould  you  had  never  seen  him ! 

Des.    So  would  not  I ;  my  love  doth  so  approve  him,      f 
That  even  his  stubbornness,  his  checks,  and  frowns, —    AJW 
Pr'ythee,  unpin  me, —  have  grace  and  favor  in  them. 

Emil.  I  have  laid  those  sheets  you  bade  me  on  the  bed. 

Des.  All's  one. — Good  father!  how  foolish  are  our  minds! 
If  I  do  die  before  thee,  'pr'ythee,  shroud  me 
In  one  of  those  same  sheets. 

Emil.  Come,  come,  you  talk. 

Des.    My  mother  had  a  maid  called  —  Barbara;     ' 
She  was  in  love ;  and  he  she  loved,  proved  mad. 
And  did  forsake  her.     She  had  a  song  of — willow; 
An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  expressed  her  fortune. 
And  she  died  singing  it.     That  song,  to-night, 
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Will  not  go  from  my  mind ;  I  have  much  to  do, 

But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  side, 

And  sing  it  like  poor  Barbara.     Tr'ythee,  despatch. 
EmiL    Shall  I  go  fetch  your  night-gown  ? 
Des.  No ;  unpin  me  here.—  » 

This  Ludovico  is  a  proper  man.  hjMjytMj^^*^*^  '  jigmJif^^/w 

Emil.    A  very  handsome  man.  ^   ^j^^^^iAjiwsm^^^^ 

Des.  And  he  s^eak^  well.  ^ 

UiiiiL    I  know  a  lady  in  Venice,  who  would  have  walked 

barefoot  to  Palestine,  for  a  touch  of  his  nether  lip. 

I. 

Des.    The  poor  soul  sat  sighing  hy  a  sycamore  tree, 

Sing  all  a  green  willow  ;  [Singing, 

Mer  hand  on  her  bosom,  her  head  on  her  knee, 
Sing  willow,  willoiv,  willow : 

The  fresh  streams  ran  hy  her,  and  murmured  her  moa^isj 
Sing  willow,  &c. 

Jler  salt  tears  fell  from  her,  and  softened  the  stones  ; 

Lay  by  these  : 

Sing  willoiv,  ivillow,  willoiu  ; 
Pr'ythee,  hie  thee  ;  he'll  come  anon. —  '^ 

Sing  all  a  green  willow  must  he  my  garland, 
II. 

Let  nohody  blame  him  ;  his  scorn  1  approve, — 

\ 
Nay,  that's  not  next  —  hark!  who  is  it  that  knocks? 

f         JEmiL    It  is  the  wind. 
I 

Des.    I  called  w.y  love,  false  love;  but  what  said  he  thenf 

Sing  willow,  kc. 

If  I  court  mo  women,  you  II  couch  with  mo  men. 

So  get  thee  gone :  good  night.     Mine  eyes  do  itch ; 
O   Doth  that  bode  weeping? 

Emil.  'Tis  neither  here  nor  there. 

Des.    I  have   heard   it   said   so. —  0,    these   m.en,    these 
men !  — 
Dost  thou  in  conscience  think, —  tell  me,  Emilia, — 
i-OThat  there  be  women  do  abuse  their  husbands 
^  In  such  gross  kind  ? 

Emil.  There  be  some  such,  no  question. 

Des,    Wouldst  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the  world? 
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Emit    "Why,  would  not  you? 

Des.  No,  by  this  heavenly  light! 

Emil.    Nor  I  neither  by  this  heavenly  light ; 
I  might  do't  as  well  i'  the  dark. 

Des.    Wouldst  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the  world  ? 

Emil.  The  world  is  a  huge  thing.  'Tis  a  great  price 
For  a  small  vice. 

Des.  Good  troth,  I  think  thou  wouldst  not, 

Emil.    By  my  troth,  I  think  I  should ;  and  undo't,  when 

I  had  done.     Marry,  I  would  not  do  such  a  thing  for  a 

joint-ring;  nor  for  measures  of  lawn;  nor.for^owns,  p^- 

X      ^  Viiff"  /  ^i^^^^,  nor   caps,  nor  any  petty  exhJbm^rftDut  n)r  the 

J   [f^^  ,   w^hole  world, —  who  would  not  makelier  husband  a  cuckold, 

'^  ^   to  make  him  a  monarch  ?    I  should  venture  purgatory  for't. 

Des.  Beshrew  me,  if  I  would  do  such  a  wrong  for  the 
whole  world. 

Emil.  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'  the  world ;  and, 
having  the  world  for  your  labor,  'tis  a  wrong  in  your  own 
world,  and  you  might  quickly  make  it  right. 

Des.    I  do  not  think  there  is  any  such  woman. 

Emil.    Yes,  a  dozen ;  and  as  many 
To  the  vantage,  as  would  store  the  world  they  played  for. 
But  I  do  think,  it  is  their  husbands'  faults 
If  wives  do  fall.     Say,  that  they  slack  their  duties, 
And  pour  our  treasures  into  foreign  laps ; 
Or  else  break  out  in  peevish  jealousies, 
Throwing  restraint  upon  us ;  or,  say,  they  strike  us, 
Or  scant  our  former  having  in  despite : 
Why,  we  have  galls ;  and,  though  we  have  some  grace, 
Yet  we  have  some  revenge.     Let  husbands  know 
Their  wives  have  sense  like  them:  they  see,  and  smell, 
And  have  their  palates  both  for  sweet  and  sour. 
As  husbands  have.     What  is  it  that  they  do. 
When  they  change  us  for  others  ?     Is  it  sport  ? 
Ci  Ci  ^\  u\.    'yS^  think  it  is;  and  doth  affection  breed  it? 
I  think  it  doth ;  is't  frailty,  that  thus  errs  ? 
It  is  so  too ;  and  have  not  we  affections  ? 
Desires  for  sport  ?  and  frailty,  as  men  have  ? 
Then,  let  them  use  us  well ;  else,  let  them  know, 
The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  instruct  us  to. 

Des.    Good  night,  good  night;    Heaven  me  such  usage 
send. 
Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad;  but,  by  bad,  mend!       [Exeunt, 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  L     A  Street, 
Enter  Iago  and  Roderigo. 

lago.    Here,  stand   behind   this  bulk  ;    straight  will  he 
come ; 

Wear  thy  good  rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home. 

Quick,  quick ;  fear  nothing ;  I'll  be  at  thj  elbow.  *- 

It  makes  us,  or  it  mars  us ;  think  on  that, 

And  fix  most  firm  thy  resolution. 
^        Rod.    Be  near  at  hand ;  I  may  miscarry  in't. 
I        Iago.    Here,  at  thy  hand  ;  be  bold,  and  take  thy  sword. 

[^Retires  to  a  little  distance 
Rod.    I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed; 

And  yet  he  has  given  me  satisfying  reasons. 

'Tis  but  a  man  gone;  —  forth,  my  sword;  he  dies. 

\_Goes  to  his  stand. 
h^'^^Iag.    I  have  rubbed  this  young  quat  almost  to  the  sense, 

And  he  grows  angry.     Now,  \Wiether  he  kill  Cassio, 

Or  Cassio  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other. 

Every  way  makes  my  gain.     Live  Roderigo, 

He  calls  me  to  a  restitution  lai-ge  Z'     ^  /    :^  '      .  ^yccj* 

,  Of  gold  and  jewels  that  I  bobbed  from  him,  (Jlt^^^^^    '*^^* 

As  gifts  to  Desdemona; 

It  must  not  be;  if  Cassio  do  remain, 

He  hath  a  daily  beauty  in  his  life. 

That  makes  me  ugly;  and,  besides,  the  Moor 
,  May  unfold  me  to  him ;  there  stand  I  in  much  peril : 
'  No,  he  must  die. — But  so,  I  hear  him  comino-. 

\ 

Enter  Cassio. 

Rod.    I  know  his  gait;   'tis  he;  —  villain,  thou  diest. 
\Ruslies  from  Ids  post^  and  makes  a  pass  at 

Cassio. 
r'     Oas.    That  thrust  had  been  mine  enemy  indeed, 
-But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thou  think'st; 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine. 

[^Draws  and  wounds  Roderigo 
Rod.  0,  I  am  slain  ! 

[Iago  rusJies  from  his  post,  cuts  Cassio  behind 
in  the  leg,  and  exit. 
Oas.    I  am  maimed  forever :  — Help,  ho  !  murder  !  mur- 
<ier !  [Falls, 
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Eiiter  Othell(),  at  a  distance. 

GtJi     The  voice  of  Cassio. —  lago  keeps  his  word. 
Rod.    0,  villain  that  I  am  ! 

0th.  Hark !     'Tis  even  so, 

Cas.    0,  help  !  ho  !  light !  a  surgeon  ! 
0th.    'Tis  he;  —  0  brave  lago,  honest,  and  just, 
,     That  hast  such  noble  sense  of  thy  friend's  wrong ! 
i  L-i^  i^v-  it'^^/Thou  teachest  me, —  minion,  your  dear  lies  dead 

And  your  fate  hies  apace. —  Strumpet,  I  come. 
'.    ^^        ^  -rr,  CForth  of  my  heart  those  charms,  thine  eyes,  are  blotted; 
"^'ri      ^^  ^y<^^Ui\\S\\j  bed,  lust-stained,  shall  with  lust's  blood  be  spotted. 

'  \_Exit  Othello. 

Enter  LoDOVico  andf  Gkatiano,  ai  a  distance. 

Cas.  What,  ho!  no  VjitcpT  no  pgLssage ?  m^'der  I  murder ! 
Gra.    'Tis  some  mischance;  the  cry  is  very  direful. 
Cas.    0,  help! 

Lod.  Hark !  / 

Rod.  0  wretched  villain  ! 

r   .        ,j  Lod.    Two  or  three  groans; — it  is  a  heayynight. 

i)i^^^v^j^^,it*^JThese  may  be  cj)un.te,ij'eits ;  let's  think't  unsafe 
J  To  come  into  the  cry  without  more  help. 

-^  Rod.    Nobody  come  ?  then  shall  I  bleed  to  death. 

Enter  Iago,   with  a  light. 

Lod.    Hark  ! 

Gra.   Here's  one  comes  in  his  shirt,  with  light  and  w^eapons.  m 

logo.  Who's    there  ?    whose  noise  is  this,  that  cries  on   1 
murder  ?  " 

Lod.  We  do  not  know. 

Iago.  Did  you  not  hear  a  cry  I 

Cas.    Here,  here ;  for  Heaven's  sake,  help  me.  ; 

Iago.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Gra.    This  is  Othello's  ancient,  as  I  take  it. 

Lod.    The  same,  indeed ;  a  very  valiant  fellow. 

Iago.  What  are  you  here  that  cry  so  grievously  ? 

Cas.    Iago  !  0,  I  am  spoiled,  undone  by  villains  I 
Give  me  some  help. 

Iago.    0  me,  lieutenant!  what  villains  have  done  this? 

Cas.    I  think  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout, 
And  cannot  make  away. 

Iago.  0  treacherous  villains  ! — 

What  are  you  there?  come  in,  and  give  some  help. 

\_To  LoDOVico  and  Gratiano. 

Rod.    0,  help  me  here  ! 
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Cas,    That's  one  of  them. 

Icigo.  0  murderous  slave  !     0  villain ! 

[Iago  stabs  E-ODETiiao. 

Rod,    0  damned  la^o !     0  inhuman  doir ! 
0!  0!  0! 

Iago,    Kill  men  i' the   dark! — Where   be   these  bloodjf 
thieves  ? 
How  silent  is  this  town!  —  Ho!  murder!  murder! 
What  may  you  be?  are  you  of  good,  or  evil? 

Lod,    As  you  shall  prove  us,  praise  us. 

■'-^yo,  ^  Seignior  Lodovico : 

Lod,    He,  sir. 

1^90.  ^  I  cry  you  mercy ;  here's  Cassio  hurt 

By  villains. 

G-ra,  Cassio  ? 

Icigo.  How  is  it,  brother? 

Cas,    My  \Qg  is  cut  in  two. 
^lago.  Marry,  Heaven  forbid!  — 

Light,  gentlemen;  I'll  bind  it  with  my  shirt. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bian,  What  is  the  matter,  ho?  who  is't  that  cried? 

Iago,  Who  is't  that  cried? 

Bian,    0  my  dear  Cassio !  my  svfeet  Cassio ! 
0  Cassio  !  Cassio  !  Cassio  ! 

Iago,    0  notable  strumpet !  —  Cassio,  may  you  suspect 
Who  they  should  be,  that  have  thus  manded  vou  ? 

Cas,   No.  "^       ^ 

Gra,  I  am  sorry  to  find  you  thus.    I  have  been  to  seek  you. 

Iago,    Lend  me  a  garter.     So. —  0,  for  a  chair, 
^      To  bear  him  easily  hence ! 
\  Bian.    Alas,  he  faints:  —  0  Cassio!  Cassio!  Cassio! 

Iago,    Gentlemen  all,  I  do  suspect  this  trash 
To  be  a  party  in  this  injury. 
Patience  awhile,  good  Cassio. —  Come,  come; 
Lend  me  a  light. —  Know  we  this  face,  or  no? 
Alas !  my  friend,  and  my  dear  countryman, 
Boderigo?  No: — Yes,  sure;  0  heaven!  Boderigo. 

Gra,  What,  of  Venice? 

Iago,    Even  he,  sir;  did  you  know  him? 

Qrra,         ^     ^  Know  him  ?  ay. 

1*'v?^^^'    Seignior  Gratiano  ?     I  cry  you  gentle  pardon; 
^*'''"  These  bloody  accidems  must  excuse  my  manners, 
That  so  neglected"  ^6u. 

Gra.  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 

Iago,    How  do  you,  Cassio?  —  0,  a  chair,  a  chair! 


'J^ 
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Gra    Roderigo !  Ao-yOU 

lago.  He,  he,  'tis  he. — 0,  that's  well  said; — the  cLair. — 

\_A  chair  brought  in. 

Some  good  man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence;  /7^cv'^yu/^«4t 
I'll  fetch  the  general's  surgeon. — For  you^  mistress,  y        /  ' 

f^/D-^  pi^  ^ave  jou  your  labor.     He  that  lies  slain  here,  Cassio, 
Was  my  dear  friend.     What  malice  was  between  you  ? 
Cas.    None  in  the  world;  nor  do  I  know  the  man. 
lago,    \_To  Bian.]   What,  look  you  pale  ?  —  0,  bear  him 
out  0'  the  air. — 

[Cassio  and  Rod.  are  home  off. 

Stay  you,  good  gentlemen. —  Look  you  pale,  mistress? 

Do  you  perceive  the  gastness  of  her  eye  ? 

Nay,  if  you  stare,  we  shall  hear  more  anon. — 

Behold  her  well;  I  pray  you,  look  upon  her; 

Do  you  see,  gentlemen?     Nay,  guiltiness  will  speak, 

Though  tongues  were  out  of  use. 

Enter  Emilia. 

Emil.  'Las,  what's  the  matter ;  what's  the  matter,  husband  ? 

lago.    Cassio  hath  here  been  set  on  in  the  dark, 
By  Roderigo,  and  fellows  that  are  'scaped; 
He's  almost  slain,  and  Roderigo  dead. 

Emit    Alas,  good  gentleman  !  alas,  good  Cassio ! 

lago.    This  is  the  fruit  of  whoring. — 'Pr'ythee,  Emilia, 
Go  know  of  Cassio  where  he  supped  to-night.— r 
What,  do  you  shake  at  that?  ^('-'^  tT^^W  JCL^^^X^^-^^ 

Bian.  He  supped  at  my  house  ;  but  I/ther^ore  shake  not. 
>  -  lago.    0,  did  he  so?  I  charge  you,  go  with  me. 

^.i,JaU-(i^>»-*^'^^^^'    l^ip.^  %,  "PO'^  ^^^-i  strumpet ! 

^  Bian.    I  am  no  strumpet ;  but  of  life  as  honest, 

As  you  that  thus  abuse  me. 

Emil.  As  I  ?  fob  !  fie  upon  thee  ! 

lago    Kind  gentlemen,  let's  go  see  poor  Cassio  dressed  — 
Come,  mistress,  you  must  tell  us  another  tale. — 
Emilia,  run  you  to  the  citadel. 
And  tell  my  lord  and  lady  what  has  happened. — 
Will  you  go  on,  I  pray?  — This  is  the  night,        ^Aside. 
That  either  makes  me,  or  foredoes  me  quite.       \Exeunt. 
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SCENE  n. 


A  Bedchamber:    Desdemona  m  hed 
(uleep,     A  light  burning. 


Unter  Othe] 


^* 


0th.  It  is  the  cansey  it  is  the  cause,  my  soul. 
Let  me  not  nam^  it  to  you,  you  chaste  stars !  — 
It  is  the  cause. — Yet  I'll  not  shed  her  hlood, 
Nor  scar  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  than  snow, 
And  smooth  as  monumental_Alahafitif^f" 


et  she  must  die,  else  si 

^^ppf  f^yf  fk^  l^g^^i  "^d  ^jl^" — Put  outthelig^tT-^ 

^T!f  I  quench  thee,  thou  flaniing  minister, 
£  can  again  thy  former  light  restore. 
Should  I  fepent  me;  —  but  once  put  out  thine, 
Thou  QuAnmgjt.  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 
I  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  heat. 
That   can   thy  light   relume.     When  T~have   plucked  thj 


I  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again; 

It  needs  must  wither. —  I'll  smell  it  on  the  tree. — 

^  "  '    "  — — • IKisimg  her. 

0  balmy  breath,  that  dost  almost  persuade 

Justice  to  break  her  sword !  —  One  more,  one  more.— 

Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee,  j.  ^-^'^'''^j^J^^ 

And  love  thee  after. —  One  more,  and  this  the  last^^^<^^^  -^^  / 


i 


So  sweet  was  ne'er  so  fatal.     I 


— o 


must  weep,  "^^ 

leavenly ; 
ihe  wakes 


Ay,  Desdemona. 


But  they  are  cruel  tears.     T 
It  strikes  where  it  doth  love. 

Des.    Who's  there?     Othello? 

0th. 

Des.   Will  you  come  to  bed,  my  lord? 

0th.    Have  you  prayed  to-night,  Desdemona? 

Des.  Ay,  my  lord. 

0th.   If  you  bethink  yourself  of  any  crime, 
Unreconciled  as  yet  to  Heaven  and  grace. 
Solicit  for  it  straight. 

Des.    Alas,  my  lord,  what  may  you  mean  by  that? 

0th.    Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief;  I  will  walk  by,. 
I  would  not  kill  thy. unprepared  spirit; 
No, —  Heaven  forfSncl!  —  I  would  not  kill  thy  souL 

Det.    Talk  you  of  kilUng? 

0th,  Ay,  I  do. 

^es.  Then,  Heaven 

Have  mercy  on  me! 

Vol.  Vm.— 17 


^/U/-i.^V^-^^ 


::^  ^^^UM^iA 
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^^-    _„  Amen,  with  all  my  heart.'  I 

oi  HuCh^ir^v''^^  ^^^  ^  ^^  ^  -• 

I>e8.    And  yet  I  fear  you;  for  you  are  fatal  then. 
When  your  eyes  roll  so.     Why  I  should  fear,  I  knoT^'noL 

/^f.^ml^^'f^  ^  ^^^  ^^^5  t)ut  yet  I  feel  I  fean 
Utn,    Ihink  on  thy  sins. 

nfi     A  A  c      ^       T^®^  ^^®  ^^^®s  I  bear  to  yoo- 

0th,    Ay,  and  for  that  thou  diest.  ^ 

Dei,    That  death's  unnatural,  that  kiUs  for  loyinff— 

Alas,  why  gnaw  you  so  your  nether  Jin  ?  Z^ 

borne  bloody  passion  shakes  your  very  frame. 

Ihese  are  portents ;  but  yet  I  hope,  I  hope, 

Iney  do  not  point  on  me. 

^e«.    I  will  so.     What's  the  matter? 

0th,    That  handkerchief,  which   I  so  loved,   and  irave 

thee,  ' * 

Thou  gav'st  to  Casaio. 

^^1%     .X.  .  ^?'  ^^  °^^  ^^^  ^^^  soul; 

bend  for  the  man,  and  ask  him. 

rr  1     I     J     /.        .  Sweet  soul,  take  heed,  a-- 

lake  heed  of  perjury ;  thou'rt  on  thy  death-bed.  Itv] 

BeB,    Ay,  but  not  yet  to  die.  y.^  ^ 

-  0th, 


fp.       ;  ^        ,  Yes,  prfigently, 

Therefore  confess  thee  freely  of  thy  sin      

For  to  deny  each  article  with  oath, 
Cannot  remove,  nor  choke  the  strong  conception. 
Ibat  I  do  groan  withal.     Thou  art  to  die. 
■DeB,    Then,  Lord  have  mercy  on  me! 

^A^^j    ^^.  ^*^®  y^^  ^^^^7  *oo-     I  never  ^dS  ^^^^ 
.^fiend  you  m  my  life;  never  loved  Ca^sio, 

\  A  ^^^  ®^^^  general  warranty  of  Heaven 
iti!^^  love.  I  never  gave  him  token. 
Oth,    By  Heaven,  I  saw  my  handkerchief  in  his  hand 

U  perjured  woman!  thou  dost  stone  my  heart. 

And  mak'st  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  do, 

A  murder,  which  I  thought  a  sacrifice: 

I  saw  the  handkerchief. 
Dei,    He  found  it,  then; 

I  never  gave  it  him.— Send  for  him  hither, 

And  let  him  confess  a  truth. 

^^-   ^,  He  hath  confessed, 

De%,    What,  my  lor^? 

Oth.   That  he  hath  4- used  thee. 
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Des.  How?  unlawfully? 

Oth,   Ay. 

Des.  Ile'Il  not  say  so. 

Otli.  No,  his  mouth  is  stopped; 

Honest  lago  hath  ta'en  order  for't. 

Des,    My  fear  interprets,  then, — What,  is  he  dead? 

Oth,    Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  revenge 
lad  stomach  jor  them  all. 

Des,    Alas !  he  is  betrayed,  and  I  undone. 

Oth,    Out,  strumpet !  weep'st  thou  for  him  to  my  face  ? 

Des.    0,  banish  me,  my  lord,  but  kill  me  not. 

Oth,    Down,  strumpet ! 

Des.    Kill  me  to-morrow;  let  me  live  to-night. 

Oth,   Nay,  if  you  strive, 

Des.  But  half  an  hour. 

Oth.  Being  done, 

There  is  no  pause. 

Des,  But  while  I  say  one  prayer. 

Oth,    It  is  too  late.  [J/g  smothers  her, 

Umil,    [  Within.']  My  lord,  my  lord  !  what,  ho  !  my  lord  ! 
my  lord ! 

Oth,  What  noise  is  this  ? — Not  dead  ?  not  yet  quite  dead? 
I,  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  merciful ; 
I  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain. — 
So,  so. 

Umil,  [  Within.']    What,  ho !  my  lord,  my  lord ! 

Oth,  Who's  there? 

Emil,  [  Within.]  0  good  my  lord,  I  would  speak  a  word 
with  you. 

Oth.    Yes;  —  'tis  Emilia;  —  by  and  by. —  She's  dead. 
'Tis  like  she  comes  to  speak  of  Cassio's  death. 
The  noise  was  high. — Ha !  no  more  moving  ? 
Still  as  the  grave.     Shall  she  come  in?     Were't  good? 
I  think  she  stirs  again. — No. — What's  the  best? 
If  she  come  in,  she'll  sure  speak  to  my  wife. 
My  wife!  my  wife!  what  wife?  —  I  have  no  wife. 
0,  insupportable  !     0,  heavy  hour  ! 
Methinks  it  should  be  now  a  huge  eclipse 
Of  sun  and  moon ;  and  that  the  affrighted  globe 
Should  yawn  at  alteration. 

Umil.  [  Within.]  1  do  beseech  you  I  may  speak  with  you,    ^  (^4^ 

0  good  my  lord!  /il^J^-'^^^^^'^^^t^ 

Oth.    1  had  forgot  thee.     0,  come  in,  Emilia.-y    ^^^^<£7jky(^^^^^'^t^M 
Soft, —  by  and  by. — Let  me  the  curtains  draw.--*        '"'^^  ^J^^^"^'*^^ 
Where  art  thou?     What's  the  matter  with  thee  now?^ 

[^Unlocks  the  door 
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Enter  Emilia. 

EmiL    0  good  my  lord,  yonder's  foul  murder  done. 

Oth.    What?  now? 

EmiL  But  now,  my  lord!        ^    ^»V^>.-v^ 

Oth.    It  is  the  very  _error.  of  the  moon :  iV<l^'2€l^^^l-^ 
She  comes  more  near  the  earth  than  she  was  wont;  {J 

And  makes  men  mad. 

EmiL    Cassio,  my  lord,  has  killed  a  young  Venetian, 
Called  —  Roderigo. 

Oth,  Roderigo  killed ! 

And  Cassio  killed? 

EmiL  No,  Cassio  is  not  killed. 

Oth.    Not  Cassio  killed  ?     Then  murder's  out  of  tune, 
And  sweet  revenge  grows  harsh. 

Des.    0,  falsely,  falsely  murdered ! 

EmiL  Alas  !  what  cry  is  that  ? 

Oth.    That!  what? 

EmiL    Out,  and  alas !  that  was  my  lady's  voice.-— 
Help!  help,  ho!  help!  —  0  lady,  speak  again! 
Sweet  Desdemona  !     0  sweet  mistress,  speak ! 

Des.    A  guiltless  death  I  die. 

EmiL  0,  who  hath  done 

This  deed? 

Des.  Nobody;  I  myself;  farewell. 

Commend  me  to  my  kind  lord ;  0,  farewell.  [Dies. 

Oth.    Why,  how  should  she  be  murdered  ? 

EmiL  Alas,  who  knows? 

Oth.    You  heard  her  say  herself,  it  was  not  I. 

EmiL    She  said  so ;  I  must  needs  report  the  truth. 

Oth.    She's  like  a  liar,  gone  to  burning  hell; 
'Twas  I  that  killed  her. 

EmiL  0,  the  more  angel  she, 

^       And  you  the  blacker  devil ! 
*( ii^ l{{ii'iiCHcPi!b    ^^^  turned  to  folly,  and  she  was  a  whore 

^jl?miL    Thou  dost  belie  lier,  and  thou  art  a  devil. 

Oth.    She  was  false  as  water. 

EmiL  Thou  art  rash  as  fire,  to  say 

That  she  was  false ;   0,  she  was  heavenly  true ! 

Oth.    Cassio  did  tup  her;  ask  thy  husband  else. 
0  I  were  damned  beneath  all  depth  in  hell, 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  just  grounds 
'  To  this  extremity.     Thy  husband  knew  it  all. 

-   EmiL    My  husband? 

Oth.    Thy  husband. 

EmiL    That  she  was  false  to  wedlock? 
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Otlu  Ay,  with  Cassio. 

Nay,  had  she  been  true, 

If  Heaven  would  make  me  such  another  world 

Of  one  entire  and  perfect  chrysolite, 

I'd  not  have  sold  her  for  it. 

Emil,    My  husband? 

0th,  Ay,  'twas  he  that  told  me  first; 

An  honest  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  slime 
That  sticks  on  filthy  deeds. 

EmiL  My  husband? 

Otli.  What  needs  this  iterance,  woman  ?     I  say,  thy  hus- 
band !  — 

Emil.  0  mistress,  villany  hath  made  mocks  with  love!  — 
My  husband  say  that  she  was  false? 

0th.  He,  woman. 

I  say,  thy  husband.     Dost  understand  the  word? 
My  friend,  thy  husband,  honest,  honest  lago. 

Emil.    If  he  say  so,  may  his  pernicious  soul 
Hot  half  a  grain  a  day  !  he  lies  to  the  heart ;  A 
-^A^^JJghe  was  too  fond  of  her  most  fiHhy  bargain.^- /^ 

0th.    Ha!  '"-^  /J 

Emil.  Do  thy  worst.  (/ 

This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  w^orthy  heaven. 

Than  thou  wast  worthy  her.  o)>f  *M/<Ajt- HH-**"^fA^    ^"Oc^"^^^^ 

0th.  Peace,  you  were  best.     ^        0 

Emil.    Thou  hast  not  half  the  power  to  do  me  harm. 
As  I  have  to  be  hurt.     0  gull !     0  dolt ! 
As  ignorant  as  dirt !  thou  hast  done  a  deed, — 
I  care  not  for  thy  sword ;  I'll  make  thee  known. 
Though  I  lost  twenty  lives. — Help!  help,  ho!  help! 
The  Moor  has  killed  my  mistress.     Murder !  murder ! 

Enter  Montano,  Gratiano,  and  Iago. 

Mon.    What  is  the  matter?  —  How  now,  general? 

Emil.    0,  are  you  come,  Iago  ?     You  have  done  well, 
That  men  must  lay  their  murders  on  your  neck. 

G-ra.    What  is  the  matter  ? 

Emil.    Disprove  this,  villain,  if  thou  beest  a  man. 
He  says  thou  told'st  him  that  his  wife  was  false : 
I  know  thou  didst  not ;  thou'rt  not  such  a  villain. 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full. 

Iago.    I  told  him  what  I  thought ;  and  told  no  Hjore     p 
Than  what  he  found  himself  was  apt^and  true.    ^K^A.^Cc-ti^ 

Emil.    But  did  you  ever  tell  him  she  was  false?  J 

lago.    I  did. 
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Umil.    You  told  a  lie ;  an  odious,  damned  lie ; 
Upon  my  soul,  a  lie ;  a  wicked  lie. — 
She  false  with  Cassio !  —  Did  jou  say  with  Cassio  ? 

lago.    With  Cassio,  mistress ;  go  to,  charm  your  tongue. 

Umil.  I  will  not  charm  my  tongue  ;  I  am  bound  to  speak 
My  mistress  here  lies  murdered  in  her  hedr'2XC^t/>/rtt«2^>^ 

AIL    0  Heavens  forefend  !  v^^iaMHJ  tf-i^^u^AjT, 

Emil.    And  your  reports  have  set  the  murder  on.         ^;        * 

0th,    Nay,  stare  not,  masters;  it  is  true,  indeed.  S^ 

Gra.    'Tis  a  strange  truth. 

Mon.    0  monstrous  act ! 

JEmil.  Villany,  villany,  villany  !  — 

I  think  upon't,  —  I  think,  —  I  smell't;  —  0  villany! 
I  thought  so  then;  —  I'll  kill  myself  for  grief. — 

0  villany,  villany ! 
lago.  What,  are  you  mad  ?    I  charge  you,  get  you  home, 
Eniil.    Good  gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave  to  speak;        /        . 

*Tis  proper  to  obey  him,  but  not  now.-r: /^^^/^^  yyv^hl  ttfii^^'^y 

Perchance,  lago,  I  wil^Jie'er^go^horae.^^  t>^^^^ 

0th,    0  !  0  !  0  !  [Ilangirvg  over  Ms  wife.  H 

Emil,  Nay,  lay  thee  down,  and  roar; 

For  thou  hast  killed  the  sweetest  innocent, 

That  e'er  did  lift  up  eye. 

0th.  0,  she  was  foul !  —    [Rising* 

1  scarce  did  know  you,  uncle.     There  lies  your  niece, 
Whose  breath,  indeed,  these  hands  have  newly  stopped. 
I  know  this  act  shows  horrible  and  grim. 

Gra.    Poor  Desdemona !    I  am  glad  thy  father's  dead ; 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him,  and  pure  grief 
f^^LuL  ^^9y^  ^^^  ^^^  thread  in  twain.     Did  he  live  now, 
"'  This"sight  would  m<ake  him  do  a  desperate  turn, 

Yea,  curse  his  better  angel  from  his  side, 
K^'ii^J^-i^hr       -^n^  fa^l  tx)  reprobation. 
P^^^T/^'^"    0th,    'Tis  pitiful :  but  yet  lago  knows 

That  she  with  Cassio  hath  the  act  of  shame 

A  thousand  times  committed.     Cassio  confessed  it; 

And  she  did  gratify  his  amorous  works  , 

With  that  recognizance  and  pledge  of  love   ^^-^^^>^^-*o<a4^ 

Which  I  first  gave  her.     I  saw  it  in  his  hand; 

It  was  a  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 

My  father  gave  my  mother. 

Emil    0  heaven !    0  heavenly  pov^ers  ! 
lago.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 

Emil,  'Twill  out,  'twill  out; — I  hold  my  peace,  sip??  no;,      v 
No,  I  will  speak  as  liberal  as  the  air;      /^^'i^-n/C^  Um>i/^^ 


E.ic^i?V'Ari      J 
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Let  Hftaven,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  them  all, 
All,  all,  cry  shame  against  me,  yet  I'll  speak. 

lago.    Be  wise,  and  get  you  home. 

Emil,  I  will  not. 

[Iago  offers  to  stab  his  wife, 

G-ra.  Fie ! 

Tour  sword  upon  a  woman? 

EmiL    0    thou    dull    Moor!    that    handkerchief    thou 
speak'st  of, 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  husband; 
For  often,  with  a  solemn  earnestness, 
(More  than,  indeed,  belonged  to  such  a  trifle,) 
lie  begged  of  me  to  steal  it. 

Iago,  Yillanous  whore ! 

EmiL    She  give  it  Cassio !  no,  alas ;  I  found  it, 
And  I  did  give't  my  husband. 

Iago,  Filth,  thou  liest. 

EmiL    By  Heaven,  I  do  not ;   I  do  not,  gentlemen ; 
0  murderous  coxcomb  !  what  should  such  a  fool 
Do  with  so  good  a  wife  ? 

[Iago  stahs  Emilia,  then  runs  out. 

0th,  Are  there  no  stones  in  heaven, 

But  what  serve  for  the  thunder  ?  —  Precious  villain ! 

Gra,    The  woman  falls ;  sure,  he  has  killed  his  wife. 

Emil,    Ay,  ay ;  0,  lay  me  by  my  mistress'  side ! 

G-ra,    He's  gone,  but  his  wife's  killed. 

Mon,    'Tis  a  notorious  villain.     Take  you  this  weapon, 
Which  I  have  here  recovered  from  the  Moor. 
Come,  guard  the  door  without ;  let  him  not  pass. 
But  kill  him  rather.     I'll  after  that  same  villain. 
For  'tis  a  damned  slave. 

\^Exeunt  Montano  and  Gratiano. 
0th.  I  am  not  valiant,  neither. 

But  every  puny  whipster  gets  my  sword. — 
But  why  should  honor  outlive  honesty? 
Let  it  go  all. 

E7mL  What  did  thy  song  bode,  lady  ? 

Hark,  canst  thou  hear  me  ?     I  will  play  the  swan, 
And  die  in  music:  —  WilloiVy  willoiv,  luilloiv. — 
Moor,  she  was  cliaste ;  she  loved  thee,  cruel  Moor ; 
So  come  my  soul  to  bliss,  as  I  speak  true ; 
So  speaking  as  I  think,  I  die, — I  die.  [Dies. 

0th.    I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber; 
It  is  a  sword  of  Spain,  the  ice-brook's  temper ; 
0,  here  it  is. — Uncle,  I  must  come  forth. 
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(xra,  [  Witlnn.']  If  tliou  attempt  it,  it  will  cost  thee  dear-. 
Thou  hast  no  weapon,  and  perforce  must  suffer. 

0th.    Look  in  upon  me,  then,  and  speak  with  me, 
Or,  naked  as  I  am,  I  Avill  assault  thee. 

Re-enter  Gratiano. 

Gra,    What  is  the  matter? 

0th.  Behold  !  I  have  a  weapon ; 

A  better  never  did  itself  sustain 
Upon  a  soldier's  thigh.     I  have  seen  the  day, 
That,  with  this  little  arm,  and  this  good  sword, 
I  have  made  my  way  through  more  impediments 
Than  twenty  times  your  stop. —  But,  0,  vain  boast! 
Who  can  control  his  fate  ?  'tis  not  so  now. — 
Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  see  me  weaponed; 
Here  is  my  journey's  end,  here  is  my  butt, 
And  very  seamark  of  my  utmost  sail. 
Do  you  go  back  dismayed  ?  'Tis  a  lost  fear ; 
Man  but  a  rush  against  Othello's  breast, 
And  he  retires ;  where  should  Othello  go  ? — 
Now,  how  dost  thou  look  now?     0  ill-starred  wench  I 
Pale  as  thy  smock !  when  we  shall  meet  at  compt, 
This  look  of  thine  shall  hurl  my  soul  from  heaven, 
And  fiends  will  snatch  at  it.     Cold,  cold,  my  girl? 
Even  like  thy  chastity. — 

0,  cursed,  cursed  slave! — Whip  me,  ye  devils, 
From  the  possession  of  this  heavenly  sight ! 
Blow  me  about  in  winds !  roast  me  in  sulphur ! 
AVash  me  in  steep-down  gulfs  of  liquid  fire ! — 
0  Desdemona  !  Desdemona  !  dead  ? 
Dead?  0!  0!  0! 

Enter  LoDOVico,   Montano,   Cassio,  carried  in  a  chaivy 
and  Officers,  with  Iago,  prisoner. 

Lod.    Where  is  this  rash  and  most  unfortunate  man? 

0th.    That's  he,  that  was  Othello-;  here  I  am. 

Lod.    Where  is  that  viper?  Bring  the  villain  forth. 

0th.    I  look  down  towards  his  feet  —  but  that's  a  fable; 
If  that  tho'u  be'st  a  devil,  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

[Othello  wounds  Iago. 

Lod.    Wrench  his  sword  from  him. 

Iago.  I  bleed,  sir;  but  not  killed. 

0th.    I  am  not  sorry,  neither ;  I'd  have  thee  live ; 
For,  in  ray  sense,  'tis  happiness  to  die. 

Lod.    0  thou  Othello,  that  was  once  so  good, 
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Fallen  in  the  practice  of  a  cursed  slave, 
What  shall  be  said  to  thee? 

^^^-  Why,  any  thing. 

An  honorable  murderer,  if  you  will ; 
For  nought^  I  did  in  hate,  but  all  in  honor. 

Lod,    This  wretch  hath  part  confessed  his  villanj. 
Did  you  and  he  consent  in  Cassio's  death? 

0th,    Ay.  '    ""  0 

Cas.    Dear  general,  I  never  gave  you  cause. 

0th,    I  do  believe  it;  and  I  ask  your  pardon. 
Will  you,  I  pray  you,  demand  that  demi-devil. 
Why  he  hath  thus  ensnared  my  soul  and  body? 

lago.  Demand  me  nothing.    What  you  know,  you  know ; 
From  this  time  forth  I  never  will  speak  word. 

Lod,    What?  not  to  pray? 

^^<^-  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 

0th,   Well,  thou  dost  best. 

Lod,    Sir,  you  shall  understand  what  hath  befallen, 
Which,  as  I  think,  you  know  not.     Here  is  a  letter, 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  slain  Roderigo ; 
And  here,  another.     The  one  of  them  imports 
The  death  of  Cassio  to  be  undertook 
By  Roderigo. 

0th,    0  villain! 

^^^'  Most  heathenish,  and  most  gross! 

Lod,  ^  Now,  here's  another  discontented  paper, 
Found  in  his  pocket  too;  and  this,  it  seems, 
Roderigo  meant  to  have  sent  this  damned  villain; 
But  that,  belike,  lago,  in  the  interim, 
Came  in  and  satisfied  him. 

^^^-  0,  the  pernicious  caitiflfi  — 

How  came  you,  Cassio,  by  that  handkerchief 
That  was  my  wife's  ? 

^^^       ,  I  found  it  in  my  chamber: 

And  he  himself  confessed,  but  even  now. 
That  there  he  dropped  it,  for  a  special  purpose. 
Which  wrought  to  his  desire. 

<^i^^'  .  0  fool!  fool!  fool! 

Oas,    There  is,  besides,  in  Roderigo's  letter, — 
How  he  upbraids  lago,  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  watch;  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  cast.     And  even  but  now  he  spake, 
After  long  seeming  dead, —  lago  hurt  him, 
lago  set  him  on. 

Lod,    You  must  forsake  this  room,  and  go  with  us ; 
Your  power  and  your  command  ia  taken  off, 
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And  Cassio  rules  in  Cyprus.     For  this  slave,— 
If  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty, 
That  can  torment  him  much,  and  hold  him  long, 
It  shall  be  his.     You  shall  close  prisoner  rest, 
Till  that  the  nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To  the  Venetian  state. —  Come,  bring  him  away. 
0th.    Soft  you;  a  word  or  two,  before  you  go. 
I  have  done  the  state  some  service,  and  they  knew  it; 
No  more  of  that. —  I  pray  you,  in  your  letters. 
When  you  shall  these  unlucky  deeds  relate, 
Speak  of  me  as  I  am ;  nothing  extenuate. 
Nor  set  down  aught  in  malice,     Then  must  you  speak 
Of  one  that  loved  not  wisely,  but  too  well; 
Of  one,  not  easily  jealous,  but,  being  wrought, 
Perplexed  in  the  extreme ;  of  one,  whose  hand. 
Like  the  base  Judean,  threv/  a  pearl  away, 
Kicher  than  all  his  tribe ;  of  one,  whose  subdued  eyes. 
Albeit  unused  to  the  melting  mood. 
Drop  tears  as  fast  as  the  Arabian  trees 
Their  medicinal  gum.     Set  you  down  this; 
And  say,  besides,— that  in  Aleppo  once. 
Where  a  malignant  and  a  turbaned  Turk 
Beat  a  Venetian,  and  traduced  the  state, 

I  took  by  the  throat  the  circumcised  dog, 

And  smote  him  — thus.  [StaU  himself. 

Lod,    0  bloody  period! 

Q-ra,  All,  that's  spoke,  is  marred. 

OtL    I  kissed  thee,  ere  I  killed  thee.— No  way  but  this, 

[Falling  upon  Desdemona. 

Killing  mvself,  to  die  upon  a  kiss.  [Dies. 

Cas.    This  did  I  fear,  but  thought  he  had  no  weapon ; 

For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

Lod.  0  Spartan  dog. 

More  fell  than  anguish,  hunger,  or  the  sea! 

Look  on  the  tragic  loading  of  this  bed ;  [To  Iago. 

This  is  thy  w^ork :  the  object  poisons  sight:  — 

Let  it  be  hid.     Gratiano,  keep  the  house. 

And  seize  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  Moor, 

For  they  succeed  to  you.— To  you,  lord  governor, 

Remains  the  censure  of  this  hellish  villain ; 

The  time,  the  place,  the  torture,— 0,  enforce  it! 

Myself  will  straight  abroad ;  and,  to  the  state. 

This  heavy  act  with  heavy  heart  relate.  [JSxeunt. 
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VENUS  AND  ADONIS. 

'  Vilia  miretur  vulgiis ;  mihi  flavus  Apollo 
Pocula  Castalia  plena  ministret  aqua.' 

TO  THE  EIGHT  HONOURABLE  HENRY  WEIOTHESLY, 

EARL  OF  SOUTHAMPTON,  AND  BARON  OF  TICHFIELD. 

Eight  Honourable, 

I  KNOW  not  how  I  shall  offend  in  dedicating  my  unpolished 
lines  to  your  lordship,  nor  how  the  world  will  censure  me  for  choosing  so 
strong  a  prop  to  support  so  weak  a  burden :  only,  if  your  honour  seem  but 
pleased,  I  account  myself  highly  praised,  and  vow  to  take  advantage  of  all 
idle  hours,  till  I  have  honoured  you  with  some  graver  labour.  But  if  the 
first  heir  of  my  invention  prove  deformed,  I  shall  be  sorry  it  had  so  noble 
a  god-father,  and  never  after  ear  so  barien  a  land,  for  fear  it  yield  me  still 
so  bad  a  harvest.  I  leave  it  to  your  honourable  survey,  and  your  honour  to 
your  heart's  content ;  which  I  wish  may  always  answer  your  own  wish  and 
the  world's  hopeful  expectation. 

Your  honour's  in  all  duty, 

William  Shakespeare. 

Even  as  the  sun  with  purple-colour 'd  face 
Had  ta'en  his  last  leave  of  the  weeping  morn, 
Eose-cheek'd  Adonis  hied  him  to  the  chase ; 
Hunting  he  loved,  but  love  he  laugh'd  to  scorn ; 
Sick-thoughted  Venus  makes  amain  unto  him, 
And  like  a  bold-faced  suitor  'gins  to  woo  him. 

*  Thrice-fairer  than  myself,'  thus  she  began, 

'  The  field's  chief  llower,  sweet  above  compare, 
Stain  to  all  nymphs,  more  lovely  than  a  man, 
More  white  and  red  than  doves  or  roses  are ; 
Nature  that  made  thee,  with  herself  at  strife, 
Saitli  that  the  world  hath  ending  with  thy  life. 

*  Vouchsafe,  thou  wonder,  to  alight  thy  steed, 
And  rein  his  proud  head  to  the  saddle-bow; 
If  thou  wilt  deign  this  favour,  for  thy  meed 
A  thousand  honey  secrets  shalt  thou  know : 

Here  come  and  sit,  where  never  serpent  hisses. 
And  being  set,  I'll  smother  thee  with  kisses ; 

/'  And  yet  not  cloy  thy  lips  with  loathed  satiety, 
y  But  rather  famish  them  amid  their  plenty, 
<.  Making  them  red  and  pale  with  fresh  variety, 
^   Ten  kisses  short  as  one,  one  long  as  twenty : 
"■•-    A  summer's  day  will  seem  an  hour  but  short, 
Being  wasted  in  such  time-beguiling  sport.' 
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With  this  she  seizeth  on  his  sweating  palm, 
The  precedent  of  pith  and  livelihood. 
And  trembling  in  her  passion,  calls  it  balm, 
Earth's  sovereign  salve  to  do  a  goddess  good : 
Being  so  enraged,  desire  doth  lend  her  force 
Courageously  to  pluck  him  from  his  horse. 

Over  one  arm  the  lusty  courser's  rein, 

Under  her  other  was  the  tender  boy, 

Who  blush'd  and  pouted  in  a  dull  disdain, 
/  With  leaden  appetite,  unapt  to  toy ; 
^  She  red  and  hot  as  coals  of  glowing  fire, 

^He  red  for  shame,  but  frosty  in  desire. 

The  studded  bridle  on  a  ragged  bough 

Nimbly  she  fastens : — O,  how  quick  is  love  I  — 

The  steed  is  stalled  up,  and  even  now 

To  tie  the  rider  she  begins  to  prove : 
Backward  she  push'd  him,  as  she  would  be  thrust. 
And  govern'd  him  in  strength,  tliough  not  in  lust. 

So  soon  was  she  along  as  he  was  down. 
Each  leaning  on  their  elbows  and  their  hips : 
Now  doth  she  stroke  his  cheek,  now  doth  he  frown. 
And  'gins  to  chide,  but  soon  she  stops  his  lips ; 
And  kissing  speaks,  with  lustful  language  broken, 
*  If  thou  wilt  chide,  thy  lips  shall  never  open.' 

He  burns  with  bashful  shame ;  she  with  her  tears 
Doth  quench  the  maiden  burning  of  his  cheeks ; 
Then  with  her  windy  sighs  and  golden  hairs 
To  fan  and  blow  them  dry  again  she  seeks : 
He  saith  she  is  immodest,  blames  her  'miss; 
— •     What  follows  more  she  murders  with  a  kiss. 

Even  as  an  empty  eagle,  sharp  by  fast, 
Tires  with  her  beak  on  feathers,  flesh  and  bone. 
Shaking  her  wings,  devouring  all  in  liaste. 
Till  either  gorge  be  stuff  'd  or  prey  be  gone ; 
— ■-   Even  so  she  kissed  his  brow,  his  cheek,  his  chin, 
V    And  where  she  ends  she  doth  anew  begin. 

Eorced  to  content,  but  never  to  obey, 
Panting  he  lies  and  breatheth  in  her  face ; 
She  feedeth  on  the  steam  as  on  a  prey, 
And  calls  it  heavenly  moisture,  air  of  grace ; 
Wishing  her  cheeks  were  gardens  full  of  flowers. 
So  they  were  dew'd  with  such  distilling  showers. 

Look,  how  a  bird  lies  tangled  in  a  net, 

So  fasten'd  in  her  arms  Adonis  lies ; 

Pure  shame  and  awed  resistance  made  him  fret, 

Which  bred  more  beauty  in  his  angry  eyes : 
Rain  added  to  a  river  that  is  rank 
Perforce  will  force  it  overflow  the  bank. 

Still  she  entreats,  and  prettily  entreats, 
For  to  a  pretty  ear  she  tunes  her  tale ; 
Still  is  he  sullen,  still  he  lours  and  frets, 
'Twixt  crimson  shame  and  anger  ashy-pale ; 
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Being  red,  she  loves  him  best;  and  being  white, 
Her  best  is  better 'd  with  a  more  delight. 

Look  how  he  can,  she  cannot  choose  but  love; 

And  b}^  her  fair  immortal  hand  she  swears, 

Prom  his  soft  bosom  never  to  remove, 

Till  he  take  truce  with  her  contending  tears, 
^  Which  long  have  rain'd,  making  her  cheeks  all  wet; 
>   And  one  sweet  kiss  shall  pay  this  countless  debt. 

Upon  this  promise  did  he  raise  his  chhi, 
Like  a  dive-dapper  peering  through  a  wave. 
Who,  being  look'd  on,  ducks  as  quickly  in; 
So  offers  he  to  give  v/hat  she  did  crave ; 
But  when  her  lips  VvTre  ready  for  his  pay, 
He  winks,  and  turns  his  lips  another  way. 

Never  did  passenger  in  summer's  heat 
More  thirst  for  drink  than  she  for  this  good  turn. 
Her  help  she  sees,  but  help  slie  cannot  get ; 
She  bathes  in  water,  yet  her  fire  must  burn : 

'O,  pity,'  'gan  she  cry,  '  tiint-heartcd  boy! 

'T  is  but  a  kiss  I  beg ;  why  art  thou  coy  ? 

'I  have  been  woo'd,  as  I  entreat  thee  now, 
Even  by  the  stern  and  direful  god  of  war, 
Whose  sinewy  neck  in  battle  ne'er  did  bow. 
Who  conquers  where  lie  comes  in  every  jar ; 
Yet  hath  lie  been  my  captive  and  my  slave, 
And  begg'd  for  that  which  thou  unask'd  shalt  have. 

'  Over  my  altars  hath  he  hung  his  lance. 

His  batter'd  shield,  his  uncontrolled  crest. 

And  for  my  sake  hath  learn'd  to  sport  and  dance, 

To  toy,  to  wanton,  dally,  smile  and  jest. 
Scorning  his  churlish  drum  and  ensign  red, 
Making  my  arms  his  field,  his  tent  my  bed. 

'  Thus  he  that  overruled  I  oversway'd, 

Leading  him  prisoner  in  a  red-rose  chain : 

Strong-tempered  steel  his  stronger  strength  obey'd. 

Yet  was  he  servile  to  my  coy  disdain. 
O,  be  not  proud,  nor  brag  not  of  thy  might, 
For  mastering  her  that  foil'd  the  god  of  fight ! 

y  *  Touch  but  my  lips  with  those  fair  lips  of  thine, — 
V.   Though  mine  be  not  so  fair,  yet  are  they  red  — 
3  The  kiss  shall  be  thine  own  as  wtII  as  mine, 
r   What  seest  thou  in  the  ground  ?  hold  up  thy  head : 
\      Look  in  mine  eye-balls,  there  thy  beauty  lies  * 
Theji  why  not  lips  on  lips,  since  eyes  in  eyes  r 

*  Art  thou  ashamed  to  kiss  ?  then  wink  again. 

And  I  will  wink ;  so  shall  the  day  seem  night ; 

Love  keeps  his  revels  where  there  are  but  twain ; 

Be  bold  to  play,  our  sport  is  not  in  sight : 
These  blue-vein'd  violets  whereon  we  lean 
Never  can  blab,  nor  know  not  what  we  mean. 
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'- '  The  tender  spring  upon  thy  tempting  lip 
Shows  thee  unripe ;  yet  mayst  thou  well  be  tasted : 
'^■-y  Make  use  of  time,  let  not  advantage  slip ; 
^  Beauty  within  itself  should  not  be  wasted  : 

Fair  flowers  that  are  not  gathered  in  tlieir  prime 
Kot  and  consume  themselves  in  little  time. 

'  Were  I  hard-favour'd,  foul,  or  wrinkled-old, 
Ill-nurtured,  crooked,  churlish,  harsh  in  voice, 
O'erworn,  despised,  rheumatic  and  cold, 
Thick-sighted,  barren,  lean  and  lacking  juice. 

Then  mightst  thou  pause,  for  then  I  were  not  for  thee ; 

But  having  no  defects,  why  dost  abhor  me  ? 

'  Tliou  canst  not  see  one  wTinkle  in  my  brow ; 

Mine  eyes  are  gray  and  bright  and  quick  in  turning ; 

My  beauty  as  the  spring  doth  yearly  grow. 

My  flesli  is  soft  and  plump,  my  marrow  burning; 
My  smooth  moist  hand,  were  it  with  thy  liand  felt, 
Would  in  thy  palm  dissolve,  or  seem  to  melt. 


•^ 
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'  Bid  me  discourse,  I  will  enchant  thine  ear, 
Or,  like  a  fairy,  trip  upon  the  green, 
Or,  like  a  nymph,  with  long  dishevell'd  hair, 
Dance  on  the  sands,  and  yet  no  footing  seen : 
Love  is  a  spirit  all  compact  of  fire. 
Not  gross  to  sink,  but  light,  and  will  aspire. 

'  Witness  tliis  primrose  bank  whereon  I  lie ; 

These  forceless  flowers  like  sturdy  trees  support  me ; 

Two  strengthless  doves  will  draw  me  throngli  the  sky, 

From  morn  till  night,  even  where  I  list  to  sport  me: 

<  Is  love  so  light,  sweet  boy,  and  may  it  be 

\  That  thou  siiouidst  think  it  heavy  unto  thee  ? 

/ '  Is  thine  own  heart  to  thine  own  face  affected  ? 
<f    Can  thy  right  hand  seize  love  upon  thy  left  ? 
!;•  Then  woo  thyself,  be  of  thyself  rejected, 

X Steal  tliine  own  freedom  and  complain  on  theft. 
Narcissus  so  himself  himself  forsook. 
And  died  to  kiss  his  shadow  in  tlie  brook. 

'  Torches  are  made  to  light,  jewels  to  wear. 
Dainties  to  taste,  fresh  beauty  for  the  use, 
Herbs  for  their  smell,  and  sappy  plants  to  bear : 
Things  growing  to  themselves  are  growth's  abuse: 
Seeds  spring  from  seeds  and  beauty  breedeth  beauty ; 
[l  \      Thou  wast  begot ;  to  get  it  is  thy  duty. 

'  Upon  the  earth's  increase  why  shouldst  thou  feed. 
Unless  the  earth  with  thy  increase  be  fed  ? 
By  law  of  nature  thou  art  bound  to  breed. 
That  thine  may  live  when  thou  thyself  art  dead; 

And  so,  in  spite  of  death,  thou  dost  survive, 

In  that  thy  likeness  still  is  left  alive.' 

By  this  the  love-sick  queen  began  to  sweat, 
For  where  they  lay  the  shadow  had  forsook  them, 
And  Titan,  tired  in  the  mid-day  heat, 
With  burning  eye  did  hotly  overlook  them ; 
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Wishing  Adonis  had  his  team  to  guide, 
So  he  were  like  him  and  by  Venus'  side. 

And  now  Adonis,  with  a  lazy  spright, 
And  with  a  heavy,  dark,  disliking  eye. 
His  louring  brows  o'erwhelming  his  fair  sight, 
Like  misty  vapours  when  tliey  blot  the  sky. 

Souring  his  cheeks  cries  '  Eie,  no  more  of  love! 

The  sun  doth  burn  my  face ;  I  must  remove.' 

*  Ay  me,'  quoth  Yenus,  '  young,  and  so  unkind  ? 
"What  bare  excuses  makest  thou  to  be  gone ! 

'*I  '11  sigh  celestial  breath,  whose  gentle  wind 
Shall  cool  the  heat  of  this  descending  sun  : 
I  '11  make  a  shadow  for  thee  of  my  hairs ; 
1  If  they  burn  too,  I  '11  quench  them  with  my  tears. 

*  The  sun  that  shines  from  heaven  shines  but  warm, 
And,  lo,  I  lie  between  that  sun  and  thee : 

The  heat  I  have  from  thence  doth  little  harm. 
Thine  eye  darts  forth  the  fire  that  burnetii  m.e ; 

And  were  I  not  immortal,  life  were  done 

Between  this  heavenly  and  earthly  sun. 

'Art  thou  obdurate,  flinty,  hard  as  steel, 
Nay,  more  than  flint,  for  stone  at  rain  relenteth  ? 
Art  thou  a  woman's  son,  and  canst  not  feel 
What  't  is  to  love  ?  how  want  of  love  tormenteth  ? 
O,  had  thy  mother  borne  so  hard  a  mind. 
She  had  not  brought  forth  thee,  but  died  unkind. 

'  What  am  I,  that  thou  shouldst  contemn  me  this  ? 

Or  what  great  danger  dwells  upon  my  suit  ? 

What  were  tliy  lips  the  worse  for  one  poor  kiss  ? 

Speak,  fair ;  but  speak  fair  words,  or  else  be  mute : 
Give  me  one  kiss,  I  '11  give  it  thee  again, 
And  one  for  interest,  if  thou  wilt  have  twain. 


( 


*  Fie,  lifeless  picture,  cold  and  senseless  stone, 

Well-painted  idol,  image  dull  and  dead, 

Statue  contenting  but  the  eye  alone. 

Thing  like  a  man,  but  of  no  woman  bred ! 
Thou  art  no  man,  though  of  a  man's  complexion, 
For  men  will  kiss  even' by  their  own  direction.' 

This  said,  impatience  chokes  her  pleading  tongue. 

And  swelling  passion  doth  provoke  a  pause ; 

Eed  cheeks  and  fiery  eyes  blaze  forth  her  wrong ; 

Being  judge  in  love,  she  cannot  right  her  cause: 
And  now  she  weeps,  and  now  she  fain  would  speak, 
And  now  her  sobs  do  her  intendments  break. 

Sometimes  she  shakes  her  head  and  then  his  hand. 
Now  gazeth  she  on  him,  now  on  the  ground; 
Sometimes  her  arms  infold  him  like  a  band : 
She  would,  he  will  not  in  her  arms  be  bound ; 

And  when  from  thence  he  struggles  to  be  gone, 

She  locks  her  lily  fingers  one  in  one. 
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*  Fondling,'  she  saith, '  since  I  have  hemm'd  thee  here 

Within  the  circuit  of  this  ivory  pale, 

I  '11  be  a  park,  and  thou  shalt  be  my  deer ; 

Teed  where  thou  wilt,  on  mountain  or  in  dale : 
Graze  on  my  lips ;  and  if  those  hills  be  dry. 
Stray  lower,  where  the  pleasant  fountains  lie. 

'  Within  this  limit  is  relief  enough, 
Sweet  bottom-grass  and  high  delightful  plain, 
Round  rising  hillocks,  brakes  obscure  and  rough, 
To  shelter  thee  from  tempest  and  from  rain : 

Then  be  my  deer,  since  I  am  sucli  a  park ; 

No  dog  shall  rouse  thee,  though  a  thousand  bark.' 

At  this  Adonis  smiles  as  in  disdain, 
That  in  each  cheek  appears  a  pretty  dimple: 
Love  made  those  hollows,  if  liimself  were  slain, 
He  might  be  buried  in  a  tomb  so  simple ; 
Foreknowing  well,  if  there  he  came  to  lie. 
Why,  there  Love  lived  and  there  he  could  not  die. 

These  lovely  caves,  these  round  enchanting  pits, 

Open'd  their  mouths  to  swallow  Yenus'  liking. 

Being  mad  before,  how  doth  slie  now  for  wits"? 

Struck  dead  at  first,  what  needs  a  second  striking  ? 
Poor  queen  of  love,  in  thine  own  law  forlorn. 
To  love  a  cheek  that  smiles  at  thee  in  scorn ! 

Now  which  way  shall  she  turn  ?  what  shall  she  say  ? 

Her  words  are  done,  her  woes  the  more  increasing ; 

The  time  is  spent,  her  object  will  away. 

And  from  her  twining  arms  doth  urge  releasing. 
*" Pity,'  she  cries, ' some  favour,  some  remorse! ' 
Away  he  springs  and  hasteth  to  his  horse. 

But,  lo,  from  forth  a  copse  that  neighbours  by, 
A  breeding  jennet,  lusty,  young  and  proud, 
Adonis'  trampling  courser  doth  espy. 
And  forth  she  rushes,  snorts  and  neighs  aloud: 
The  strong-neck 'd  steed,  being  tied  unto  a  tree, 
Breaketh  his  rein,  and  to  her  straight  goes  he. 

Imperiously  he  leaps,  he  neighs,  he  bounds. 
And  now  his  woven  girths  he  breaks  asunder; 
The  bearing  earth  with  his  hard  hoof  he  wounds, 
Whose  hollow  womb  resounds  like  heaven's  thunder, 
Tlie  iron  bit  he  crusheth  'tw^een  his  teeth, 
Controlling  what  he  was  controlled  with. 

His  ears  up-prick'd ;  his  braided  hanging  mane 
Upon  his  corapass'd  crest  now  stand  on  end; 
^  His  nostrils  drink  the  air,  and  forth  again, 
—  As  from  a  furnace,  vapours  doth  he  send : 
His  eye,  which  scornfully  glisters  like  fire. 
Shows  his  hot  couraoe  and  his  high  desire. 


•^^o' 


Sometime  he  trots,  as  if  he  told  the  steps, 

Witli  gentle  majesty  and  modest  pride ; 

Anon  lie  rears  upright,  curvets  Jind  leaps. 

As  who  should  say  '  Lo,  thus  my  strength  is  tried, 
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And  this  I  do  to  captivate  the  eye 

Of  the  fair  breeder  that  is  standing  by.' 

What  recketh  he  his  rider's  angry  stir, 

His  flattering  '  Holla,'  or  his  *  Stand,  I  say '  ? 

What  cares  he  now  for  curb  or  i^ricking  spur  ? 

For  rich  caparisons  or  trapping  gay  ? 
He  sees  his  love,  and  nothing  else  he  sees, 
For  nothing  else  with  his  proud  sight  agrees. 

Look,  when  a  painter  would  surpass  the  life, 

In  limning  out  a  well-proportion 'd  steed, 

His  art  with  nature's  workmanship  at  strife, 

As  if  the  dead  the  living  should  exceed ; 
So  did  this  horse  excel  a  common  one 
In  shape,  in  courage,  colour,  pace  and  bone. 

Kound-hoof  VI,  short-jointed,  fetlocks  shag  and  long, 
Broad  breast,  full  eye,  small  head  and  nostril  wide, 
High  crest,  short  ears,  straight  legs  and  passing  strong, 
Tliin  mane,  thick  tail,  broad  buttock,  tender  hide: 

Look,  what  a  horse  should  have  he  did  not  lack. 

Save  a  proud  rider  on  so  proud  a  back. 

Sometime  he  scuds  far  off  and  there  he  stares; 

Anon  he  starts  at  stirring  of  a  feather ; 

To  bid  the  wind  a  base  he  now  prepares. 

And  whether  he  run  or  fly  they  know  not  whether; 
For  through  his  mane  and  tail  the  high  wind  sings, 
Fanning  the  hairs,  w^ho  w^ave  like  feather'd  wings. 

He  looks  upon  his  love  and  neighs  unto  her ; 

/     She  answers  him  as  if  she  knew  his  mind : 

y    Being  proud,  as  females  are,  to  see  him  woo  her, 

C     She  puts  on  outward  strangeness,  seems  unkind, 

^       Spurns  at  his  love  and  scorns  the  heat  he  feels. 

Beating  his  kind  embracements  with  her  heels. 

Then,  like  a  melancholy  malcontent. 

He  veils  his  tail  that,  like  a  falling  plume, 

Cool  shadow  to  his  m^elting  buttock  lent : 

He  stamps  and  bites  the  poor  flies  in  his  fume. 

His  love,  perceiving  how  he  is  enraged. 

Grew  kinder,  and  his  fury  was  assuaged. 

Plis  testy  master  goeth  about  to  take  him ; 

When,  lo,  the  unback'd  breeder,  full  of  fear. 

Jealous  of  catching,  swiftly  doth  forsake  him. 

With  her  the  horse,  and  left  Adonis  there : 
As  they  were  mad,  unto  the  wood  they  hie  them, 
Out-stripping  crows  that  strive  to  over-fly  them. 

All  swoln  with  chafing,  down  Adonis  sits, 
Banning  his  boisterous  and  unruly  beast : 
X     And  now  the  happy  season  once  more  fits, 
S   That  love-sick  Love  by  pleading  may  be  blest ; 
J       For  lovers  say,  the  heart  hath  treble  wrong 
When  it  is  barr'd  the  aidance  of  the  tongue. 
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An  oven  that  is  stopp'd,  or  river  stay'd, 

Burnetii  more  hotly,  swelleth  with  more  rage : 

So  of  concealed  sorrow  may  be  said ; 

Tree  vent  of  words  love's  fire  doth  assuage ; 
But  when  the  heart's  attorney  once  is  mute, 
The  client  breaks,  as  desperate  in  his  suit. 

^  He  sees  her  coming,  and  begins  to  glow, 
C  Even  as  a  dying  coal  revives  with  wind, 
And  with  his  bonnet  hides  his  angry  brow; 
Looks  on  the  dull  earth  with  disturlDed  mind, 
Taking  no  notice  that  she  is  so  nigh, 
Eor  all  askance  he  holds  her  in  his  ej^e. 

O,  what  a  sight  it  was,  wistly  to  view 
How  she  came  stealing  to  tlie  wayward  boy! 
To  note  the  fighting  conflict  of  her  hue, 
How  white  and  red  each  other  did  destroy ! 
But  now  her  cheek  was  pale,  aud  by  and  by 
It  flash'd  forth  fire,  as  lightning  from  the  sky. 

Now  was  slie  just  before  him  as  he  sat. 

And  like  a  lowly  lover  down  she  kneels ; 

With  one  fair  hand  she  heaveth  up  his  hat. 

Her  other  tender  hand  his  fair  cheek  feels : 
^  His  tenderer  cheek  receives  her  soft  hand's  print, 
V   As  apt  as  new-fall'n  snow  takes  any  dint. 

O,  what  a  war  of  looks  was  then  between  theml 

Her  eyes  petitioners  to  his  eyes  suing ; 

His  eyes  saw  her  eyes  as  they  had  not  seen  them ; 

Her  eyes  woo'd  still,  his  eyes  disdain 'd  the  wooing: 
And  all  this  dumb  play  had  his  acts  made  plain 
With  tears,  which,  chorus-like,  her  eyes  did  rain. 

Full  gently  now  she  takes  him  by  the  hand, 

A  lily  prison'd  in  a  gaol  of  snow. 

Or  ivory  in  an  alabaster  band ; 

So  white  a  friend  engirts  so  white  a  foe : 
This  beauteous  combat,  wilful  and  unwilling, 
Show'd  like  two  silver  doves  that  sit  a-billing. 

Once  more  the  engine  of  her  thoughts  began : 

'  O  fairest  mover  on  this  mortal  round. 

Would  thou  wert  as  I  am,  and  I  a  man. 

My  heart  all  whole  as  thine,  thy  heart  my  wound ; 
For  one  sweet  look  thy  help  t  would  assure  thee, 
Though  nothing  but  my  body's  bane  would  cure  thee.' 

f  *  Give  me  my  hand,'  saith  he,  '  why  dost  thou  feel  it  ?  ' 
'  Give  me  my  heart,'  saith  she,  '  and  thou  shalt  have  it ; 
O,  give  it  me,  lest  thy  hard  heart  do  steel  it. 
And  being  steel'd,  soft  sighs  can  never  grave  it : 
Then  love's  deep  groans  I  never  shall  regard, 
Because  Adonis'  heart  hath  made  mine  hard.' 

'  For  shame,'  he  cries,  '  let  go,  and  let  me  go ; 
My  day's  delight  is  past,  my  horse  is  gone. 
And  't  is  j^our  fault  I  am  bereft  him  so  : 
I  pray  you  hence,  and  leave  me  here  alone ; 
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For  all  my  mind,  my  thought,  my  busy  cars, 
Is  how  to  get  my  palfrey  from  the  mare.' 

Thus  she  replies :  '  Thy  palfrey,  as  he  should, 
"Welcomes  the  warm  approach  of  sweet  desire : 

£  Affection  is  a  coal  that  must  be  cooPd  ; 
Else,  suffer'd,  it  will  set  the  heart  on  fire : 
The  sea  hath  bounds,  but  deep  desire  hath  none ; 
Therefore  no  marvel  though  thy  horse  be  gone. 

'  How  like  a  jade  he  stood,  tied  to  the  tree, 
Servilely  master'd  with  a  leathern  rein ! 
But  when  he  saw  his  love,  his  youth's  fair  fee, 
He  held  such  petty  bondage  in  disdain ; 

Throwing  the  base  thong  from  his  bending  crest, 

Enfranchising  his  mouth,  his  back,  his  breast. 

'  Who  sees  his  true-love  in  her  naked  bed, 
Teaching  the  sheets  a  whiter  hue  than  white, 
But,  when  his  glutton  eye  so  full  hath  fed, 
His  other  agents  aim  at  like  delight  ? 

Who  is  so  faint,  that  dare  not  be  so  bold 

To  touch  the  fire,  the  weather  being  cold  ? 

'  Let  me  excuse  thy  courser,  gentle  boy ; 

And  learn  of  him,  I  heartily  beseech  thee. 

To  take  advantage  on  presented  joy ; 

Though  I  were  dumb,  yet  his  proceedings  teach  thee : 
c   O,  learn  to  love ;  the  lesson  is  but  plain, 
V    And  once  made  perfect,  never  lost  again.' 

'  I  know  not  love,'  quoth  he, '  nor  will  not  know  it. 
Unless  it  be  a  boar,  and  then  I  chase  it ; 
'T  is  much  to  borrow,  and  I  will  not  owe  it ; 
My  love  to  love  is  love  but  to  disgrace  it ; 

For  I  have  heard  it  is  a  life  in  death. 

That  laughs  and  weeps,  and  all  but  with  a  breath. 

'  Who  wears  a  garment  sliapeless  and  unfinish'd  ? 
Who  plucks  the  bud  before  one  leaf  put  forth  ? 
If  springing  things  be  any  jot  diminish'd. 
They  wither  in  their  prime,  prove  nothing  worth : 

The  colt  that 's  back'd  and  burden'd  being  young 

Loseth  his  pride  and  never  waxeth  strong. 

'  You  hurt  my  hand  with  wringing ;  let  us  part. 
And  leave  this  idle  theme,  this  bootless  chat : 
>  Kemove  your  siege  from  my  unyielding  heart ; 

)  To  love's  alarms  it  will  not  ope  the  gate :  \ 

\  Dismiss  your  vows,  your  feigned  tears,  your  flattery ;  ^ 

For  where  a  heart  is  hard  they  make  no  battery.' 

'  What !  canst  thou  talk  ?  '  quoth  she, '  hast  thou  a  tongue  ? 

O,  would  thou  hadst  not,  or  I  had  no  hearing! 

Thy  mermaid's  voice  hath  done  me  double  wrong ;  j 

I  had  my  load  before,  now  press'd  with  bearing :  j 

Melodious  discord,  heavenly  tune  harsh-sounding,  I 

Ear's  deep-sweet  music,  and  heart's  deep-sore  woimding.  ff 
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*  Had  I  no  eyes  but  ears,  my  ears  would  love 

That  inward  beauty  and  invisible ; 

Or  were  I  deaf,  thy  outward  parts  would  move 

Each  part  in  me  that  were  but  sensible : 
Tliough  neither  eyes  nor  ears,  to  hear  nor  see, 
Yet  should  I  be  in  love  by  touching  thee. 

'  Say,  that  the  sense  of  feeling  were  bereft  me, 
And  that  I  could  not  see,  nor  hear,  nor  touch, 
And  nothing  but  the  very  smell  were  left  me, 
Yet  would  my  love  to  thee  be  still  as  much  ; 
For  from  the  stillitory  of  thy  face  excelling 
Comes  breath  perfumed  that  breedeth  love'by  smelling. 

'  But,  O,  what  banquet  wert  thou  to  the  taste, 

Being  nurse  and  feeder  of  the  other  four ! 

Would  they  not  wish  the  feast  might  ever  last. 

And  bid  Suspicion  double-lock  the  door, 
Lest  Jealousy,  that  sour  unwelcome  guest. 
Should,  by  his  stealing  in,  disturb  the  feast  ? ' 

Once  more  the  ruby-colour'd  portal  open'd, 
"Which  to  his  speech  did  honey  passage  yield ; 
Like  a  red  morn,  that  ever  yet  betoken 'd 
Wreck  to  the  seaman,  tem.pest  to  the  field. 
Sorrow  to  sheplierds,  woe  unto  the  birds, 
Gusts  and  foul  flaws  to  herdmen  and  to  herds. 

This  ill  presage  advisedly  she  marketh : 
Even  as  the  wind  is  hush'd  before  it  raineth, 
Or  as  the  wolf  doth  grin  before  he  barketh. 
Or  as  the  berry  breaks  before  it  staineth. 
Or  like  the  deadly  bullet  of  a  gun, 
His  meaning  struck  her  ere  his  words  begun. 

And  at  his  look  she  flatly  falleth  down, 

Eor  looks  kill  love  and  love  by  looks  reviveth ; 

A  smile  recures  the  wounding  of  a  frown ; 

But  blessed  bankrupt,  that  by  love  so  thriveth ! 
Tlie  silly  boy,  believing  she  is  dead, 
Claps  her  pale  cheek,  till  clapping  makes  it  red ; 

And  all  amazed  brake  off  his  late  intent. 
For  sharply  he  did  think  to  reprehend  her. 
Which  cunning  love  did  wittily  prevent : 
Fair  fall  the  wit  that  can  so  well  defend  her  I 
For  on  the  grass  she  lies  as  she  were  slain. 
Till  his  breath  breatheth  life  in  her  again. 

He  v/rings  her  nose,  he  strikes  her  on  the  cheeks, 
He  bends  her  fingers,  holds  her  pulses  hard. 
He  chafes  her  lips ;  a  thousand  ways  he  seeks 
To  mend  the  hurt  that  his  unkindness  marr'd : 

He  kisses  her ;  and  she,  by  her  good  will, 

Will  never  rise,  so  he  will  kiss  her  still. 

The  night  of  sorrow  now  is  turn'd  to  day : 
Her  two  blue  windows  faintly  she  up-heaveth, 
Like  the  fair  sun,  when  in  his  fresh  array 
He  cheers  the  morn  and  all  the  earth  relieveth ; 
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And  as  the  bright  sun  glorifies  the  sky, 
So  is  her  face  illumined  with  her  eye ; 

Whose  beams  upon  his  hairless  face  are  fix'd, 
As  if  from  tlience  tliey  borrow'd  all  tlieir  shine. 
Were  never  four  such  lamps  together  mix'd, 
Had  not  his  clouded  with  his  brow's  repine ; 
But  hers,  which  tlirougli  the  crystal  tears  gave  light, 
Shone  like  the  moon  in  water  seen  by  night. 

'  O,  where  am  I  ?  '  quoth  she,  '  in  earth  or  heaven, 
Or  in  the  ocean  drench 'd,  or  in  the  lire  V 
What  hour  is  this  ?  or  morn  or  weary  even  ? 
Do  I  delight  to  die,  or  life  desire  ? 

But  now  I  lived,  and  life  was  death's  annoy; 

But  now  I  died,  and  death  was  lively  joy. 

'  O,  thou  didst  kill  me :  kill  me  once  again : 
Thy  eyes^  shrewd  tutor,  that  hard  heart  of  thine, 
Hath  taught  them  scornful  tricks  and  such  disdain 
That  they  have  murder'd  this  poor  heart  of  mine ; 
And  these  mine  eyes,  true  leaders  to  their  queen. 
But  for  thy  piteous  lips  no  more  had  seen. 

*  Long  may  they  kiss  each  other,  for  this  cure! 
O,  never  let  their  crimson  liveries  wear ! 
And  as  they  last,  their  verdure  still  endure, 
To  drive  infection  from  the  dangerous  year ! 

That  the  star-gazers,  having  writ  on  death, 
May  say,  the  plague  is  banish'd  by  thy  breath. 

'  Pure  lips,  sweet  seals  in  my  soft  lips  imprinted, 
What  bargains  may  I  make,  still  to  be  sealing  ? 
To  sell  myself  I  can  be  well  contented. 
So  thou  wilt  buy  and  pay  and  use  good  dealing ; 

Wliich  purchase  if  thou  make,  for  fear  of  slips 

Set  thy  seal-manual  on  my  wax-red  lips. 

*  A  thousand  kisses  buys  my  heart  from  me ; 
And  pay  them  at  thy  leisure,  one  by  one. 
What  is  ten  hundred  touches  unto  thee  ? 
Are  they  not  quickly  told  and  quickly  gone  ? 

Say,  for  non-payment  that  the  debt  should  double. 
Is  twenty  hundred  kisses  such  a  trouble  V  ' 

*  Fair  queen,'  quoth  he, '  if  any  love  you  owe  me, 
Measure  my  strangeness  with  my  unripe  years : 
Before  I  know  myself,  seek  not  to  know  me ; 

No  fislier  but  the  un grown  fry  forbears : 
The  mellow  plum  doth  fall,  the  green  sticks  fast, 
Or  being  early  pluck 'd  is  sour  to  taste. 

'  Look,  tlie  world's  comforter,  with  weary  gait, 

His  day's  hot  task  hath  ended  in  the  w^est ; 

The  owl,  night's  herald,  shrieks,  "  'T  is  very  late ; " 

The  sheep  are  gone  to  fold,  birds  to  their  nest. 
And  coal-black  clouds  that  sljadow  heaven's  light 
Do  summon  us  to  part  and  bid  good-night. 
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'  Now  let  me  say  "  Good-night,"  avA  so  say  you ; 

If  you  will  say  so,  you  shall  have  a  kiss.' 

'  Good-night,'  quoth  she,  and,  ere  he  says  'Adieu,' 

The  honey  fee  of  parting  tender'd  is : 
Her  arms  do  lend  his  neck  a  sweet  embrace* 
Incorporate  then  they  seem ;  face  grows  to  face. 

Till,  breathless,  he  disjoin'd,  and  backward  drew 
The  heavenly  moisture,  that  sweet  coral  mouth, 
Whose  precious  taste  her  thirsty  lips  well  knew, 
Whereon  they  surfeit,  yet  complain  on  drouth  : 
He  with  her  plenty  press'd,  she  faint  with  dearth, 
Their  lips  together  glued,  fall  to  the  earth. 

Now  quick  desire  hath  caught  tlie  yielding  prey, 
And  glutton-like  she  feeds,  yet  never  tilleth ; 
Her  lips  are  conquerors,  liis  lips  obey, 
Paying  what  ransom  the  insulter  willeth ; 
Whose  vulture  thought  doth  pitch  the  price  so  high. 
That  she  Avill  draw  his  lips'  rich  treasure  dry  : 

And  having  felt  the  sweetness  of  tlie  spoil, 
With  blindfold  fury  she  begins  to  forage ; 
Her  face  doth  reek  and  smoke,  her  blood  doth  boil, 
And  careless  lust  stirs  up  a  desperate  courage; 
Planting  oblivion,  beating  reason  back. 
Forgetting  shame's  pure  blush  and  honour's  wrack. 

Hot,  faint,  and  weary,  with  her  hard  embracing, 
Like  a  wild  bird  being  tamed  with  too  nuich  handling, 
Or  as  the  fleet-foot  roe  that 's  tired  with  chasing, 
Or  like  the  froward  infant  still'd  with  dandling, 
He  now  obeys,  and  now  no  more  resisteth. 
While  she  takes  all  she  can,  not  all  she  listeth. 
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What  wax  so  frozen  but  dissolves  vrith  tempering, 
And  yields  at  last  to  every  light  impression  ? 
Tilings  out  of  hope  are  compass'd  oft  with  venturing. 
Chiefly  in  love,  whose  leave  exceeds  commission : 
Affection  faints  not  like  a  pale-faced  coward. 
But  then  woos  best  when  most  his  clioice  is  froward. 

When  he  did  frown,  O,  had  slie  then  gave  over, 

Such  nectar  from  his  lips  she  had  not  sack'd. 

Poul  words  and  frowns  must  not  repel  a  lover; 

What  though  the  rose  have  lu'ickies,  yet  'tis  pluck 'd: 
Were  beauty  under  twenty  locks  kept  fast. 
Yet  love  breaks  througli  and  picks  them  all  at  last. 

For  pity  now  she  can  no  more  detain  him ; 

The  poor  fool  prays  her  that  he  may  depart : 

She  is  resolved  no  longer  to  restrain  him ; 

Bids  him  farewell,  and  look  well  to  her  heart. 
The  which,  by  Cupid's  bow  slie  doth  protest, 
He  carries  thence  incaged  in  his  breast. 

'  Sweet  boy,'  she  saj^s, '  this  night  I  '11  waste  in  sorrow, 
For  my  sick  heart  commands  mine  eyes  to  watch. 
Tell  me.  Love's  master,  shall  we  meet  to-morrow  ? 
Say,  shall  we  ?  shall  we  ?  wilt  thou  make  the  match  ?  ' 
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He  tells  her,  no ;  to-morrow  he  intends 

To  hunt  the  boar  with  certain  of  his  friends. 

'  The  boar ! '  quoth  she ;  whereat  a  sudden  pale, 
Like  lawn  being  spread  upon  the  blushing  rose, 
Usurps  her  clieek ;  she  trembles  at  his  tale, 
And  on  his  neck  her  yoking  arms  she  throws : 

She  sinketh  down,  still  hanging  by  his  neck, 

lie  on  her  belly  falls,  she  on  her  back. 

Now  is  she  in  the  very  lists  of  love, 

Her  champion  mounted  for  tlie  hot  encounter: 

All  is  imaginary  she  doth  prove, 

He  v/ill  not  manage  her,  although  he  mount  her ; 

That  worse  than  Tantalus'  is  her  annoy, 

To  clip  Elysium  and  to  lack  her  joy. 

Even  as  poor  birds,  deceived  with  painted  grapes, 

Do  surfeit  by  the  eye  and  pine  the  maw, 

Even  so  she  languisheth  in  lier  mishaps. 

As  those  poor  birds  that  helpless  berries  saw. 
The  warm  effects  which  she  in  him  finds  missing 
She  seeks  to  kindle  with  continual  kissing. 

But  all  in  vain ;  good  queen,  it  will  not  be : 
She  hatli  assay 'd  as  much  as  may  be  proved ; 
Her  pleading  hath  deserved  a  greater  fee ; 
She 's  Love,  she  loves,  and  yet  she  is  not  loved. 

'  Fie,  fie,'  he  says, '  you  crush  me ;  let  me  go ; 

You  have  no  reason  to  withhold  me  so.' 

*  Thou  hadst  been  gone,'  quoth  she, '  sweet  boy,  ere  this, 
But  that  thou  told'st  me  thou  wouldst  hunt  the  boar. 
O,  be  advised !  thou  know'st  not  what  it  is 
With  javelin's  point  a  churlish  swine  to  gore. 

Whose  tushes  never  sheathed  he  whetteth  still. 

Like  to  a  mortal  butcher  bent  to  kill. 

'  On  his  bow-back  he  hath  a  battle  set 

Of  bristly  pikes,  that  ever  threat  his  foes ; 

His  eyes,  like  glow-worms,  shine  when  he  doth  fret; 

His  snout  digs  sepulclires  where'er  he  goes; 
Being  moved,  he  strikes  whate'er  is  in  his  way. 
And  whom  he  strikes  his  cruel  tushes  slay. 

'  His  brawny  sides,  with  hairy  bristles  arm'd. 

Are  better  proof  than  thy  spear's  point  can  enter; 

His  short  thick  neck  cannot  be  easily  harm'd ; 

Being  ireful,  on  the  lion  he  will  venture: 
The  thorny  brambles  and  embracing  bushes. 
As  fearful  of  him,  part,  through  whom  he  rushes. 

'Alas,  he  nought  esteems  tliat  face  of  thine. 
To  which  Love's  eyes  pay  tributary  gazes; 
Nor  thy  soft  hands,  sweet  lips  and  crystal  eyne. 
Whose  full  perfection  all  the  world  amazes ; 

But  having  tliee  at  vantage, — wondrous  dread! 

Would  root  these  beauties  as  he  roots  the  mead. 
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*  O,  let  him  keep  his  loathsome  cabin  still ; 
Beauty  hath  nought  to  do  with  such  foul  fiends : 
Come  not  within  his  danger  by  thy  will ; 

They  tliat  thrive  well  take  counsel  of  their  friends. 
When  thou  didst  name  the  boar,  not  to  dissemble, 
I  fear'd  thy  fortune,  and  my  joints  did  tremble. 

*  Didst  thou  not  mark  my  face  ?  was  it  not  white  ? 
Saw'st  thou  not  signs  of  fear  lurk  in  mine  eye  ? 
Grew  I  not  faint  ?  and  fell  I  not  downright  V 
Within  my  bosom,  whereon  thou  dost  lie, 

My  boding  heart  pants,  beats,  and  takes  no  rest, 
But,  like  an  earthquake,  shakes  thee  on  my  breast. 

*  For  where  Love  reigns,  disturbing  Jealousy 
Doth  call  himself  Atfection's  sentinel ; 
Gives  false  alarms,  suggesteth  mutiny. 

And  in  a  peaceful  hour  doth  cry  "  Kill,  kill !  " 
Distempering  gentle  Love  in  his  desire, 
As  air  and  water  do  abate  the  tire. 

'  Tiiis  sour  informer,  this  bate-breeding  spy. 

This  canker  tliat  eats  up  Love's  tender  spring, 

This  carry-tale,  dissentious  Jealousy, 

That  somictime  true  news,  sometime  false  doth  bring, 
Knocks  at  my  lieart  and  whispers  in  mine  ear 
That  if  I  love  thee,  I  thy  death  should  fear: 

*And  more  than  so,  presenteth  to  mine  eye 
The  picture  of  an  angry-chafing  boar. 
Under  whose  sharp  fangs  on  his  back  doth  lie 
An  image  like  thyself,  all  stain'd  with  gore; 
Whose  blood  upon  the  fresh  fiowers  being  shed 
Doth  make  them  droop  with  grief  and  hang  the  head, 

'  What  should  I  do,  seeing  thee  so  indeed, 

That  tremble  at  the  imagination  ? 

The  thought  of  it  doth  make  my  faint  heart  bleed, 

And  fear  doth  teach  it  divination : 
I  prophesy  thy  death,  my  living  sorrow. 
If  thou  encounter  with  the  boar  to-morrow. 

' But  if  thou  needs  wilt  hunt,  be  ruled  by  me; 

Uncouple  at  the  timorous  fiying  hare. 

Or  at  the  fox  which  lives  by  subtlety, 

Or  at  the  roe  which  no  encounter  dare : 
Pursue  these  fearful  creatures  o'er  the  downs. 
And  on  thy  well-breathed  horse  keep  with  thy  hounds. 

'And  when  thou  hast  on  foot  tlie  purblind  hare, 
Mark  the  poor  wretch,  to  overshoot  his  troubles 
How  he  outruns  the  wind  and  with  what  care 
He  cranks  and  crosses  v/ith  a  tliousand  doubles: 

The  many  musets  through  the  wliich  he  goes 

Are  like  a  labyrinth  to  amaze  his  foes. 

'  Sometime  he  runs  among  a  flock  of  sheep. 
To  make  the  cunning  hounds  mistake  their  smell, 
And  sometime  where  earth-delving  conies  keep, 
To  stop  the  loud  pursuers  in  their  yell, 
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And  sometime  sorteth  with  a  herd  of  deer : 
Danger  deviseth  shifts ;  wit  waits  on  fear  : 

'  For  there  his  smell  with  otliers  being  mingled, 
The  hot  scent-snuftmg  homids  are  driven  to  doubt, 
Ceasing  tlieir  clamorous  cry  till  they  have  singled 
With  much  ado  the  cold  fault  cleanly  out ; 

Then  do  they  spend  their  mouths :  Echo  replies, 

As  if  another  chase  were  in  the  skies. 

*  By  this,  poor  Wat,  far  off  upon  a  hill. 
Stands  on  his  liinder  legs  with  listening  ear, 
To  hearken  if  liis  foes  pursue  him  still: 
Anon  their  loud  alarums  he  doth  hear ; 

And  now  his  grief  may  be  compared  well 
To  one  sore  sick  that  hears  the  passing-bell. 

'  Then  shalt  thou  see  the  dew-bedabbled  wretch 
Turn,  and  return,  indenting  with  the  way; 
Each  envious  brier  his  weary  legs  doth  scratch, 
Each  shadow  makes  him  stop,  each  murmur  stay : 

Eor  misery  is  trodden  on  by  many, 

And  being  low  never  relieved  by  any. 

'  Lie  quietly,  and  hear  a  little  more ; 
Nay,  do  not  struggle,  for  thou  shalt  not  rise: 
To  make  thee  hate  the  hunting  of  the  boar. 
Unlike  myself  thou  hear'st  me  moralize, 

Applying  this  to  that,  and  so  to  so ; 

Eor  love  can  comment  upon  every  v/oe. 

*  Where  did  I  leave  ? '    *  No  matter  where ; '  quoth  he, 
'  Leave  me,  and  then  the  story  aptly  ends : 

The  night  is  spent.'    *  Why,  what  of  that  ? '  quoth  she. 

'I  am,'  quoth  he,  'expected  of  my  friends; 
And  now  't  is  dark,  and  going  I  shall  fall.' 
'  In  night,'  quoth  she,  '  desire  sees  best  of  all. 

*  But  if  tliou  fall,  O,  then  imagine  this, 

The  eartli,  in  love  with  thee,  thy  footing  trips. 

And  all  is  but  to  rob  thee  of  a  kiss. 

Eich  preys  make  true  men  thieves ;  so  do  thy  lips 
Make  modest  Dian  cloudy  and  forlorn. 
Lest  she  should  steal  a  kiss  and  die  forsworn. 

*  Now  of  this  dark  night  I  perceive  the  reason : 
Cynthia  for  shame  obscures  her  silver  shine. 
Till  forging  Nature  be  condemn 'd  of  treason, 

Eor  stealing  moulds  from  heaven  that  were  divine ; 
Wherein  she  framed  tliee  in  high  heaven's  despite, 
To  shame  the  sun  by  day  and  her  by  night. 

*  And  therefore  hath  she  bribed  the  Destinies 
To  cross  the  curious  workmanship  of  nature, 
To  mingle  beauty  with  infirmities. 

And  pure  perfection  with  impure  defeature, 
Making  it  subject  to  the  tyranny 
Of  mad  mischances  and  much  rhisery ; 
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*  As  burning  fevers,  agues  pale  and  faint, 
Life-poisoning  pestilence  and  frenzies  wood, 
The  marrow-eating  sickness,  whose  attaint 
Disorder  breeds  by  heating  of  the  blood : 

Surfeits,  imposthumes,  grief,  and  damn'd  despair, 
Swear  Nature's  death  for  framing  thee  so  fair. 

'  And  not  tlie  least  of  all  these  maladies 
But  in  one  minute's  fight  brings  beauty  under: 
Both  favour,  savour,  hue  and  qualities, 
Wliereat  the  impartial  gazer  late  did  wonder, 
Are  on  the  sudden  wasted,  thaw'd  and  done. 
As  mountain-snow  melts  with  the  midday  sun. 

'  Therefore,  despite  of  fruitless  chastity, 
Love-lacking  vestals  and  seif-loving  niins, 
Tliat  on  the  earth  would  breed  a  scarcity 
And  barren  dearth  of  daughters  and  of  sons, 
Be  prodigal :  tlie  lamp  that  burns  by  night 
Dries  up  his  oil  to  lend  the  world  his  light. 

'  What  is  thy  body  but  a  swallov/ing  grave, 

Seeming  to  bury  that  posterity 

Which  by  the  riglits  of  time  thou  needs  must  have, 

If  thou  destroy  them  not  in  dark  obscurity  ? 
If  so,  the  world  v/ill  hold  thee  in  disdain, 
Sith  in  thy  pride  so  fair  a  hope  is  slain. 

'  So  in  thyself  thyself  art  made  away; 
A  mischief  worse  than  civil  home-bred  strife, 
Or  theirs  wliose  desperate  hands  themselves  do  slay. 
Or  butcher-sire  that  reaves  his  son  of  life. 
Foul  cankering  rust  the  hidden  treasure  frets, 
But  gold  that 's  put  to  use  more  gold  begets.' 

*  Nay,  then,'  quoth  Adon,  'you  will  fall  again 
Into  your  idle  over-handled  theme : 

The  kiss  I  gave  you  is  bestow'd  in  vain, 
And  all  in  vain  you  strive  against  the  stream ; 
For,  by  this  black-faced  night,  desire's  foul  nurse. 
Your  treatise  makes  me  like  you  worse  and  worse, 

'  If  love  have  l6nt  you  twenty  thousand  tongues. 
And  every  tongue  more  moving  than  your  own, 
Bewitching  like  the  wanton  mermaid's  song, 
Yet  from  mine  ear  the  tempting  tune  is  blown; 
For  know,  my  heart  stands  armed  in  mine  ear. 
And  will  not  let  a  false  sound  enter  there ; 

*  Lest  the  deceiving  harmony  should  run 
luto  the  quiet  closure  of  my  breast ; 

And  then  my  little  heart  were  quite  undone, 
In  his  bedchamber  to  be  barr'd  of  rest. 
No,  lady,  no ;  my  heart  longs  not  to  groan. 
But  soundly  sleeps,  wliile  now  it  sleeps  alone. 

'  What  have  you  urged  that  I  cannot  reprove  ? 
The  path  is  smooth  tliat  leadeth  on  to  danger : 
I  hate  not  love,  but  your  device  in  love, 
That  lends  embracements  unto  every  stranger. 
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You  do  it  for  increase :  O  strano^e  excuse, 
When  reason  is  the  bawd  to  lust's  abuse ! 

*  Call  it  not  love,  for  Love  to  heaven  is  fled, 
Since  sweating  Lust  on  earth  usurp VI  his  name; 
Under  whose  simple  semblance  he  hath  fed 
Upon  fresli  beauty,  blotting  it  with  blame; 

Which  the  hot  tyrant  stains  and  soon  bereaves, 
As  caterpillars  do  the  tender  leaves. 

'  Love  comforteth  like  sunshine  after  rain, 
But  Lust's  effect  is  tempest  after  sun  ; 
Love's  j?entle  spring  doth  always  fresh  remain, 
Lust's  winter  comes  ere  summer  half  be  done ; 

Love  surfeits  not,  Lust  like  a  glutton  dies; 

Love  is  all  truth,  Lvist  full  of  forged  lies. 

*  More  I  could  tell,  but  more  I  dare  not  say ; 
The  text  is  old,  the  orator  too  green. 
Therefore,  in  sadness,  now  I  will  away : 
My  face  is  full  of  shame,  my  heart  of  teen: 

Mine  ears,  that  to  your  wanton  talk  attended, 
Do  burn  themselves  for  having  so  offended.' 

With  this,  he  breaketh  from  the  sweet  embrace. 
Of  those  fair  arms  which  bound  him  to  her  breast, 
And  liomevv'ard  through  tlie  dark  laimd  riuis  apace; 
Leaves  Love  upon  her  back  deeply  distress'd. 
Look,  how  a  bright  star  shooteth  from  the  sky, 
So  glides  he  in  the  night  from  Venus'  eye ; 

Which  after  him  she  darts,  as  one  on  shore 
Gazing  upon  a  late-embarked  friend. 
Till  the  wild  waves  will  have  him  seen  no  more, 
Whose  ridges  with  the  meeting  clouds  contend: 

So  did  the  merciless  and  pitchy  night 

Fold  in  the  object  that  did  feed  her  sight. 

Whereat  amazed,  as  one  that  unaware 

Hath  dropp'd  a  precious  jewel  in  the  flood, 

Or  stonish'd  as  night-wanderers  often  are, 

Their  light  blown  out  in  som.e  mistrustful  wood, 
Even  so  confounded  in  the  dark  she  lay, 
Having  lost  the  fair  discovery  of  her  way. 

And  now  she  beats  her  heart,  whereat  it  groans, 
That  all  the  neighbour  caves,  as  seeming  troubled, 
Make  verbal  repetition  of  her  moans  ; 
Passion  on  passion  deeply  is  redoubled  : 

*  Ay  me! '  she  cries,  and  twenty  times  '  Woe,  woe!'. 

And  twenty  echoes  twenty  times  cry  so. 

She  marking  them  begins  a  wailing  note 

And  sings  extemporally  a  woeful  ditty  : 

How  love  makes  young  n:ien  tlirall  and  old  men  dote ; 

How  love  is  wise  in  folly,  foolisli-witty : 

Her  heavy  anthem  still  concludes  in  woe, 

And  still  the  choir  of  echoes  answer  so. 
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Her  song  was  tedious  and  outwore  the  night, 
For  lovers'  hours  are  long,  though  seeming  short : 
If  pleased  themselves,  others,  they  think,  delight 
In  such-like  circumstance,  with  such-like  sport: 
Their  copious  stories  oftentimes  begun 
End  without  audience  and  are  never  done. 

For  who  hath  she  to  spend  the  night  withal 
But  idle  sounds  resembling  parasites. 
Like  shrill-tongued  tapsters  answering  every  call, 
Soothing  the  liumour  of  fantastic  wits  ? 
She  says  '  'T  is  so :'  tliey  answer  all '  'T  is  so ;' 
And  would  say  after  her,  if  she  said  '  No.' 

Lo,  here  the  gentle  lark,  weary  of  rest. 
From  his  moist  cabinet  mounts  up  on  high, 
And  wakes  the  morning,  from  whose  silver  breast 
The  sun  ariseth  in  his  majesty ; 
"Who  doth  the  world  so  gloriously  behold 
That  cedar-tops  and  hills  seem  burnish'd  gold. 

Yenus  salutes  him  with  this  fair  good-morrow: 
*  O  thou  clear  god,  and  patron  of  all  light. 
From  whom  each  lamp  and  shining  star  doth  borrow 
The  beauteous  influence  tliat  makes  him  briglit, 
There  lives  a  son  that  suck'd  an  earthly  mother, 
May  lend  thee  light,  as  thou  dost  lend  to  other.' 

Tliis  said,  shehasteth  to  a  myrtle  grove. 
Musing  the  morning  is  so  much  o'erworn, 
And  yet  she  liears  no  tidings  of  her  love : 
She  hearkens  for  his  hounds  and  for  his  horn : 
Anon  she  hears  them  chant  it  lustily, 
And  all  in  haste  she  coasteth  to  the  cry. 

And  as  she  runs,  the  bushes  in  the  way 
Some  catch  her  by  the  neck,  some  kiss  her  face, 
Some  twine  about  her  thigh  to  make  her  stay : 
She  wildly  breaketh  from  their  strict  embrace. 
Like  a  milch  doe,  whose  swelling  dugs  do  ache, 
Hastiuff  to  feed  her  fawn  hid  in  some  brake. 
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By  this,  she  hears  the  hounds  are  at  a  bay ; 
Whereat  she  starts,  like  one  that  spies  an  adder 
Wreathed  up  in  fatal  folds  just  in  liis  way. 
The  fear  whereof  doth  make  him  shake  and  shudder; 
Even  so  the  timorous  yelping  of  the  hounds 
Appals  her  senses  and  her  spirit  confounds. 

For  now  she  knows  it  is  no  gentle  chase, 
But  the  blunt  boar,  rough  bear,  or  lion  proud, 
Because  the  cry  remaineth  in  one  place, 
AVhere  fearfully  the  dogs  exclaim  aloud : 

Finding  their  enemy  to  be  so  curst. 

They  all  stram  courtesy  v/lio  shall  cope  him  first. 

This  dismal  cry  rings  sadly  in  her  ear, 
Through  which  it  enters  to  surprise  her  heart ; 
Who,  overcome  by  doubt  and  bloodless  fear. 
With  cold-pale  weakness  numbs  each  feeling  part : 
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Like  soldiers,  when  their  captain  once  doth  yield, 
Tliey  basely  fly  and  dare  not  stay  the  field. 

Thus  stands  she  in  a  trembling  ecstasy ; 

Till,  cheering  up  her  senses  all  dismay'd, 

She  tells  them  't  is  a  causeless  fantasy. 

And  childish  error,  that  they  are  afraid ; 
Bids  them  leave  quaking,  bids  them  fear  no  more :  — 
And  with  that  word  she  spied  the  hunted  boar, 

Whose  frothy  mouth,  bepainted  all  with  red, 
Like  milk  and  blood  being  mingled  both  together, 
A  second  fear  through  all  her  sinev/s  spread, 
Which  madly  hurries  her  she  knows  not  whither  : 
This  way  she  runs,  and  now  she  will  no  further, 
But  back  retires  to  rate  the  boar  for  murther. 

A  thousand  spleens  bear  her  a  thousand  ways ; 
She  treads  the  path  that  she  untreads  again ; 
Her  more  than  haste  is  mated  with  delays, 
Like  the  proceedings  of  a  drunken  brain. 

Full  of  respects,  yet  nought  at  all  respecting; 

In  hand  with  all  things,  nouglit  at  all  effecting. 

Here  kennell'd  in  a  brake  she  finds  a  hound. 

And  asks  the  weary  caitiff  for  liis  master, 

And  there  another  licking  of  his  wound, 

'Gainst  venom'd  sores  the  only   sovereign  plaster ; 
And  here  she  meets  another  sadly  scowling, 
To  whom  she  speaks,  and  he  replies  with  liowling. 

When  he  hath  ceased  his  ill-resounding  noise, 

Another  flap-mouth'd  mourner,  black  and  grim. 

Against  the  welkin  volleys  out  his  voice ; 

Another  and  another  answer  him, 
Clapping  their  proud  tails  to  the  ground  below. 
Shaking  their  scratch 'd  ears,  bleeding  as  they  go. 

Look,  how  the  world's  poor  people  are  amazed 
At  apparitions,  signs  and  prodigies. 
Whereon  with  fearful  eyes  they  long  have  gazed, 
Infusing  tliem  with  dreadful  prophecies ; 

So  she  at  these  sad  signs  draws  up  her  breath 

And  sighing  it  again,  exclaims  on  Death. 

'  Hard-favour 'd  tyrant,  ugly,  meagre,  lean, 

Hateful  divorce  of  love,'— thus  cliides  she  Death, — 

*  Grim-grinning  ghost,  earth's  worm,  what  dost  thou  mean 

To  stifle  beauty  and  to  steal  his  breath. 

Who  when  he  lived,  his  breath  and  beauty  set 

Gloss  on  the  rose,  smell  to  the  violet  ? 

'  If  he  be  dead,  —  O  no,  it  cannot  be. 

Seeing  his  beauty,  thou  shouldst  strike  at  it :  — 

O  yes,  it  may;  thou  hast  no  eyes  to  see. 

But  hatefully  at  random  dost  thou  hit. 
Thy  mark  is  feeble  age,  but  thy  false  dart 
Mistakes  that  aim  and  cleaves  an  infant's  heart. 


288  YENUS   AND    ADONIS. 

'Hadst  thou  but  bid  beware,  then  he  had  spoke, 

And,  hearing  him,  thy  power  had  lost  his  power. 

The  Destinies  will  curse  thee  for  this  stroke ; 

They  bid  thee  crop  a  weed,  thou  pluck 'st  a  flower : 
Love's  golden  arrow  at  him  should  have  fled, 
And  not  Death's  ebon  dart,  to  strike  him  dead. 

'  Dost  thou  drink  tears,  that  thou  provoke  such  weeping  ? 

What  may  a  heavy  groan  advantage  thee  ? 

Why  hast  thou  cast  into  eternal  sleeping 

Those  eyes  that  taught  all  other  eyes  to  see  ? 
Now  Nature  cares  not  for  thy  mortal  vigour. 
Since  her  best  v/ork  is  ruin'd  with  thy  rigour.' 

Here  overcome,  as  one  full  of  despair, 
She  veil'd  lier  eyelids,  avIio,  like  sluices,  stopt 
The  crystal  tide  tliat  from  her  two  cheeks  fair 
In  the  sweet  channel  of  her  bosom  dropt; 
But  throngli  the  flood-gates  breaks  the  silver  rain, 
And  with  his  strong  course  opens  them  again. 

O,  how  her  eyes  ?aid  tears  did  lend  and  borrow ! 

Her  eyes  seen  in  the  tears,  tears  in  her  eye ; 

Both  crystals,  where  they  view'd  each  other's  sorrow, 

Sorrow  that  friendly  sighs  sought  still  to  dry ; 
But  like  a  stormy  day,  now  wind,  now  rain, 
Sighs  dry  her  cheeks,  tears  make  them  wet  again. 

Variable  passions  throng  her  constant  v/oe. 

As  striving  who  should  best  become  her  grief; 

All  entertain 'd,  each  passion  labours  so, 

That  every  present  sorrow  seemeth  cliief, 
But  none  is  best :  then  join  they  all  together. 
Like  many  clouds  consulting  for  foul  weather. 

By  this,  far  off  she  hears  some  huntsman  hollo ; 
A  nurse's  song  ne'er  pleased  her  babe  so  well: 
The  dire  imagination  she  did  follow 
This  sound  of  hope  doth  labour  to  expel ; 

For  now  reviving  joy  bids  her  rejoice, 

And  flatters  her  it  is  Adonis'  voice. 

Whereat  her  tears  began  to  turn  their  tide, 
Being  prison'd  in  her  eye  like  pearls  in  glass ; 
Yet  sometimes  falls  an  orient  drop  beside. 
Which  her  cheek  melts,  as  scorning  it  should  pass. 
To  wash  the  foul  face  of  the  sluttish  ground, 
Who  is  but  drunken  when  she  seemeth  drovm'd. 

O  hard-believing  love,  how  strange  it  seems 

Not  to  believe,  and  yet  too  credulous ! 

Thy  weal  and  woe  are  both  of  them  extremes ; 

Despair  and  hope  makes  thee  ridiculous: 
Ti)e  one  doth  flatter  thee  in  thoughts  unlikely, 
In  likely  thoughts  the  other  kills  thee  quickly. 

Now  she  unweaves  the  web  that  she  liath  wrought ; 
Adonis  lives,  and  Death  is  not  to  blame; 
It  was  not  slie  that  call'd  him  all-to  naught : 
Now  she  adds  honours  to  his  hateful  name ; 
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She  clepes  him  king  of  graves  and  grave  for  kings, 
Imperious  supreme  of  all  mortal  things. 

'  No,  no,'  quoth  she, '  sweet  Death,  I  did  but  jest ; 

Yet  pardon  me  I  felt  a  kind  of  fear 

When  as  I  met  the  boar,  that  bloody  beast, 

Which  knows  no  pity,  but  is  still  severe ; 
Then,  gentle  shadow, —  truth  I  must  confess, — 
I  rail'd  on  thee,  fearing  my  love's  decease. 

'  'T  is  not  my  fault :  the  boar  provoked  my  tongue ; 

Be  wreak'd  on  him,  invisible  commander ; 

'T  is  he,  foul  creature,  that  hath  done  thee  wrong ; 

I  did  but  act,  he  's  author  of  thy  slander : 
Grief  hath  two  tongues,  and  never  woman  yet 
Could  rule  them  both  without  ten  women's  wit.' 

Thus  hoping  that  Adonis  is  alive, 

Her  rash  suspect  she  doth  extenuate ; 

And  that  his  beauty  may  the  better  thrive, 

With  Death  she  humbly  doth  insinuate ; 
Tells  him  of  trophies,  statues,  tombs,  and  stories 
His  victories,  his  triumphs  and  his  glories. 

'  O  Jove,'  quoth  she,  'how  much  a  fool  was  I 

To  be  of  such  a  weak  and  silly  mind 

To  wail  his  death  who  lives  and  must  not  die 

Till  mutual  overthrow  of  mortal  kind  ! 
For  he  being  dead,  with  him  is  beauty  slain, 
And,  beauty  dead,  black  chaos  comes  again. 

'  Fie,  fie,  fond  love,  thou  art  so  full  of  fear 
As  one  with  treasure  laden,  hemm'd  with  thieves; 
Trifles,  unwitnessed  with  eye  or  ear. 
Thy  coward  heart  with  false  bethinking  grieves.' 
Even  at  this  word  she  hears  a  merry  horn. 
Whereat  she  leaps  that  was  but  late  forlorn. 

As  falcon  to  the  lure,  away  she  flies ; 

The  grass  stoops  not,  she  treads  on  it  so  light ; 

And  in  her  haste  unfortunately  spies 

The  foul  boar's  conquest  on  her  fair  delight ; 
Which  seen,  her  eyes,  as  murder'd  with  the  view. 
Like  stars  ashamed  of  day,  themselves  withdrew ; 

Or,  as  the  snail,  whose  tender  horns  being  hit, 
Shrinks  backward  in  his  shelly  cave  with  pain, 
And  there,  all  smoother 'd  up,  in  shade  doth  sit, 
Long  after  fearing  to  creep  forth  again ; 

So,  at  his  bloody  view,  her  eyes  are  fled 

Into  the  deep  dark  cabins  of  her  head ; 

Where  they  resign  their  oflice  and  their  ligh| 
To  the  disposing  of  her  troubled  brain ; 
Who  bids  them  still  consort  with  ugly  night, 
And  never  wound  the  heart  with  looks  again ; 

Who,  like  a  king  perplexed  in  his  throne, 

By  their  suggestion  gives  a  deadly  groan, 
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"Whereat  each  tributary  subject  quakes; 
As  when  the  wind,  huprison'd  in  the  ground, 
Struggling  for  passage,  earth's  foundation  shakes, 
Which  with  cold  terror  doth  men's  nainds  confound. 
This  mutiny  each  part  doth  so  surprise 
That  from  their  dark  beds  once  more  leap  her  eyes ; 

And,  being  open'd,  threw  unwilling  light 
Upon  the  wide  wound  that  the  boar  had  trench 'd 
In  his  soft  flank ;  whose  wonted  lily  white 
With  purple  tears,  that  his  wound  wept,  was  drench'd; 
No  flower  was  nigh,  no  grass,  herb,  leaf,  or  weed, 
But  stole  his  blood  and  seem'd  with  him  to  bleed. 

This  solemn  sympathy  poor  Venus  noteth  ; 
Over  one  shoulder  doth  she  hang  her  head ; 
Dumbly  she  passions,  franticly  she  doteth ; 
She  thinks  he  could  not  die,  he  is  not  dead : 

Her  voice  is  stopt,  lier  joints  forget  to  bow; 

Her  eyes  are  mad  that  they  have  wept  till  now. 

Upon  his  hurt  she  looks  so  steadfastly. 

That  her  sight  dazzling  makes  the  v/ound  seem  three ; 

And  then  she  reprehends  her  mangling  eye. 

That  makes  more  gashes  where  no  breach  should  be  : 

His  face  seems  twain,  each  several  limb  is  doubled; 

Tor  oft  the  eye  mistakes,  the  brain  being  troubled. 

*  My  tongue  cannot  express  my  grief  for  one. 
And  yet,'  quoth  she,  ' behold  two  Adons  dead! 
My  sighs  are  blown  away,  my  salt  tears  gone, 
Mine  eyes  are  turn'd  to  lire,  my  heart  to  lead : 

Heavy  heart's  lead,  melt  at  mine  eyes'  red  fire  I 

So  shall  I  die  by  drops  of  hot  desire. 

'Alas,  poor  world,  what  treasure  hath  thou  lost ! 
What  face  remains  alive  that 's  worth  the  viewing  ? 
Whose  tongue  is  music  now  ?  what  canst  thou  boast 
Of  things  long  since,  or  any  thing  ensuing  ? 

Tlie  flowers  are  sweet,  their  colours  fresh  and  trim ; 

But  true-sweet  beauty  lived  and  died  with  him. 

'  Bonnet  nor  veil  henceforth  no  creature  wear ! 

Nor  sun  nor  wind  will  ever  strive  to  kiss  you : 

Having  no  fair  to  lose,  you  need  not  fear; 

The  sun  doth  scorn  you  and  the  wind  doth  hiss  you: 
But  when  Adonis  lived,  sun  and  sharp  air 
Lurk'd  like  two  thieves,  to  rob  him  of  his  fair: 

*And  therefore  would  he  put  his  bonnet  on, 
Under  whose  brim  the  gaudy  sun  would  peep ; 
The  wind  would  blow  it  off  and,  being  gone. 
Play  with  his  locks :  then  would  Adonis  weep ; 
And  straight,  in  pity  of  his  tender  years. 
They  both  would  strive  who  first  should  dry  his  tears. 

'  To  see  his  face  the  lion  walk'd  along 

Behind  some  hedge,  because  he  vv^ould  not  fear  him ; 

To  recreate  himself  when  he  hath  sung, 

The  tiger  would  be  tame  and  gently  liear  him ; 
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If  he  had  spoke,  the  wolf  would  leave  his  prey 
And  never  fright  the  silly  lamb  that  day. 

*  When  he  beheld  his  shadow  in  the  brook, 
The  fislies  spread  on  it  their  golden  gills ; 
"When  he  was  by,  the  birds  such  pleasure  took. 
That  some  would  sing,  some  other  in  their  bills 

Would  bring  him  mulberries  and  ripe-red  cherries; 
He  fed  them  with  his  sight,  they  him  with  berries. 

*  But  this  foul,  grim,  and  urchin-snouted  boar, 
Whose  downward  eye  still  looketh  for  a  grave, 
Ne'er  saw  the  beauteous  livery  that  he  wore ; 
Witness  the  entertainment  that  he  gave : 

If  he  did  see  his  face,  why  then  I  know 

He  thought  to  kiss  him,  and  hath  kilPd  him  so. 

*  'Tis  true,  't  is  true ;  thus  was  Adonis  slain : 
He  ran  upon  the  boar  with  his  sharp  spear, 
Who  did  not  whet  liis  teeth  at  him  again. 
But  by  a  kiss  thought  to  persuade  him  there ; 

And  nuzzling  in  his  flank,  the  loving  swine 
Sheathed  unaware  the  tusk  in  his  soft  groin. 

*  Had  I  been  tooth'd  like  him,  I  must  confess, 
With  kissing  him  I  should  have  kilPd  him  first  *, 
But  he  is  dead,  and  never  did  he  bless 

My  youth  with  his ;  the  more  am  I  accurst.' 
With  this,  she  falleth  in  the  place  slie  stood, 
And  stains  her  face  with  his  congealed  blood. 

She  looks  upon  his  lips,  and  they  are  pale ; 

She  takes  him  by  the  hand,  and  that  is  cold ; 

She  whispers  in  liis  ears  a  heavy  tale. 

As  if  they  heard  the  woeful  words  she  told ; 
Slie  lifts  the  coffer-lids  that  close  his  eyes. 
Where,  lo,  two  lamps,  burnt  out,  in  darkness  lies; 

Two  glasses,  where  herself  herself  beheld 

A  thousand  times,  and  now  no  more  reflect ; 

Their  virtue  lost,  wherein  they  late  excell'd. 

And  every  beauty  robb'd  of  his  effect : 
'  Wonder  of  time,'  quoth  she, '  this  is  my  spite. 
That,  thou  being  dead,  the  day  should  yet  be  light. 

'  Since  thou  art  dead,  lo,  here  I  prophesy : 

Sorrow  on  love  liereafter  shall  attend : 

It  shall  be  waited  on  with  jealousy, 

Pind  sweet  beginning,  but  unsavoury  end, 
Ne'er  settled  equally,  but  liigh  or  low, 
That  all  love's  pleasure  shall  not  m.atch  his  woe. 

*It  shall  be  fickle,  false  and  full  of  fraud. 

Bud  and  be  blasted  in  a  breathing-while ; 

The  bottom  poison,  and  the  top  o'erstraw'd 

With  sweets  that  shall  the  truest  sight  beguile : 
The  strongest  body  shall  it  make  most  weak. 
Strike  the  wise  dumb  and  teach  the  fool  to  speak. 
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'  It  shall  be  sparing  and  too  full  of  riot, 
Teaching  decrepit  age  to  tread  the  measures ; 
The  staring  ruffian  shall  it  keep  in  quiet, 
Pluck  down  the  rich,  enrich  the  poor  with  treasures; 
It  shall  be  raging-mad  and  silly-mild, 
Make  the  young  old,  the  old  become  a  child. 

*  It  shall  suspect  wiiere  is  no  cause  of  fear ; 

It  shall  not  fear  where  it  should  most  mistrust ; 
It  shall  be  merciful  and  too  severe. 
And  most  deceiving  wiien  it  seems  most  just ; 
Perverse  it  shall  be  where  it  shows  most  toward, 
Put  fear  to  valour,  courage  to  the  coward. 

'  It  shall  be  cause  of  war  and  dire  events. 

And  set  dissension  'twixt  the  son  and  sire ; 

Subject  and  servile  to  all  discontents, 

As  dry  combustions  matter  is  to  fire : 
Sith  in  his  prime  Death  dotli  my  love  destroy, 
They  that  love  best  their  loves  shall  not  enjoy.' 

By  this,  the  boy  that  by  her  side  lay  kilPd 
AV^as  melted  like  a  vapour  from  lier  sight. 
And  in  his  blood  that  on  the  ground  lay  spill 'd, 
A  purple  flower  sprung  up,  chequer 'd  v/ith  wliite, 
Ilesembling  well  his  pale  clieeks  and  the  blood 
Which  in  round  drops  upon  their  whiteness  stood. 

She  bows  her  head,  the  new^-sprung  flower  to  smell, 
Comparing  it  to  her  Adonis'  breath, 
And  says,  within  her  bosom  it  shall  dwell. 
Since  he  himself  is  reft  from  her  by  death  : 
She  crops  the  stalk,  and  in  the  breach  appears 
Green  dropping  sap,  which  she  compares  to  tears. 

*  Poor  flower,'  quoth  she,  '  this  was  thy  fatlier's  guise- 
Sweet  issue  of  a  more  sv/eet-smelling  sire  — 

For  every  little  grief  to  wet  his  eyes : 

To  grow  unto  himself  was  his  desire, 
And  so  't  is  thine  ;  but  know,  it  is  as  good 
To  wither  in  my  breast  as  in  his  blood. 

'  Here  was  thy  father's  bed,  here  in  my  breast ; 

Thou  art  the  next  of  blood,  and  't  is  thy  right: 

Lo,  in  this  hollow  cradle  take  thy  rest. 

My  throbbing  heart  shall  rock  thee  day  and  night : 
There  shall  not  be  one  minute  in  an  hour 
Wherein  I  will  not  kiss  my  sweet  love's  flower.' 

Thus  weary  of  the  world,  away  she  hies. 
And  yokes  her  silver  doves ;  by  Avhose  swift  aid 
Their  mistress  mounted  through  the  empty  skies 
In  her  light  chariot  is  quickly  convey 'd  ; 
Holding  their  course  to  Paphos,  where  their  queen 
Means  to  immure  herself  and  not  be  seen. 


THE  RAPE  OF  LUCRECE. 

TO  THE 
EIGHT  HONOURABLE  HENRY  WRIOTHESLY, 

EARL  OF  SOUTHAMPTON,  AND  BARON  OF  TICHFIELD. 

The  love  I  dedicate  to  your  lordship  is  without  end  ;  whereof  this  pamphlet, 
without  beginning,  is  but  a  superfluous  moiety.  The  warrant  I  have  of  your 
honourable  disposition,  not  the  worth  of  my  untutored  lines,  makes  it  as- 
sured of  acceptance.  What  I  have  done  is  yours ;  what  I  have  to  do  is  yours ; 
being  part  in  all  I  have,  devoted  yours.  Were  my  worth  greater,  my  duty 
would  show  greater ;  meantime,  as  it  is,  it  is  bound  to  your  lordship,  to  whom 
I  wish  long  life,  still  lengthened  with  all  happiness. 

Your  lordship's  in  all  duty, 

William  Shakespeake. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Lucius  Tarquinius,  for  his  excessive  pride  surnamed  Superbus,  after  he 
had  caused  his  own  father-in-law  Servius  Tullius  to  be  cruelly  murdered, 
and,  contrary  to  the  Roman  laws  and  customs,  not  requiring  or  staying  for 
the  people's  suffrages,  had  possessed  himself  of  the  kingdom,  went,  accom- 
panied with  his  sons  and  other  noblemen  of  Rome,  to  besiege  Ardea.  During 
which  siege  the  principal  men  of  the  army  meeting  one  evening  at  the  tent 
of  Sextus  Tarquinius,  the  king's  son,  in  tlieir  discourses  after  supper  every 
one  commended  the  virtues  of  his  own  wife  :  among  v/hom  Collatinus  extolled 
the  incomparable  chastity  of  his  wife  Lucrelia.  In  that  pleasant  humour 
tliey  all  posted  to  Rome  ;  and  intending,  by  their  secret  and  sudden  arrival, 
to  make  trial  of  that  which  every  one  had  before  avouched,  only  Collatinus 
finds  his  wife,  though  it  v/ere  late  in  the  night,  spinning  amongst  her  maids : 
the  other  ladies  were  all  found  dancing  and  revelling,  or  in  several  disports. 
Whereupon  the  noblemen  yielded  Collatinus  the  victory,  and  his  wife  the 
fame.  At  that  time  Sectus  Tarquinius  being  inflamed  with  Lucrece's  beauty, 
yet  smothering  his  passions  for  the  present,  departed  with  the  rest  back  to 
the  camp ;  from  whence  he  shortly  after  privily  withdrew  himself,  and  was, 
accordin.-^  to  his  estate,  royally  entertained  and  lodged  by  Lucrece  at  Colla- 
tium.  Tlie  same  night  he  treacherously  stealeth  into  her  chamber,  violently 
ravished  her,  and  early  in  the  morning  speedeth  away.  Lucrece,  in  this 
lamentable  plight,  hastily  dispatcheth  messengers,  one  to  Rome  for  her  father, 
another  to  the  camp  for  Collatine,  They  came,  the  one  accompanied  with 
Junius  Brutus,  the  other  with  Publius  Valerius ;  and  finding  Lucrece  attired 
in  mourning  habit,  demanded  the  cause  of  her  sorrow.  She,  first  taking  an 
oath  of  them  for  her  revenge,  revealed  the  actor,  and  whole  manner  of  his 
dealing,  and  withal  suddenly  stabbed  herself.  Which  done,  with  one  con- 
sent they  all  vowed  to  root  out  the  whole  hated  family  of  the  Tarquins ;  and 
bearing  the  dead  body  to  Rome,  Brutus  acquainted  the  people  with  the  doer 
and  manner  of  the  vile  deed,  with  a  bitter  invective  against  the  tyranny  of 
the  king:  wherewith  the  people  were  so  moved,  that  with  one  consent  and 
a  general  acclamation  the  Tarquins  were  all  exiled,  and  the  state  government 
©hanged  from  kings  to  consuls. 

From  the  besiej^ed  Ardea  all  in  post, 
Borne  by  the  trustless  wings  of  false  desire, 
Lust-breathed  Tarquin  leaves  the  Roman  host, 
And  to  Collatium  bears  the  lightless  fire 
Which,  in  pale  embers  hid,  lurks  to  aspire 
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And  girdle  with  embracing  flames  the  waist 

Of  Collatine's  fair  love,  Lucrece  the  chaste.  i 

Haply  that  name  of  '  chaste '  unhappily  set  1 

This  bateless  edge  on  his  keen  appetite ;  | 

When  Collatine  unwisely  did  not  let  ' 
To  praise  the  clear  unmatched  red  and  white 

Which  triumph'd  in  that  sky  of  his  delight,  g 

Where  mortal  stars,  as  bright  as  heaven's  beauties,  i 

With  pure  aspects  did  him  peculiar  duties.  ' 

For  he  the  night  before,  in  Tarquin's  tent, 

Unlock 'd  the  treasure  of  his  happy  state; 

What  priceless  wealth  the  heavens  had  liim  lent  \ 

In  the  possession  of  his  beauteous  mate ; 

Beckoning  his  fortune  at  such  high-proud  rate, 

That  kings  might  be  espoused  to  more  fame, 

But  king  nor  peer  to  such  a  peerless  dame. 

O  happiness  enjoy 'd  but  of  a  few! 
And,  if  possess 'd,  as  soon  decay 'd  and  done 
As  is  the  morning's  silver-melting  dew 
Against  the  golden  splendour  of  the  sun ! 
An  expired  date,  cancell'd  ere  well  begun : 

Honour  and  beauty,  in  the  ow^ner's  arms, 

Are  Aveakly  fortress 'd  from  a  world  of  harms. 

Beauty  itself  doth  of  itself  persuade 
The  eyes  of  men  without  an  orator; 
What  needeth  then  apologies  be  made, 
To  set  forth  that  which  is  so  singular? 
Or  why  is  Collatine  the  publisher 

Of  that  rich  jewel  he  should  keep  unknovni 

From  thievish  ears,  because  it  is  his  own  ? 

Perchance  his  boast  of  Lucrece'  sovereignty 
Suggested  this  proud  issue  of  a  king; 
For  by  our  ears  our  hearts  oft  tainted  be: 
Perchance  that  envy  of  so  rich  a  thing, 
Braving  compare,  disdainfully  did  sting 

His  high-pitch'd  thoughts,  that  meaner  men  should  vaunt 

That  golden  hap  whicli  their  superiors  want. 

But  some  untimely  thought  did  instigate 
His  all-too-timeless  speed,  if  none  of  those: 
His  honour,  his  affairs,  his  friends,  his  state, 
Neglected  all,  v/ith  swift  intent  he  goes 
To  quench  the  coal  which  in  his  liver  glows. 

O  rash  false  heat,  wrapp'd  in  repentant  cold, 

Thy  hasty  spring  still  blasts,  and  ne'er  grows  old  I 

When  at  Collatium  this  false  lord  arrived. 
Well  was  he  welcomed  by  the  Roman  dame. 
Within  whose  face  beauty  and  virtue  strived 
Which  of  them  both  should  underprop  her  fame: 
When  virtue  bragg'd,  beauty  would  blush  for  shame 

When  beauty  boasted  blushes,  in  despite 

Virtue  would  stain  that  o'er  with  silver  white. 
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But  beauty,  in  that  white  intituled, 
From  Venus'  doves  doth  challenge  that  fair  field: 
Then  virtue  claims  from  beauty  beauty's  red, 
Which  virtue  gave  the  golden  age  to  gild 
Their  silver  cheeks,  and  calPd  it  tlien  their  shield; 
Teaching  them  thus  to  use  it  in  the  light. 
When  shame  assail'd,  the  red  should  fence  the  white. 

This  heraldry  in  Lucrece'  face  was  seen, 

Argued  by  beauty's  red  and  virtue's  white: 

Of  eitlier's  colour  was  the  otlier  queen, 

Proving  from  world's  minority  their  right : 

Yet  their  ambition  makes  them  still  to  hght ; 
The  sovereignty  of  either  being  so  great. 
That  oft  they  interchange  each  other's  seat. 

Their  silent  war  of  lilies  and  of  roses, 
Which  Tarquin  view'd  in  her  fair  face's  field, 
In  their  pure  ranks  his  traitor  eye  encloses; 
Where,  lest  between  them  both  it  should  be  kill'd, 
The  coward  captive  vanquished  doth  yield 

To  those  two  armier.  that  would  let  him  go, 

Rather  than  triumph  in  so  false  a  foe. 

Now  thinks  he  that  her  husband 's  shallow  tongue,— 
The  niggard  prodigal  that  praised  her  so, — 
In  that  iiigh  task  liath  done  lier  beauty  wrong, 
Which  far  exceeds  his  barren  skill  to  show : 
Therefore  that  praise  which  Collatine  doth  owe 

Enchanted  Tarquin  answers  with  surmise. 

In  silent  wonder  of  still-gazing  eyes. 

This  earthly  saint,  adored  by  this  devil. 

Little  suspecteth  the  false  worshipper ; 

For  unstain'd  thoughts  do  seldom  dream  on  evil; 

Birds  never  limed  no  secret  bushes  fear : 

So  guiltless  she  securely  gives  good  cheer  * 

And  reverend  welcome  to  her  princely  guest, 
Whose  inward  ill  no  outward  harm  express'd ; 

For  that  he  colour'd  with  his  high  estate. 

Hiding  base  sin  in  plaits  of  majesty; 

That  nothing  in  him  seem'd  inordinate, 

Save  sometime  too  much  wonder  of  his  eye, 

Which,  having  all,  all  could  not  satisfy; 
But,  poorly  rich,  so  wanteth  in  his  store. 
That,  cloy'd  with  much,  he  pineth  still  for  more. 

But  she,  that  never  coped  with  stranger  eyes, 
Could  pick  no  meaning  from  their  parling  looks. 
Nor  read  the  subtle-shining  secrecies 
Writ  in  the  glassy  margents  of  sucli  books : 
She  touch'd  no  unknown  baits,  nor  fear'd  no  hooks; 
Nor  could  she  moralize  his  wanton  sight, 
More  than  his  eyes  were  open'd  to  the  light. 

He  stories  to  her  ears  her  husband's  fame, 
Won  in  the  fields  of  fruitful  Italy ; 
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And  decks  with  praises  Collatine's  high  name, 
Made  glorious  by  his  manly  chivalry 
"With  bruised  arms  and  wreaths  of  victory : 
Her  joy  with  heaved-up  hand  she  doth  express, 
And,  wordless,  so  greets  heaven  for  his  success. 

Far  from  the  purpose  of  his  coming  hither, 

He  makes  excuses  for  his  being  there : 

No  cloudy  show  of  stormy  biusterhig  weather 

Doth  yet  in  his  fair  welkin  once  appear ; 

Till  sable  Night,  mother  of  Dread  and  Fear, 
Upon  the  world  dim  darkness  doth  display, 
And  in  her  vanity  prison  stows  the  Day. 

For  then  is  Tarquin  brought  unto  his  bed. 
Intending  weariness  with  heavy  spright ; 
For,  after  supper,  long  he  questioned 
With  modest  Lucrece,  and  wore  out  the  night : 
Now  leaden  slumber  with  life's  strength  doth  fight; 
And  every  one  to  rest  themselves  betake, 
Save  thieves,  and  cares,  and  troubled  minds,  that  wake. 

As  one  of  which  doth  Tarquin  lie  revolving 
The  sundry  dangers  of  his  will's  obtaining ; 
Yet  ever  to  obtain  his  will  resolving, 
Though  weak-built  hopes  persuade  liim  to  abstaining: 
Despair  to  gain  doth  traffic  oft  for  gaining; 
And  when  great  treasure  is  the  meed  proposed. 
Though  death  be  adjunct,  there  's  no  death  supposed. 

Those  that  much  covet  are  with  gain  so  fond, 
For  what  tliey  have  not,  that  which  tliey  possess 
They  scatter  and  unloose  it  from  their  bond, 
And  so,  by  hoping  more,  they  liave  but  less ; 
Or,  gaining  more,  the  profit  of  excess 
Is  but  to  surfeit,  and  such  griefs  sustain, 
•  That  they  prove  bankrupt  in  this  poor-rich  gain. 

The  aim  of  all  is  but  to  nurse  the  life 

"With  honour,  wealth,  and  ease,  in  waning  age; 

And  in  tliis  aim  there  is  such  thwarting  strife, 

That  one  for  all,  or  all  for  one  we  gage; 

As  life  for  honour  in  fell  battle's  rage ; 

Honour  for  wealth ;  and  oft  that  wealth  doth  cost 

The  death  of  all,  and  all  together  lost. 

So  that  in  venturing  ill  we  leave  to  be 

The  things  we  are  for  that  which  we  expect ; 

And  this  ambitious  foul  infirmity, 

In  having  much,  torments  us  with  defect 

Of  that  we  have :  so  then  we  do  neglect 
The  thing  we  have;  and,  all  for  want  of  wit. 
Make  something  nothing  by  augmenting  it. 

Such  hazard  now  must  doting  Tarquin  make. 
Pawning  his  honour  to  obtain  his  lust ; 
And  for  himself  himself  he  must  forsake: 
Then  where  is  truth,  if  there  be  no  self -trust? 
"When  shall  he  think  to  find  a  stranger  just, 
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When  he  himself  himself  confounds,  betrays 

To  slanderous  tongues  and  wretched  hateful  days  ? 

Now  stole  upon  the  time  the  dead  of  night, 
When  heavy  sleep  had  closed  up  mortal  eyes : 
No  comfortable  star  did  lend  his  light, 
No  noise  but  owls'  and  wolves'  death-boding  cries; 
Now  serves  the  season  that  they  may  surprise 

The  silly  lambs:  pure  thoughts  are  dead  and  still,; 

While  lust  and  murder  wake  to  stain  and  kill. 

And  now  this  lustful  lord  leap'd  from  his  bed, 

Throwing  his  mantle  rudely  o'er  his  arm  ; 

Is  madlytoss'd  between  desire  and  dread ; 

Th'  one  sweetly  flatters,  tli'  other  feareth  harm; 

33ut  honest  fear,  bewitch 'd  with  lust's  foul  charm, 

Doth  too  too  oft  betake  him  to  retire. 

Beaten  away  by  brain-sick  rude  desire. 

His  falchion  on  a  flint  he  softly  smiteth. 
That  from  the  cold  stone  sparks  of  fire  do  fly ; 
Whereat  a  waxen  torch  forthwith  he  lighteth. 
Which  must  be  lode-star  to  his  lustful  eye : 
And  to  the  flame  thus  speaks  advisedly, 

*  As  from  this  cold  flint  I  enforced  this  fire, 

So  Lucrece  must  I  force  to  my  desire.' 

Here  pale  with  fear  he  doth  premeditate 

The  dangers  of  his  loathsome  enterprise, 

And  in  his  inward  mind  he  doth  debate 

What  following  sorrow  may  on  this  arise: 

Then  looking  scornfully,  he  doth  despise 
His  naKed  armour  of  still-slaughter'd  lust, 
And  justly  thus  controls  his  thoughts  unjust : 

'  Fair  torch,  burn  out  thy  light,  and  lend  it  not 
To  darken  Iier  whose  light  excelleth  thine : 
And  die,  unhallow'd  thoughts,  before  you  blot 
AVith  your  uncleann^ss  that  which  is  divine ; 
Offer  pure  incense  to  so  pure  a  shrine : 

Let  fair  humanity  abhor  tlie  deed 

That  spots  and  stains  love's  modest  snow-white  weed. 

'  O  shame  to  knighthood  and  to  shining  arms ! 
O  foul  dishonour  to  my  household's  grave! 
O  impious  act,  including  all  foul  harms ! 
A  martial  man  to  be  soft  fancy's  slave ! 
True  valour  still  a  true  respect  should  have ; 

Then  my  digression  is  so  vile,  so  base. 

That  it  will  live  engraven  in  my  face. 

'Yea,  though  I  die,  the  scandal  will  survive. 
And  be  an  eye-sore  in  my  golden  coat ; 
Some  loathsome  dash  the  herald  will  contrive, 
To  cipher  me  how  fondly  I  did  dote ", 
That  my  posterity,  shamed  with  the  note. 

Shall  curse  my  bones,  and  hold  it  for  no  sin 

To  wish  that  I  their  father  had  not  bin. 
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'  Wbat  win  I,  if  I  gain  the  thing  I  seek  ? 

A  dream,  a  breath,  a  froth  of  fleeting  joy. 

Who  buys  a  minute's  mirth  to  wail  a  week  ? 

Or  sells  eternity  to  get  a  toy  ? 

For  one  sweet  grape  who  will  the  vine  destroy  ? 
Or  what  fond  beggar,  but  to  touch  the  crown, 
Would  with  the  sceptre  straight  be  strucken  down  ? 

'  If  Collatinus  dream  of  my  intent. 
Will  he  not  wake,  and  in  a  desperate  rage 
Post  hither,  this  vile  purpose  to  prevent  ? 
This  siege  that  hath  engirt  his  marriage. 
This  blur  to  youth,  this  sorrow  to  the  sage, 
This  dying  virtue,  this  surviving  shame. 
Whose  crime  will  bear  an  ever-during  blame  ? 

'O,  what  excuse  can  my  invention  make, 
Wlien  thou  shalt  charge  me  witli  so  black  a  deed  ? 
Will  not  my  tongue  be  mute,  my  frail  joints  shake, 
Mine  eyes  forego  their  light,  my  false  heart  bleed  ? 
The  guilt  being  great,  the  fear  doth  still  exceed; 
And  extreme  fear  can  neitlier  flght  nor  fly, 
But  coward-like  with  trembling  terror  die. 
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'  Had  Collatinus  kill'd  my  son  or  sire, 
Or  lain  in  ambush  to  betray  my  life. 
Or  were  he  not  my  dear  friend,  this  desire 
Might  have  excuse  to  work  upon  his  wife, 
As  in  revenge  or  quittal  of  such  strife : 
But  as  he  is  my  kinsman,  my  dear  friend. 
The  shame  and  fault  finds  no  excuse  nor  end. 

*  Shameful  it  is ;  ay,  if  the  fact  be  known : 
Hateful  it  is ;  there  is  no  hate  in  loving  : 
I  '11  beg  her  love ;  but  she  is  not  her  own : 
The  worst  is  but  denial  and  reproving  : 
My  will  is  strong,  past  reason's  weak  removing. 
Who  fears  a  sentence  or  an  old  man's  saw 
Shall  by  a  painted  cloth  be  kept  in  awe.' 

Thus,  graceless,  holds  he  disputation 
'Tween  frozen  conscience  and  liot-burning  will, 
And  with  good  thoughts  makes  dispensation, 
Urging  the  worser  sense  for  vantage  still ; 
Which  in  a  moment  doth  confound  and  kill 
All  pure  effects,  and  doth  so  far  proceed. 
That  what  is  vile  shows  like  a  virtuous  deed. 

Quoth  he,  '  She  took  me  kindly  by  the  hand, 
And  gazed  for  tidings  in  my  eager  ej^es, 
Tearing  some  liard  news  from  the  warlike  band, 
Where  her  beloved  Collatinus  lies. 
O,  how  her  fear  did  make  her  colour  rise! 
First  red  as  roses  that  on  lawn  we  lay. 
Then  white  as  lawn,  the  roses  took  away. 

'  And  how  her  hand,  in  my  hand  being  lock'd, 
Forced  it  to  tremble  with  her  loyal  fear  I 
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Which  struck  her  sad,  and  then  it  faster  rock'd,  |' 

Until  her  liusband's  welfare  she  did  hear ;  ' 

Whereat  she  smiled  with  so  sweet  a  cheer,  H 

Tliat  had  Narcissus  seen  her  as  she  stood, 

Self-love  had  never  drown'd  him  in  the  flood. 

I 

*  Why  hunt  I  then  for  colour  or  excuses  ? 

All  orators  are  dumb  when  beauty  pleadeth ;  ^ 

Poor  wretches  have  remorse  in  poor  abuses; 

Love  thrives  not  in  the  heart  that  shadows  dreadeth 

Alfection  is  my  captain,  and  he  leadeth ; 

And  when  his  gaudy  banner  is  di splay 'd, 

The  coward  lights  and  will  not  be  dismay 'd. 

*  Then,  childisli  fear,  avaunt!  debating,  die! 
Kespect  and  reason,  wait  on  wrinkled  age ! 
My  heart  shall  never  countermand  mine  eye : 
Sad  pause  and  deep  regard  beseem  the  sage ; 
My  part  is  youth,  and  beats  these  from  the  stage : 

Desire  my  pilot  is,  beauty  my  prize ; 

Then  who  fears  sinking  where  such  treasure  lies  ? ' 

As  corn  o'ergrown  by  weeds,  so  heedful  fear 
Is  almost  choked  by  unresisted  lust. 
Away  he  steals  with  open  listening  ear, 
Full  of  foul  hope  and  full  of  fond  mistrust ; 
Both  which,  as  servitors  to  the  unjust. 

So  cross  him  with  their  opposite  persuasion. 

That  now  he  vows  a  league,  and  now  invasion. 

Within  his  thought  her  heavenly  image  sits, 
And  in  the  self-same  seat  sits  Collatine : 
That  eye  which  looks  on  her  confounds  his  wits ; 
That  eye  which  him  beholds,  as  more  divine. 
Unto  a  view  so  false  will  not  incline ; 

But  with  a  pure  appeal  seeks  to  the  heart. 

Which  once  corrupted  takes  the  worser  part ; 

And  therein  heartens  up  his  servile  powers, 
Who,  flatter \l  by  their  leader's  jocund  show, 
Stufi;  up  his  lust,  as  minutes  fill  up  liours; 
And  as  their  cat)tain,  so  their  pride  doth  grow, 
Baying  more  slavish  tribute  than  they  owe. 

By  reprobate  desire  thus  madly  led, 

The  Roman  lord  marcheth  to  Lucrece'  bed. 

The  locks  between  her  chamber  and  his  will, 
Each  one  by  him  enforced,  retires  his  ward; 
But,  as  they  open,  they  all  rate  his  ill. 
Which  drives  the  creeping  tliief  to  some  regard : 
The  threshold  grates  the  door  to  have  him  heard ; 

Night-wondering  weasels  shriek  to  see  him  there; 

They  fright  him,  yet  he  still  pursues  his  fear. 

As  each  unwilling  portal  yields  him  way, 
Through  little  vents  and  crannies  of  the  place 
The  wind  wars  with  his  torch  to  make  him  stay, 
And  blows  the  smoke  of  it  into  his  face, 
Extinu'uishina:  his  conduct  in  this  case ; 
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But  his  hot  heart,  which  fond  desire  doth  scorch. 
Puffs  forth  another  wind  that  fires  the  torcli : 

And  being  lip;lited,  by  the  light  he  spies 
Lucretia's  glove,  wherein  her  needle  sticks: 
He  takes  it  from  the  rushes  where  it  lies, 
And  griping  it,  the  needle  his  finger  pricks ; 
As  who  should  say  '  This  glove  to  wanton  tricks 

Is  not  inured ;  return  again  in  haste ; 

Thou  seest  our  mistress'  ornaments  are  chaste.' 

But  all  these  poor  forbiddings  could  not  stay  him; 
He  in  the  worst  sense  construes  their  denial : 
The  doors,  the  vvind,  tlie  glove,  that  did  delay  him, 
He  takes  for  accidental  tilings  of  trial ; 
Or  as  those  bars  which  stop  the  hourly  dial, 

Who  with  a  lingering  stay  his  course  doth  let, 

Till  every  minute  pays  the  hour  his  debt. 

*  So,  so,'  quoth  he,  '  these  lets  attend  the  time, 
Like  little  frosts  that  sometime  threat  the  spring, 
To  add  a  more  rejoicing  to  the  prime. 
And  give  the  sneaped  birds  more  cause  to  sing. 
Pain  pays  the  income  of  each  precious  thing ; 
Huge  rocks,  high  winds,  strong  pirates,  shelves  and  sands, 
The  merchant  fears,  ere  rich  at  home  he  lands.' 

Now  is  he  come  unto  the  chamber-door, 
That  shuts  him  from  the  heaven  of  his  thought, 
"Which  with  a  yielding  latch,  and  with  no  more. 
Hath  barr'd  him  from  the  blessed  thing  he  sought. 
So  from  himself  impiety  iiath  wrought, 
That  for  his  prey  to  pray  he  doth  begin. 
As  if  the  heavens  should  countenance  his  sin. 

But  in  the  midst  of  his  unfruitful  prayer, 
Having  solicited  th'  eternal  power 
That  his  foul  thoughts  might  compass  his  fair  fair. 
And  they  would  stand  auspicious  to  the  hour. 
Even  there  he  starts :  quoth  he, '  I  must  dellower : 

The  powers  to  whom  I  pray  abhor  this  fact, 

How  can  they  then  assist  me  in  the  act  ? 

'  Then  Love  and  Fortune  be  my  gods,  my  guide ! 

My  will  is  back'd  witli  resolution : 

Thoughts  are  but  dreams  till  their  effects  be  tried ; 

Tlie  blackest  sin  is  clear'd  with  absolution  : 

Against  love's  fire  fear's  frost  hath  dissolution. 
The  eye  of  heaven  is  out,  and  misty  night 
Covers  the  shame  that  follows  sweet  delight.' 

This  said,  his  guilty  hand  pluck'd  up  the  latch, 
And  with  his  knee  the  door  he  opens  wide. 
The  dove  sleeps  fast  that  this  night-owl  will  catch : 
Til  us  treason  works  ere  traitors  be  espied. 
Who  sees  the  lurking  serpent  steps  aside ; 

But  she,  sound  sleeping,  fearing  no  such  thing, 

Lies  at  the  mercy  of  his  mortal  sting. 


I 


LUCRECE.  301 

Into  the  chamber  wickedly  he  stalks, 

And  gazeth  on  her  yet  unstained  bed. 

The  curtains  being  close,  about  he  walks, 

Rolling  his  greedy  eyeballs  in  his  head : 

By  their  high  treason  is  his  heart  misled ; 
Which  gives  the  watch-word  to  his  hand  full  soon 
To  draw  the  cloud  that  hides  the  silver  moon. 

Look,  as  the  fair  and  fiery-pointed  sun, 
Rushing  from  forth  a  cloud,  bereaves  our  sight ; 
Even  so,  the  curtain  drawn,  his  eyes  begun 
To  wink,  being  blinded  with  a  greater  light: 
Whether  it  is  that  she  reflects  so  bright. 

That  dazzleth  them,  or  else  some  shame  supposed ; 

But  blind  they  are,  and  keep  themselves  enclosed. 

O,  had  they  in  that  darksome  prison  died ! 

Then  had  they  seen  the  period  of  their  ill ; 

Then  Collatine  again,  by  Lucrece'  side. 

In  his  clear  bed  might  have  reposed  still : 

But  they  must  ope,  this  blessed  league  to  kill ; 
And  holy-tlioughted  Lucrece  to  their  siglit 
Must  sell  her  joy,  her  life,  her  world's  delight. 

Her  lily  hand  her  rosy  cheek  lies  under, 
Cozening  the  pillow  of  a  lawful  kiss ; 
Who,  therefore  angry,  seems  to  part  in  sunder, 
Swelling  on  either  side  to  want  his  bliss ; 
Between  whose  hills  her  head  entombed  is : 

Where,  like  a  virtuous  monument,  she  lies, 

To  be  admired  of  lewd  unhallow'd  eyes. 

Without  the  bed  her  other  fair  hand  w^as, 
On  the  green  coverlet ;  whose  perfect  white 
Show'd  like  an  April  daisy  on  the  grass, 
With  pearly  sweat,  resembling  dew  of  night. 
Her  eyes,  like  marigolds,  had  sheathed  their  light, 

And  canopied  in  darkness  svv^eetly  lay, 

Till  they  might  open  to  adorn  the  day. 

Her  hair,  like  golden  threads,  play'd  with  her  breath ; 

O  modest  wantons !  wanton  modesty  ! 

Showing  life's  triumph  in  the  map  of  death. 

And  death's  dim  look  in  life's  mortality : 

Each  in  her  sleep  themselves  so  beautify. 
As  if  between  them  twain  there  were  no  strife, 
But  that  life  lived  in  death,  and  death  in  life. 

Her  breasts,  like  ivory  globes  circled  v/ith  blue, 

A  pair  of  maiden  worlds  unconquered. 

Save  of  their  lord  no  bearing  yoke  they  knew, 

And  him  by  oath  they  truly  honoured. 

These  worlds  in  Tarquin  new  ambition  bred ; 
Wlio,  like  a  foul  usurper,  went  about 
From  this  fair  throne  to  heave  the  owner  out. 

What  could  he  see  but  mightily  he  noted  ? 
What  did  he  note  but  strongly  he  desired  ? 
What  he  beheld,  on  that  he  lirmly  doted, 
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And  in  his  will  his  wilful  eye  he  tired. 

With  more  than  admiration  he  admired 
Her  azure  veins,  her  alabaster  skin, 
Her  coral  lips,  her  snow-white  dimpled  chin. 

As  the  grim  lion  fawneth  o'er  his  prey, 

Sharp  hunger  by  the  conquest  satisfied. 

So  o'er  this  sleeping  soul  doth  Taniuin  stay, 

His  rage  of  lust  by  gazing  qualified ; 

Slack'd,  not  suppress'd:  for  standing  by  her  side, 
His  eye,  which  late  this  mutiny  restrains, 
Unto  a  greater  uproar  tempts  his  veins : 

And  they,  like  straggling  slaves  for  pillage  fighting, 
Obdurate  vassals  fell  exploits  effecting, 
In  bloody  death  and  ravishment  deligliting, 
Nor  children's  tears  nor  mothers'  groans  respecting, 
Swell  in  their  pride,  tlie  onset  still  expecting: 
Anon  his  beating  lieart,  ahirum  striking. 
Gives  the  hot  charge  and  bids  them  do  their  liking. 

His  drumming  heart  cheers  up  his  burning  eye, 
His  eye  commends  the  leading  to  his  hand  ; 
His  hand,  as  proud  of  such  a  dignity. 
Smoking  with  pride,  march'd  on  to  make  his  stand 
On  her  bare  breast,  the  lieart  of  ail  her  land ; 
Whose  ranks  of  blue  veins,  as  his  hand  did  scale. 
Left  their  round  turrets  destitute  and  pale. 

They,  mustering  to  the  quiet  cabinet 
Where  their  dear  governess  and  lady  lies, 
Do  tell  her  she  is  dreadfully  beset. 
And  fright  her  with  confusion  of  their  cries: 
She,  much  amazed,  breaks  ope  her  lock'd-up  eyes. 
Who,  i)eeping  forth  this  tumult  to  behold. 
Are  by  his  flaming  torch  dimm'd  and  con1:roll'd. 

Imagine  her  as  one  in  dead  of  night 
From  forth  dull  sleep  by  dreadful  fancy  waking. 
That  thinks  she  hath  beheld  some  ghastly  sprite, 
Wliose  grim  aspect  sets  every  joint  a-shaking; 
What  terror  't  is  !  but  she,  in  worser  taking. 
Prom  sleep  disturbed,  heedfully  doth  view 
The  sight  which  makes  supposed  terror  true. 

Wrapp'd  and  confounded  in  a  thousand  fears. 
Like  to  a  new-kill'd  bird  she  trembling  lies ; 
She  dares  not  look;  yet,  winking,  there  appears 
Quick-shifting  antics,  ugly  in  her  eyes : 
Such  shadows  are  the  weak  brain's  forgeries; 
Who,  angry  that  the  eyes  fly  from  their  lights, 
In  darkness  daunts  them  with  more  dreadful  sights. 

His  hand,  that  yet  remains  upon  her  breast, — 
Rude  ram,  to  batter  such  an  ivory  wall !  — 
May  feel  her  heart  —  poor  citizen  !  —  distress'd. 
Wounding  itself  to  death,  rise  up  and  fall, 
Beating  her  bulk,  that  his  hand  shakes  withal. 
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This  moves  in  him  more  rage  and  lesser  pity, 
To  make  the  breach  and  enter  tliis  sweet  city. 

First,  like  a  trumpet,  doth  his  tongue  begin 
To  sound  a  parley  to  his  heartless  foe ; 
Who  o'er  the  white  sheet  peers  her  whiter  chin, 
The  reason  of  this  rash  alarm  to  know, 
Wliich  he  by  dumb  demeanour  seeks  to  show; 

But  she  with  vehement  prayers  urgeth  still 

Under  what  colour  he  commits  this  ill. 

Thus  he  replies :  '  The  colour  in  thy  face, 

That  even  for  anger  makes  the  lily  pale, 

And  the  red  rose  blush  at  her  own  disgrace, 

Shall  plead  for  me  and  tell  my  loving  tale : 

Under  that  colour  am  I  come  to  scale 
Thy  never-conquer'd  fort :  the  fault  is  thine. 
For  those  thine  eyes  betray  thee  unto  mine. 

*  Thus  I  forestall  thee,  if  thou  mean  to  chide  : 
Thy  beauty  hath  ensnared  thee  to  this  night, 
Where  thou  with  patience  must  my  will  abide; 
My  will  that  marks  thee  for  my  earth's  delight, 
Wliich  I  to  conquer  sought  with  all  my  might; 

But  as  reproof  and  reason  beat  it  dead, 
By  thy  bright  beauty  was  it  newly  bred. 

'  I  see  what  crosses  my  attempt  will  bring; 

I  know  wiiat  thorns  the  growing  rose  defends ; 

I  think  the  honey  guarded  with  a  sting; 

All  this  beforehand  counsel  comprehends : 

But  will  is  deaf  and  hears  no  lieedful  friends; 
Only  he  hath  an  eye  to  gaze  on  beauty, 
And  dotes  on  what  he  looks,  'gainst  law  or  duty. 

'  I  have  debated,  even  in  my  soul. 

What  wrong,  what  shame,  what  sorrow  I  shall  breed ; 

But  nothing  can  aifection's  course  control. 

Or  stop  the  headlong  fury  of  his  speed. 

I  know  repentant  tears  ensue  tlie  deed, 

Keproacli,  disdain,  and  deadly  enmity; 

Yet  strive  I  to  embrace  mine  infamy.' 

This  said,  he  shakes  aloft  his  Roman  blade, 
Which,  like  a  falcon  towering  in  the  skies, 
Coucheth  the  fowl  below  with  his  wings'  shade, 
Whose  crooked  beak  tlireats  if  he  mount  he  dies: 
So  under  his  insulting  falchion  lies 
Harmless  Lucretia,  marking  what  he  tells 
With  trembling  fear,  as  fowl  hear  falcon's  bells. 

*  Lucrece,'  quoth  he, '  this  night  I  must  enjoy  thee : 
If  thou  deny,  then  force  must  work  my  way, 

For  in  thy  bed  I  purpose  to  destroy  tliee : 
That  done,  some  worthless  slave  of  tliine  I  '11  slay, 
To  kill  thine  honour  with  thy  life's  decay; 
And  in  thy  dead  arms  do  1  mean  to  place  him, 
Swearing  I  slew  him,  seeing  thee  embrace  him. 
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*  So  thy  surviving  husband  shall  remain  m 
The  scornful  mark  of  every  open  eye ;  m 
Thy  kinsmen  hang  their  heads  at  this  disdain, 

Thy  issue  blurr'd  with  nameless  bastardy : 
And  thou,  the  author  of  their  obloquy, 

Shalt  have  thy  trespass  cited  up  in  rhymes, 

And  sung  by  children  in  succeeding  times.  M 

*  But  if  thou  yield,  I  rest  thy  secret  friend :  ^ 
The  fault  unknown  is  as  a  thought  unacted;  J; 
A  little  harm  done  to  a  great  good  end 

For  lawful  policy  remains  enacted. 

The  poisonous  simple  sometimes  is  compacted 

In  a  pure  compound ;  being  so  applied, 

His  venom  in  effect  is  puriiied. 

*  Then,  for  thy  husband  and  thy  children's  sake, 
Tender  my  suit:  bequeath  not  to  their  lot 
The  shame  that  from  them  no  device  can  take, 
Tlie  blemish  that  will  never  be  forgot ; 
Worse  than  a  slavish  wipe  or  birth-liour's  blot : 

For  marks  descried  in  men's  nativity 
Are  nature's  faults,  not  their  own  infamy.' 


Here  with  a  cockatrice'  dead-killing  eye 
He  rouseth  up  himself  and  makes  a  pause ; 
"While  she,  the  picture  of  pure  piety. 
Like  a  white  hind  under  the  gripe's  sharp  claws, 
Pleads,  in  a  wilderness  where  are  no  laws. 
To  the  rough  beast  that  knows  no  gentle  right, 
J^ov  aught  obeys  but  his  foul  appetite. 
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But  when  a  black-faced  cloud  the  world  doth  threat, 
In  his  dim  mist  the  aspiring  mountains  hiding. 
From  earth's  dark  womb  some  gentle  gust  doth  get, 
Which  blows  these  pitchy  vapours  from  tlieir  biding. 
Hindering  their  present  fall  by  this  dividing ;  ^ 

So  his  unhallow'd  haste  her  words  delays,  f 

And  moody  Pluto  winks  while  Orpheus  plays.  f 

Yet,  foul  night-waking  cat,  he  doth  but  dally. 
While  in  his  hold-fast  foot  the  weak  mouse  panteth:  B 

Her  sad  behaviour  feeds  his  vulture  folly,  " 

A  swallowing  gulf  that  even  in  plenty  wanteth : 
His  ear  her  prayers  admits,  but  his  heart  granteth 
No  penetrable  entrance  to  her  plaining : 
Tears  harden  lust,  though  marble  wear  with  raining. 

Her  pity-pleading  eyes  are  sadly  fix'd 
In  the  remorseless  wrinkles  of  his  face ; 
Her  modest  eloquence  with  sighs  is  mix'd, 
Which  to  her  oratory  adds  more  grace. 
She  puts  the  period  often  from  his  place ; 

And  midst  the  sentence  so  her  accent  breaks. 

That  twice  she  doth  begin  ere  once  she  speaks. 

She  conjures  him  by  high  almighty  Jove, 

By  knighthood,  gentry,  and  sweet  friendsliip's  oath, 
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By  her  untimely  tears,  her  husband's  love, 

By  holy  human  law,  and  common  troth, 

By  heaven  and  eartli,  and  all  the  power  of  both, 

That  to  his  borrow 'd  bed  he  make  retire, 

And  stoop  to  honour,  not  to  foul  desire. 

•    Qnoth  she,  '  Reward  not  hospitality 

With  such  black  payment  as  thou  hast  pretended ; 
Mud  not  the  fountain  that  gave  drink  to  thee ; 
Mar  not  the  thinj?  that  cannot  be  amended ; 
End  thy  ill  aim  before  thy  shoot  be  ended ; 

He  is  no  woodman  that  doth  bend  his  bow 

To  strike  a  poor  unseasonable  doe. 

*  My  husband  is  thy  friend :  for  liis  sake  spare  me : 
Thyself  art  mighty ;  for  thine  own  sake  leave  me : 
Myself  a  weakling ;  do  not  then  ensnare  me : 
Tliou  look'st  not  like  deceit ;  do  not  deceive  me. 

My  sighs,  like  whirlwinds,  labour  hence  to  heave  thee : 
If  ever  man  were  moved  with  woman's  moans. 
Be  moved  with  my  tears,  my  sighs,  my  groans : 

*  All  which  together,  like  a  troubled  ocean. 
Beat  at  thy  rocky  and  wreck-threatening  heart, 
To  soften  it  witli  their  continual  motion; 

Eor  stones  dissolved  to  water  do  convert. 
O,  if  no  harder  than  a  stone  thou  art, 

Melt  at  my  tears,  and  be  compassionate  I 

Soft  pity  enters  at  an  iron  gate. 

*  In  Tarquin's  likeness  I  did  entertain  thee: 
Hast  thou  put  on  his  shape  to  do  him  shame  ? 
To  all  the  host  of  heaven  I  complain  me, 

Tliou  wrong'st  his  honour,  wound'st  liis  princely  name. 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  seem'st ;  and  if  the  same, 

Thou  seem'st  not  what  thou  art,  a  god,  a  king; 

Eor  kings  like  gods  should  govern  every  thing. 

*  How  will  thy  shame  be  seeded  in  thine  age. 
When  thus  thy  vices  bud  before  thy  spring  ! 
If  in  thy  hope  thou  darest  do  such  outrage. 
What  darest  thou  not  when  once  thou  art  a  king  ? 
O,  be  remember'd,  no  outrageous  thing 

From  vassal  actors  can  be  wiped  away ; 
Then  kings'  misdeeds  cannot  be  hid  in  clay. 

*  This  deed  will  make  thee  only  loved  for  fear ; 
But  happy  monarchs  still  are  fear'd  for  love : 
AVith  foul  oiTenders  thou  perforce  must  bear, 
When  they  in  thee  the  like  offences  prove : 

If  but  for  fear  of  this,  they  will  remove ; 
For  princes  are  the  glass,  the  school,  the  book. 
Where  subjects'  eyes  do  learn,  do  read,  do  look* 

'And  wilt  tliou  be  the  school  where  Lust  shall  learn  ? 
Must  he  in  thee  read  lectures  of  such  shame  ? 
Wilt  thou  be  glass  wherein  it  shall  discern 
Authority  for  sin,  warrant  for  blame. 
To  privilege  dishonour  in  thy  name  ? 
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Thou  back'st  reproach  against  long-living  laud, 
And  makest  fair  reputation  but  a  bawd. 

'  Hast  thou  command  ?  by  him  that  gave  it  thee, 
From  a  pure  heart  command  thy  rebel  will : 
Draw  not  thy  sword  to  guard  iniquity, 
For  it  was  lent  thee  all  that  brood  to  kill. 
Thy  princely  office  how  canst  thou  fulfil, 
When,  pattern 'd  by  thy  fault,  foul  sin  may  say, 
He  learn 'd  to  sin,  and  thou  didst  teach  the  way  ? 

*  Think  but  how  vile  a  spectacle  it  were, 
To  view  thy  present  trespass  in  another. 
Men's  faults  do  seldom  to  them.selves  appear; 
Their  own  transgressions  partially  they  smother : 
This  guilt  would  seem  death -worthy  in  thy  brother. 

O,  how  are  tliey  wrapp'd  in  with  infamies 

That  from  their  own  misdeeds  askance  their  eyes  I 

*  To  thee,  to  thee,  my  heaved-up  hands  appeal, 
Not  to  seducing  lust,  thy  rash  relier: 

I  sue  for  exiled  majesty's  repeal ; 
Let  him  return,  and  flattering  thoughts  retire: 
His  true  respect  will  prison  false  desire. 
And  wipe  the  dim  mist  from  thy  doting  eyne, 
That  thou  shalt  see  thy  state  and  pity  mine.' 

'  Have  done,'  quoth  he :  '  my  uncontrolled  tide 
Turns  not,  but  swells  the  higher  by  this  let. 
Small  lights  are  soon  blown  out,  huge  fires  abide, 
And  with  the  wind  in  greater  fury  fret : 
The  petty  streams  that  pay  a  daily  debt 
To  their  salt  sovereign,  with  their  fresh  falls'  haste 
Add  to  his  flow,  but  alter  not  his  taste.' 
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'Thou  art,'  quoth  she,  'a  sea,  a  sovereign  king; 

And,  lo,  there  falls  into  thy  boundless  flood 

Black  lust,  dishonour,  shame,  misgoverning, 

Who  seek  to  stain  the  ocean  of  thy  blood. 

If  all  these  petty  ills  shall  change  thy  good. 
Thy  sea  within  a  puddle's  womb  is  hearsed. 
And  not  the  puddle  in  thy  sea  dispersed. 

'  So  shall  these  slaves  be  king,  and  thou  their  slave; 
Thou  nobly  base,  they  basely  dignified ; 
Thou  their  fair  life,  and  they  thy  fouler  grave : 
Thou  loathed  in  their  shame,  they  in  thy  pride: 
The  lesser  thing  should  not  the  greater  hide ; 
The  cedar  stoops  not  to  the  base  shrub's  foot, 
But  low  shrubs  wither  at  the  cedar's  root. 

*  So  let  tliy  thoughts,  low  vassals  to  tliy  state ' — 
'  No  more,'  quoth  lie ;  '  by  heaven,  I  will  not  hear  thee: 
Yield  to  my  love ;  if  not,  enforced  hate. 
Instead  of  love's  coy  touch,  shall  rudely  tear  thee: 
Tliat  done,  despitefully  I  mean  to  bear  thee 
Unto  the  base  bed  of  some  rascjil  groom, 
To  be  thy  i)artner  in  this  sJiameful  doom,' 
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This  said,  he  sets  his  foot  upon  the  light, 

For  light  and  lust  are  deadly  enemies : 

Shame  folded  up  in  blind  concealing  night, 

When  most  unseen,  then  most  doth  tjTannize. 

The  wolf  hath  seized  liis  prey,  the  poor  lamb  cries; 
Till  with  her  own  white  fleece  her  voice  controll'd 
Entombs  her  outcry  in  her  lips'  sweet  fold: 

For  with  the  nightly  linen  that  she  wears 

He  pens  her  piteous  clamours  in  her  head ; 

Cooling  his  hot  face  in  the  chastest  tears 

That  ever  modest  eyes  with  sorrow  shed. 

O,  that  prone  lust  should  stain  so  pure  a  bed  I 
The  spots  whereof  could  weeping  purify, 
Her  tears  should  drop  on  them  perpetually. 

But  she  hath  lost  a  dearer  thing  than  life. 

And  he  hath  won  what  he  would  lose  again :  . 

This  forced  league  doth  force  a  further  strife ; 

This  momentary  joy  breeds  montlis  of  pain; 

This  hot  desire  converts  to  cold  disdain : 
Pure  Chastity  is  rifled  of  her  store. 
And  Lust,  the  thief,  far  poorer  than  before. 

Look,  as  the  full-fed  hound  or  gorged  hawk, 

Unapt  for  tender  smell  or  speedy  flight , 

Make  slow  pursuit,  or  altogether  balk 

The  prey  wherein  by  nature  they  delight ; 

So  surfeit-taking  Tarquin  fares  this  niglit  : 
His  taste  delicious,  in  digestion  souring. 
Devours  his  will,  that  lived  by  foul  devouring. 

O,  deeper  sin  than  bottomless  conceit 
Can  comprehend  in  still  imagination ! 
Drunken  Desire  must  vomit  his  receipt, 
Ere  he  can  see  his  own  abomination. 
While  Lust  is  in  his  pride,  no  exclamation 

Can  curb  his  heat  or  rein  his  rash  desire, 

Till  like  a  jade  Self-will  himself  doth  tire. 

And  then  with  lank  and  lean  discolour'd  cheek. 
With  heavy  eye,  knit  brow,  and  strengthless  pace. 
Feeble  Desire,  all  recreant,  poor,  and  meek, 
Like  to  a  bankrupt  beggar  wails  his  case : 
The  flesh  being  proud," Desire  doth  fight  with  Grace, 

For  there  it  revels ;  and  when  that  decays, 

The  guilty  rebel  for  remission  prays. 

So  fares  it  with  this  faultful  lord  of  Eome, 

Who  this  accomplishment  so  hotly  cliased ; 

For  now  against  himself  he  sounds  this  doom. 

That  through  the  length  of  times  he  stands  disgraced: 

Besides,  his  soul's  fair  temple  is  defaced ; 
To  whose  weak  ruins  muster  troops  of  cares, 
To  ask  the  spotted  princess  how  she  fares. 

She  says,  her  subjects  with  foul  insurrection 
Have  batter'd  down  her  consecrated  wall. 
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And  by  their  mortal  fault  brought  in  subjection 

Her  immortality,  and  made  her  thrall 

To  living  death  and  pain  perpetual: 
Which  in  her  prescience  she  controlled  still, 
But  her  foresight  could  not  forestall  their  will. 

Even  in  this  thought  through  the  dark  night  he  stealeth, 
A  captive  victor  that  hath  lost  in  gain ; 
Bearing  away  the  wound  that  nothing  healetli, 
The  scar  that  will,  despite  of  cure,  remain ; 
Leaving  his  spoil  perplex'd  in  greater  pain. 

She  bears  the  load  of  lust  he  left  behind, 

And  he  the  burden  of  a  guilty  mind. 

He  like  a  thievish  dog  creeps  sadly  thence ; 
She  like  a  wearied  lamb  lies  panting  there ; 
He  scowls  and  hates  himself  for  his  offence ; 
She,  desperate,  with  her  nails  her  flesh  doth  tear; 
He  faintly  flies,  sweating  with  guilty  fear; 

She  stays,  exclaiming  on  the  direful  night; 

He  runs,  and  chides  his  vanish'd,  loathed  delight. 

He  thence  departs  a  heavy  convertite ; 
She  there  remains  a  hopeless  castaway;. 
He  in  his  speed  looks  for  the  m.orning  light ; 
She  prays  slie  never  may  behold  the  day, 

*  Fov  day,'  quoth  she, '  night's  scapes  doth  open  lay, 

And  my  true  eyes  have  never  practised  how 
To  cloak  offences  with  a  cunning  brow. 

'  They  think  not  but  that  every  eye  can  see 

The  same  disgrace  which  they  themselves  behold; 

And  therefore  woidd  they  still  in  darkness  be, 

To  have  their  unseen  sin  remain  untold ; 

Eor  they  their  guilt  witli  weeping  will  unfold, 
And  grave,  like  water  that  doth  eat  in  steel, 
Upon  my  cheeks  what  helpless  shame  I  feel.' 

Here  she  exclaims  against  repose  and  rest, 
And  bids  her  eyes  hereafter  still  be  blind. 
She  wakes  her  lieart  by  beating  on  her  breast. 
And  bids  it  leap  from  thence,  where  it  may  find 
Some  purer  chest  to  close  so  pure  a  mind. 

Frantic  with  grief  thus  breathes  she  forth  her  spite 

Against  the  unseen  secrecy  of  night : 

*  O  comfort-killing  Night,  image  of  hell ! 
Him  register  and  notary  of  shame  ! 
Black  stage  for  tragedies  and  murders  fell ! 
Vast  sin-concealing  chaos !  nurse  of  blame  1 
Blind  muftled  bawd !  dark  harbour  for  defame! 

Grim  cave  of  death !  whispering  coiispirator 
With  close-tongued  treason  and  the  ravisher ! 

*  O  hateful,  vaporous,  and  foggy  Night ! 
Since  thou  art  guilty  of  my  cureless  crime. 
Muster  thy  mists  to  meet  the  eastern  light, 
Make  war  against  proportion 'd  course  of  time; 
Or  if  thou  wilt  permit  the  sun  to  climb 
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His  wonted  height,  yet  ere  he  go  to  bed, 
Knit  poisonous  clouds  about  his  golden  head. 

*  With  rotten  damps  ravish  the  morning  air; 

Let  tlieir  exlialed  unwholesome  breaths  make  sick 

The  life  of  purity,  the  supreme  fair. 

Ere  he  arrive  his  weary  noon-tide  prick; 

And  let  thy  misty  vapours  march  so  thick, 
That  in  their  smoky  ranks  his  smother'd  light 
May  set  at  noon  and  make  perpetual  night. 

*  Were  Tarquin  Night,  as  he  is  but  Night's  child, 
The  silver-shining  queen  he  would  disdain ; 

Her  twinkling  liandmaids  too,  by  him  defiled, 
Through  Night's  black  bosom  should  not  peep  again: 
So  should  I  have  co-partners  in  my  pain ; 
And  fellowship  in  woe  doth  woe  assuage. 
As  palmers'  chat  makes  short  their  pilgrimage. 

*■  Where  now  I  have  no  one  to  blush  with  me. 
To  cross  their  arms  and  hang  their  heads  with  mine, 
To  mask  their  brows  and  liide  their  infamy  ; 
But  I  alone  alone  must  sit  and  pine. 
Seasoning  the  earth  with  showers  of  silver  brine, 
Mingling  my  talk  with  tears,  my  grief  v^ith  groans, 
Poor  wasting  monuments  of  lasting  moans. 

*  O  night,  thou  furnace  of  foul-reeking  smoke, 
Let  not  the  jealous  Day  behold  that  face 
Which  underneath  thy  black  all-hiding  cloak 
Immodestly  lies  martyr 'd  with  disgrace! 
Keep  still  possession  of  thy  gloomy  place. 

That  all  the  faults  which  in  thy  reign  are  made 
May  likewise  be  sepulchred  in  thy  shade ! 

'  Make  me  not  object  to  the  tell-tale  Day ! 

The  light  will  show,  character'd  in  my  brow, 

The  story  of  sweet  chastity's  decay. 

The  impious  breach  of  holy  wedlock  vow: 

Yea,  the  illiterate,  that  know  not  how 
To  cipher  what  is  wTit  in  learned  books, 
Will  quote  my  loathsome  trespass  in  my  looks. 

'  The  nurse,  to  still  her  child,  will  tell  my  story. 
And  fright  her  crying  babe  with  Tarquin 's  name: 
The  orator,  to  deck  his  oratory. 
Will  couple  my  reproach  to  Tarquin's  shame ; 
Eeast-finding  minstrels,  tuning  my  defame. 

Will  tie  the  hearers  to  attend  each  line. 

How  Tarquin  wronged  me,  I  Collatine. 

*  Let  my  good  name,  that  senseless  reputation, 
For  Collatine's  dear  love  be  kept  unspotted : 
If  that  be  made  a  theme  for  disputation, 

The  branches  of  another  root  are  rotted. 
And  undeserved  reproach  to  him  allotted 

That  is  as  clear  from  this  Jittaint  of  mine 

As  I,  ere  this,  was  pure  to  Collatine. 
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*  O  unseen  shame !  invisible  disgrace ! 

O  unfelt  sore  !  crest-wounding,  private  scar! 

Reproach  is  stamp'd  in  Collatinus'  face, 

And  Tarquin's  eye  may  read  the  mot  afar, 

How  he  in  peace  is  wounded,  not  in  war. 
Alas,  how  many  bear  such  shameful  blows, 
Which  not  themselves,  but  he  that  gives  them  knows! 

*  If,  CoUatine,  thine  honour  lay  in  me. 
From  me  by  strong  assault  it  is  bereft. 
My  honey  lost,  and  I,  a  drone-like  bee, 
Have  no  perfection  of  my  summer  left. 

But  robb'd  and  ransack 'd  by  injurious  theft : 
In  thy  weak  hive  a  wandering  wasp  hath  crept, 
And  suck'd  the  honey  which  thy  chaste  bee  kept. 

*  Yet  am  I  guilty  of  thy  honour's  wrack ; 
Yet  for  thy  Jionour  did  I  entertain  him ; 
Coming  from  thee,  I  could  not  put  him  back, 
For  it  liad  been  dishonour  to  disdain  him: 
Besides,  of  weariness  he  did  complain  him, 

And  talk'd  of  virtue :  O  unlook'd-for  evil, 
When  virtue  is  profaned  in  such  a  devil  I 

'  Why  should  the  worm  intrude  the  maiden  bud  ? 
Or  hateful  cuckoos  hatch  in  sparrows'  nests  ? 
Or  toads  infect  fair  founts  with  venom  mud  ? 
Or  tyrant  folly  lurk  in  gentle  breasts  ? 
Or  kings  be  breakers  of  tlieir  own  behests? 

But  no  perfection  is  so  absolute, 

That  some  impurity  dotli  not  pollute. 

'  The  aged  man  that  coffers-up  his  gold 
Is  plagued  with  cramps  and  gouts  and  painful  fits; 
And  scarce  hath  eyes  his  treasure  to  beliold, 
But  like  still-pining  Tantalus  he  sits. 
And  useless  barns  the  harvest  of  his  wits ; 
Having  no  other  pleasure  of  his  gain 
But  torment  that  it  cannot  cure  his  pain. 

*  So  then  he  hath  it  when  he  cannot  use  it, 
And  leaves  it  to  be  master'd  by  his  young; 
Who  in  their  pride  do  presently  abuse  it : 
Their  father  was  too  weak,  and  they  too  strong, 
To  hold  their  cursed-blessed  fortune  long. 

The  sweets  we  wish  for  turn  to  loathed  sours 
Even  in  the  moment  that  we  call  them  ours. 

'Unruly  blasts  wait  on  the  tender  spring; 
Unwholesome  weeds  take  root  with  precious  flowers; 
The  adder  liisses  where  the  sweet  birds  sing ; 
What  virtue  breeds  iniquity  devours : 
We  have  no  good  that  we  can  say  is  ours, 

But  ill-annexed  Opportunity 

Or  kills  his  life  or  else  his  quality. 

*  O  Opportunity,  thy  guilt  is  great ! 

'T  is  thou  that  executest  the  traitor's  treason : 
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Thou  set'st  the  wolf  where  he  the  lamb  may  get ; 

Whoever  plots  the  sin,  thou  'point'st  the  season ; 

'Tis  thou  that  spurn 'st  at  riglit,  at  law,  at  reason ; 
And  in  thy  shady  cell,  where  none  may  spy  him, 
Sits  Sin,  to  seize  the  souls  that  wander  by  him. 

'  Thou  makest  the  vestal  violate  her  oath ; 

Thou  blow'st  the  fire  wlien  temperance  is  thaw'd ; 

Tliou  smother'st  honesty,  thou  murder'st  troth ; 

Thou  foul  abettor  !  tliou  notorious  bawd ! 

Thou  plantest  scandal  and  displacest  laud : 
Thou  ravisher,  thou  traitor,  tliou  false  thief, 
Thy  honey  turns  to  gall,  thy  joy  to  grief ! 

*  Thy  secret  pleasure  turns  to  open  shame. 
Thy  private  feasting  to  a  public  fast, 
Thy  smoothing  titles  to  a  ragged  name, 

Thy  sugar'd  tongue  to  bitter  wormwood  taste : 

Thy  violent  vanities  can  never  last. 
How  comes  it  then,  vile  Opportunity, 
Being  so  bad,  such  numbers  seek  for  thee  ? 

*  When  wilt  thou  be  the  liumble  suppliant's  friend. 
And  bring  him  where  his  suit  may  be  obtain'd  ? 
When  wilt  thou  sort  an  liour  great  strifes  to  end  ? 
Or  free  that  soul  whicli  wretchedness  liath  chain'd  ? 
Give  physic  to  the  sick,  ease  to  the  pain'd  ? 

The  poor,  lame,  blind,  halt,  creep,  cry  out  for  thee; 
But  they  ne'er  meet  with  Opportunity. 

*  The  patient  dies  wliile  the  physician  sleeps ; 
The  orphan  pines  wliile  the  oppressor  feeds ; 
Justice  is  feasting  while  the  widow  weeps; 
Advice  is  sporting  while  infection  breeds ; 
Thou  grant 'st  no  time  for  charitable  deeds : 

Wrath,  envy,  treason,  rape,  and  murder's  rages. 
Thy  heinous  hours  wait  on  them  as  their  pages. 

'  When  Truth  and  Virtue  have  to  do  with  thee, 
A  thousand  crosses  keep  thein  from  thy  aid : 
They  buy  thy  help ;  but  Sin  ne'er  gives  a  fee. 
He  gratis  comes ;  and  thou  art  well  appaid 
As  well  to  hear  as  grant  what  he  hath  said. 
My  Collatine  would  else  have  come  to  me 
When  Tarquin  did,  but  he  was  stay'd  by  thee. 

'Guilty  thou  art  of  murder  and  of  theft, 
Guilty  of  perjury  and  subornation, 
Guilty  of  treason,  forgery,  and  shift. 
Guilty  of  incest,  that  abomination  ; 
An  accessary  by  thine  inclination 

To  all  sins  past,  and  all  that  are  to  come. 

From  the  creation  to  the  general  doom. 

'  Mis-shapen  Time,  copesmate  of  ugly  Kight, 

Swift  subtle  post,  carrier  of  grisly  care, 

Eater  of  youth,  false  slave  to  false  delight, 

Base  watch  of  woes,  sin's  pack-horse,  virtue's  snare; 

Thou  nursest  all  and  murder'st  all  that  are: 


312  LUCRECE. 

O,  hear  me  then,  injurious,  shifting  Time  I 
Be  guilty  of  my  death,  since  of  my  crime. 

*  Why  hath  thy  servant,  Opportunity, 
Betray 'd  the  liours  thou  gavest  me  to  repose, 
Cancell'd  my  fortunes,  and  encliained  me 
To  endless  date  of  never-ending  woes  ? 
Time's  office  is  to  fine  the  liate  of  foes; 

To  eat  up  errors  by  opinion  bred, 
Not  spend  the  dowry  of  a  lawful  bed. 

'  Time's  glory  is  to  calm  contending  kings. 
To  unmask  falsehood  and  bring  truth  to  light, 
To  stamp  the  seal  of  time  in  aged  things. 
To  wake  the  morn  and  sentinel  tlie  night. 
To  wrong  the  wronger  till  he  render  right. 
To  ruinate  proud  buildings  with  thy  hours, 
And  smear  with  dust  their  glittering  golden  towers ; 

'  To  fill  with  worm-holes  stately  monuments, 
To  feed  oblivion  with  decay  of  things, 
To  blot  old  books  and  alter  tb.eir  contents. 
To  pluck  the  quills  from  ancient  ravens'  wings, 
To  dry  the  old  oak's  sap  and  cherisli  springs, 
To  spoil  antiquities  of  hammered  steel. 
And  turn  the  giddy  round  of  Fortune's  wlieel; 

*  To  show  the  beldam  daughters  of  her  daughter. 
To  make  the  child  a  man,  the  man  a  child. 

To  slay  the  tiger  that  doth  live  by  slaughter, 
To  tame  the  unicorn  and  lion  wild. 
To  mock  the  subtle  in  themselves  beguiled. 
To  cheer  the  ploughman  with  increaseful  crops. 
And  waste  huge  stones  with  little  water-drops. 

'  Why  work'st  thou  mischief  in  tliy  pilgrimage. 
Unless  thou  couldst  return  to  make  amends  ? 
One  poor  retiring  minute  in  an  age 
Would  purchase  thee  a  thousand  thousand  friends. 
Lending  him  wit  that  to  bad  debtors  lends : 
O,  this  dread  night,  wouldst  thou  one  hour  come  back, 
I  could  prevent  this  storm  and  shun  thy  wrack! 

'  Thou  ceaseless  lackey  to  eternity. 
With  some  miscliance  cross  Tarquin  in  his  flight: 
Devise  extremes  beyond  extremity. 
To  make  him  curse  this  cursed  crimeful  night: 
Let  ghastly  shadows  his  lewd  eyes  affright ; 
And  the  dire  thought  of  his  committed  evil 
Sliape  every  bush  a  hideous  shapeless  devil. 

'  Disturb  liis  hours  of  rest  with  restless  trances. 
Afflict  him  in  his  bed  with  bedrid  groans ; 
Let  there  bechance  him  pitiful  mischances. 
To  make  him  moan ;  but  pity  not  his  moans : 
Stone  liim  witli  harden'd  hearts,  harder  than  stones ; 
And  let  mild  women  to  him  lose  their  mildness, 
Wilder  to  him  than  tigers  in  their  wildness. 
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'  Let  him  have  time  to  tear  his  curled  hair, 
Let  him  have  time  against  himself  to  rave, 
Let  him  have  tim.e  of  Time's  help  to  despair, 
Let  him  have  time  to  live  a  loathed  slave, 
Let  him  have  time  a  beggar's  orts  to  crave. 

And  time  to  see  one  that  by  alms  doth  live 

Disdain  to  him  disdained  scraps  to  give. 

'  Let  him  have  time  to  see  his  friends  his  foes, 

And  merry  fools  to  mock  at  him  resort ; 

Let  him  have  time  to  mark  how  slow  time  goes 

In  time  of  sorrow,  and  how  swift  and  short 

His  time  of  folly  and  his  time  of  sport ; 
And  ever  let  his  unrecaliing  crime 
Have  time  to  wail  th'  abusing  of  his  time. 

'  O  Time,  thou  tutor  both  to  good  and  bad. 

Teach  me  to  curse  him  that  thou  taught 'st  this  ill ! 

At  his  own  shadow  let  the  thief  run  mad. 

Himself  himself  seek  every  hour  to  kill ! 

Sucli  wretched  hands  such  wretched  blood  should  spill ; 
Por  who  so  base  would  such  an  oftice  have 
As  slanderous  death 's-man  to  so  base  a  slave  ? 

*  The  baser  is  he,  coming  from  a  king, 
To  shame  his  hope  v/ith  deeds  degenerate: 
The  mightier  man,  the  mightier  is  the  thing 
That  makes  him  honoured,  or  begets  him  hate; 
For  greatest  scandal  waits  on  greatest  state. 
The  moon  being  clouded  presently  is  miss'd, 
But  little  stars  may  hide  them  wlien  they  list. 

'  The  crow  may  bathe  his  coal-black  wings  in  mire, 

And  unperceived  tiy  with  the  filth  away ; 

But  if  tlie  like  the  snow-white  swan  desire. 

The  stain  upon  his  silver  down  will  stay. 

Poor  groom.s  are  sightless  night,  kings  glorious  day: 

Gnats  are  unnoted  wheresoe'er  they  lly. 

But  eagles  gazed  upon  with  every  eje. 

'  Out,  idle  words,  servants  to  sli allow  fools ! 

Unprofitable  sounds,  weak  arbitrators! 

Busy  yourselves  in  skill-contending  schools ; 

Debate  where  leisure  serves  with  dull  debaters ; 

To  trembling  clients  be  you  mediators : 
For  me,  I  force  not  argument  a  straw. 
Since  that  my  case  is  past  the  help  of  law. 

'  In  vain  I  rail  at  Opportunity, 

At  Time,  at  Tarquin,  and  uncheerful  Night; 

In  vain  I  cavil  with  mine  infamy. 

In  vain  I  spurn  at  my  confirm 'd  despite: 

This  helpless  smoke  of  words  doth  me  no  right, 

The  remedy  indeed  to  do  me  good 

Is  to  let  forth  my  foul-defiled  blood. 

'  Poor  hand,  why  quiver'st  thou  at  this  decree  ? 
Honour  thyself  to  rid  me  of  this  shame ; 
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For  if  I  die,  my  honour  lives  in  thee; 
But  if  I  live,  thou  livest  in  my  defame: 
Since  thou  couldst  not  defend  thy  loyal  dame, 
And  wast  afeard  to  scratch  her  wicked  foe, 
Kill  both  thyself  and  her  for  yielding  so.' 

This  said,  from  her  be-tumbled  couch  slie  starteth, 
To  find  some  desperate  instrument  of  death : 
But  this  no  slaughterhouse  no  tool  impartoth 
To  make  more  vent  for  passage  of  her  breath ; 
Which,  thronging  through  her  lips,  so  vanisheth 
As  smoke  from  ^tna,  that  in  air  consumes, 
Or  that  which  from  discharged  cannon  fumes, 

*  In  vain,'  quoth  she, '  I  live,  and  seek  in  vain 
Some  happy  mean  to  end  a  hapless  life. 
I  fear'd  by  Tarquin's  falchion  to  be  slain, 
Yet  for  the  self-same  purpose  seek  a  knife : 
But  when  I  fear'd  I  was  a  loyal  w  ife  : 

So  am  I  now:  O  no,  that  cannot  be; 

Of  that  true  type  hath  Tarquin  rilled  me. 

'  O,  that  is  gone  for  which  I  sought  to  live, 

And  therefore  now  I  need  not  fear  to  die. 

To  clear  this  si)ofc  by  death,  at  least  I  give 

A  badge  of  fame  to  slander's  livery ; 

A  dying  life  to  living  infamy : 
Poor  helpless  help,  the  treasure  stol'n  away, 
To  burn  the  guiltless  casket  where  it  lay ! 

'Well,  well,  dear  Collatine,  thou  shalt  not  know 

The  stained  taste  of  violated  troth ; 

I  will  not  wrong  thy  true  affection  so, 

To  flatter  tliee  with  an  infringed  oath ; 

This  bastard  gralf  shall  never  come  to  growth : 
He  sliall  not  boast  who  did  thy  stock  pollute 
That  thou  art  doting  father  of  his  fruit. 

'  Nor  shall  he  smile  at  thee  in  secret  thought, 
Nor  laugh  with  his  companions  at  thy  state ; 
But  thou  shalt  know  thy  interest  was  not  bought 
Basely  with  gold,  but  stol'n  from  forth  thy  gate. 
For  me,  I  am  the  mistress  of  my  fate, 
And  with  my  trespass  never  will  dispense. 
Till  life  to  death  acquit  my  forced  olfence. 

'  I  will  not  poison  thee  with  my  attaint. 
Nor  fold  m.y  fault  in  cleanly-coin 'd  excuses; 
My  sable  ground  of  sin  X  will  not  paint, 
To  hide  the  truth  of  this  false  night's  abuses: 
My  tongue  shall  utter  all ;  mine  eyes,  like  sluices, 
As  from  a  mountain-spring  that  feeds  a  dale, 
Shall  gush  pure  streams  to  purge  my  impure  tale.' 

By  this,  lamenting  Philomel  had  ended 
The  well-tuned  warble  other  nightly  sorrow. 
And  solemn  night  with  slow  sad  gait  descended 
To  ugly  hell;  wlien,  lo,  the  blushing  morrow 
Lends  light  to  all  fair  eyes  that  light  will  borrow: 
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Bat  cloudy  Lucrece  shames  herself  to  see, 
And  therefore  still  in  night  would  cloister 'd  be. 

Revealing  day  through  every  cranny  spies, 
And  seems  to  point  her  out  where  she  sits  weeping ; 
To  whom  she  sobbing  speaks :  '  O  eye  of  eyes, 
Why  pry'st  thou  through  my  window?  leave  thy  peeping: 
Mock  with  thy  tickhng  beams  eyes  that  are  sleeping : 
Brand  not  my  forehead  with  thy  piercing  light. 
For  day  hath  nought  to  do  what 's  done  by  night.' 

Thus  cavils  she  with  every  thing  she  sees : 
True  grief  is  fond  and  testy  as  a  child, 
AVho  wayward  once,  his  mood  with  nought  agrees: 
Old  woes,  not  infant  sorrows,  bear  them  mild ; 
Continuance  tames  the  one;  the  other  v\^ild. 
Like  an  unpractised  swinmier  plunging  still. 
With  too  much  labour  drowns  for  want  of  skill. 

So  slie,  deep-drenched  in  a  sea  of  care, 
Holds  disputation  with  each  thing  she  views, 
And  to  herself  all  sorrow  doth  compare; 
No  object  but  her  passion's  strength  renews; 
And  as  one  shifts,  another  straight  ensues : 
Sometime  her  grief  is  dumb  and  hath  no  words; 
Sometime  't  is  mad  and  too  much  talk  affords. 

The  little  birds  that  tune  their  morning's  joy 

Make  her  moans  mad  with  their  sweet  melody : 

For  mirth  doth  search  the  bottom  of  annoy ; 

Sad  souls  are  slain  in  merry  company ; 

Grief  best  is  pleased  with  grief's  society : 
True  sorrow  then  is  feelingly  sufficed 
When  v/ith  like  semblance  it  is  sympathized. 

'Tis  double  death  to  drown  in  ken  of  sliore; 
He  ten  times  pines  that  pines  beholding  food ; 
To  see  the  salve  doth  make  the  wound  ache  more; 
Great  grief  grieves  most  at  that  would  do  it  good ; 
Deep  woes  roll  forward  like  a  gentle  flood, 

Who,  being  stopp'd,  the  bounding  banks  o'erflows; 

Grief  dallied  with  nor  law  nor  limit  knows. 

'You  mocking  birds,'  quoth  she,  *your  tunes  entomb 
Within  your  hollow-swelling  feather'd  breasts, 
And  in  my  hearing  be  you  mute  and  dumb: 
My  restless  discord  loves  no  stops  nor  rests ; 
A  woeful  hostess  brooks  not  merry  guests : 

Relish  yowr  nimble  notes  to  pleasing  ears; 

Distress  likes  dumps  when  time  is  kept  with  tears. 

*Come,  Philomel,  that  sing'st  of  ravishment, 

Make  thy  sad  grove  in  my  dishevell'd  hair: 

As  the  dank  earth  weeps  at  thy  languishment, 

So  I  at  each  sad  strain  will  strain  a  tear, 

And  with  deep  groans  the  diapason  bear ; 
For  burden-wise  I  '11  hum  on  Tarquin  still, 
While  thou  on  Tereus  descant'st  better  skill. 
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*And  whiles  against  a  thorn  thou  bear'st  thy  part, 
To  keep  tliy  sharp  woes  waking,  wretched  I, 
To  imitate  thee  well,  against  my  heart 
Will  fix  a  sharp  knife  to  alTright  mine  eye; 
"Who,  if  it  wink,  shall  thereon  fall  and  die. 
These  means,  as  frets  upon  an  instrument, 
Shall  tune  our  lieart-strings  to  true  languishment. 

*And  for,  poor  bird,  thou  sing'st  not  in  the  day, 
As  shaming  any  eye  should  thee  behold. 
Some  dark  deep  desert,  seated  from  the  way, 
That  knows  not  parcliing  heat  nor  freezing  cold, 
Will  we  find  out ;  and  tliere  we  will  unfold 
To  creatures  stern  sad  tunes,  to  change  their  kinds : 
Since  men  prove  beasts,  let  beasts  bear  gentle  minds.' 

As  the  poor  frighted  deer,  that  stands  at  gaze, 

Wildly  determining  wliich  v*'ay  to  fly. 

Or  one  encompass'd  witli  a  winding  maze, 

That  cannot  tread  the  way  out  readily ; 

So  with  herself  is  she  in  mutiny, 
To  live  or  die  which  of  the  twain  were  better, 
When  life  is  shamed,  and  death  reproach's  debtor. 

*To  kill  m.yself,'  quoth  slie, '  alack,  what  Vv^ere  it. 
But  with  my  body  rny  poor  soul's  pollution  ? 
Tliey  that  lose  half  with  greater  patience  bear  it 
Than  they  whose  whole  is  sv/allow'd  in  confusion. 
Tluit  mother  tries  a  merciless  conclusion 
Wiio,  having  two  sweet  babes,  wiien  death  takes  on 
Will  slay  the  other  and  be  nurse  to  none. 

*  My  body  or  my  soul,  which  w^as  the  dearer, 
When  the  one  pure,  the  other  made  divine  ? 
Whose  love  of  either  to  myself  was  nearer. 
When  both  were  kept  for  heaven  and  Collatine  ? 
Ay  me  !  the  bark  peel'd  from  the  lofty  pine. 

His  leaves  will  wither  and  his  sap  decay ; 
So  must  my  soul,  her  bark  being  peel'd  away. 

'  Her  house  is  sack'd,  her  quiet  interrupted. 

Her  mansion  batter'd  by  the  enemy ; 

Her  sacred  temple  spotted,  spoil'd,  corrupted, 

Grossly  engirt  with  daring  infamy: 

Then  let  it  not  be  call'd  impiety, 
If  in  this  blemish 'd  fort  I  make  some  hole 
Through  which  I  may  convey  this  troubled  soul. 

*  Yet  die  I  will  not  till  my  Collatine 

Have  heard  the  cause  of  my  untimely  death ; 
That  he  may  vow,  in  that  sad  hour  of  mine, 
Revenge  on  liim  tliat  made  me  stop  my  breath. 
My  stained  blood  to  Tarquin  I  '11  bequeath. 

Which  by  him  tainted  shall  for  him  be  spent, 

And  as  his  due  writ  in  my  testament. 

*  My  honour  I  '11  bequeath  unto  the  knife 
That  wounds  my  body  so  dishonoured. 
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'T  is  honour  to  deprive  dishonour'd  life ; 
The  one  will  live,  the  other  being  dead : 
So  of  shame's  aslies  shall  my  fame  be  bred ; 
For  in  my  death  I  murder  sliameful  scorn : 
My  shame  so  dead,  mine  lionour  is  new-bom. 

*  Dear  lord  of  that  dear  jewel  I  have  lost, 
What  loQjacy  sliall  I  bequeath  to  thee  ? 
My  resolution,  love,  shall  be  tliy  boast, 

By  whose  example  thou  revenged  maayst  be. 

How  Tarquin  must  be  used,  read  it  in  me : 
Myself,  thy  friend,  will  kill  myself,  thy  foe, 
And  for  my  sake  serve  thou  false  Tarquin  so. 

*  This  brief  abridgment  of  my  will  I  make : 
My  soul  and  body  to  tlie  skies  and  ground; 
My  resolution,  husband,  do  thou  take ; 

Mine  honour  be  the  knife's  that  makes  my  wound; 

My  shame  be  his  that  did  my  fame  confound ; 
And  all  my  fame  that  lives  disbursed  be 
To  those  that  live,  and  think  no  shame  of  me. 

'  Thou,  Collatine,  shalt  oversee  this  will: 

How  was  I  overseen  that  thou  shalt  see  it ! 

My  blood  shall  wash  the  slander  of  mine  ill ; 

My  life's  foul  deed,  my  life's  fair  end  shall  free  it. 

Faint  not,  faint  heart,  but  stoutly  say  "  So  be  it :  " 
Yield  to  my  hand ;  my  ha,nd  shall  conquer  thee : 
Thou  dead,  both  die,  and  both  shall  victors  be.' 

This  plot  of  death  when  sadly  she  had  laid. 
And  wiped  the  brinish  pearl  from  her  bright  eyes, 
With  untuned  tongue  she  hoarsely  calls  her  maid. 
Whose  swift  obedience  to  her  mistress  hies: 
For  Ileet-wing'd  duty  with  thouglit's  feathers  flies. 
Poor  Lucrece'  cheeks  unto  her  maid  seem  so 
As  winter  meads  when  sun  doth  melt  their  snow. 

Her  mistress  she  doth  give  demure  good-morrow, 

With  soft-slow  tongue,  true  mark  of  modesty, 

And  sorts  a  sad  look  to  her  lady's  sorrow, 

For  why  her  face  wore  sorrow's  livery ; 

But  durst  not  ask  of  her  audaciously 
Why  her  two  suns  were  cloud-eclipsed  so, 
Nor  why  her  fair  cheeks  over-vaish'd  with  woe. 

But  as  the  earth  doth  weep,  the  sun  being  set. 

Each  flower  m.oistcn'd  like  a  melting  eye ; 

Even  so  the  maid  with  swelling  drops  gan  wet 

Her  circled  eyne,  enforced  by  sympathy 

Of  those  fair  suns  set  in  her  mistress'  sky. 
Who  in  a  salt-waved  ocean  quencli  their  light, 
Which  makes  the  maid  weep  like  the  dev/y  night. 

A  pretty  while  these  pretty  creatures  stand, 
Like  ivory  conduits  coral  cisterns  filling : 
One  justly  weeps;  the  other  takes  in  hand 
No  cause,  but  company,  of  her  drops  spilling : 
Their  gentle  sex  to  weep  are  often  willing ; 
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Grieving  themselves  to  guess  at  others'  smarts, 

And  then  they  drown  their  eyes  or  break  their  hearts. 

Tor  men  have  marble,  women  waxen,  minds, 
And  therefore  are  they  form'd  as  marble  will : 
The  weak  oppress'd,  the  impression  of  strange  kinds 
Is  form'd  in  them  by  force,  by  fraud,  or  skill : 
Then  call  them  not  the  authors  of  tlieir  ill. 

No  more  than  wax  shall  be  accounted  evil 

Wherein  is  stamp'd  the  semblance  of  a  devil. 

Their  smoothness,  like  a  goodly  champaign  plain, 

Lays  open  all  the  little  worms  that  creep ; 

In  men,  as  in  a  rough-grown  grove,  remain 

Cave-keeping  evils  that  obscurely  sleep : 

Through  crystal  walls  each  little  mote  will  peep : 
Though  men  can  cover  crimes  with  bold  stern  looks, 
Poor  women's  faces  are  their  own  faults'  books. 

No  man  inveigh  against  the  v/ither'd  flower. 

But  chide  rough  winter  that  the  flower  hath  kill'd; 

Not  that  devour'd,  but  that  which  doth  devour, 

Is  w^orthy  blame.    O,  let  it  not  be  hild 

Poor  women's  faults,  that  tliey  are  so  fulfill 'd 
With  men's  abuses:  those  proud  lords,  to  blame, 
Make  weak -made  women  tenants  to  their  shame. 

The  precedent  whereof  in  Lucrece  view, 
Assail'd  by  niglit  with  circumstances  strong 
Of  x^resent  death,  and  shame  that  might  ensue 
By  that  her  death,  to  do  her  husband  wrong : 
Such  danger  to  resistance  did  belong. 

That  dying  fear  through  all  her  body  spread ; 

And  who  cannot  abuse  a  body  dead  ? 

By  tliis,  mild  patience  bid  fair  Lucrece  speak 

To  the  poor  counterfeit  of  her  complaining : 

'  My  girl,'  quoth  she,  '  on  wliat  occasion  break 

Those  tears  from  thee,  that  down  thy  cheeks  are  raining? 

If  tliou  dost  weep  for  grief  of  my  sustaining, 
Know,  gentle  wench,  it  small  avpals  my  mood : 
If  tears  could  help,  mine  own  would  do  me  good. 

'  But  tell  me,  girl,  when  went  '  —  and  there  she  stay'd 

Till  after  a  deep  groan  — '  Tarquin  from  hence  ? ' 

'  Madam,  ere  I  was  up,'  replied  the  maid, 

'The  more  to  blame  my  sluggard  negligence: 

Yet  with  the  fault  I  tlius  far  can  dispense ; 
Myself  was  stirring  ere  the  break  of  day,  ■ 

And,  ere  I  rose,  was  Tarquin  gone  away.  t 

'  But,  lady,  if  your  maid  may  be  so  bold. 

She  would  request  to  know  your  heaviness.' 

'  O,  peace ! '  quoth  Lucrece :  '  if  it  should  be  told, 

The  repetition  cannot  make  it  less ; 

Por  more  it  is  than  I  can  well  express : 
And  that  deep  torture  may  be  call'd  a  hell 
When  more  is  felt  than  one  hath  power  to  tell. 
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'  Go,  get  me  hither  paper,  ink,  and  pen : 
Yet  save  tliat  labour,  for  I  liave  them  here. 
What  should  I  say  ?    One  of  my  husband's  men 
Bid  thou  be  ready,  by  and  by,  to  bear 
A  letter  to  my  lord,  my  love,  my  dear: 

Bid  him  with  speed  prepare  to  carry  it ; 

The  cause  craves  haste,  and  it  will  soon  be  writ.' 

Her  maid  is  gone,  and  she  prepares  to  write. 

First  hovering  o'er  the  paper  with  her  quill : 

Conceit  and  grief  an  eager  combat  fight ; 

What  wit  sets  down  is  blotted  straight  with  will; 

This  is  too  curious-good,  this  blunt  and  ill: 
Much  like  a  press  of  people  at  a  door. 
Throng  her  inventions,  which  shall  go  before. 

At  last  she  thus  begins :  '  Thou  worthy  lord 

Of  that  unworthy  wife  that  greetetli  thee. 

Health  to  thy  person!  Next  vouchsafe  t'  afford  — 

If  ever,  love,  thy  lAicrece  tliou  wilt  see  — 

Some  ])resent  speed  to  come  and  visit  me. 
So,  I  commend  me  from  our  house  in  grief : 
My  woes  are  tedious,  though  my  words  are  brief.' 

Here  folds  she  up  the  tenour  of  her  woe, 

Her  certain  sorrow  writ  uncertainly. 

By  this  short  schedule  Collatine  may  know 

Her  grief,  but  not  her  grief 's  true  quality : 

She  dares  not  thereof  make  discovery, 
Lest  he  should  hold  it  her  own  gross  abuse, 
Ere  she  with  blood  had  stain'd  her  stain'd  excuse. 

Besides,  the  life  and  feeling  of  her  passion 
She  hoards,  to  spend  when  he  is  by  to  hear  her; 
When  sighs  and  groans  and  tears  may  grace  the  fashion 
Of  her  disgrace,  the  better  so  to  clear  her 
Prom  that  suspicion  which  the  world  might  bear  her. 
To  shun  this  blot,  she  would  not  blot  tlie  letter 
With  words,  till  action  might  become  them  better. 

To  see  sad  sights  moves  more  than  hear  them  told ; 

Eor  then  the  eye  interprets  to  the  ear 

The  heavy  motion  that  it  doth  behold, 

When  every  part  a  part  of  woe  doth  bear. 

'Tis  but  a  part  of  sorrow  that  we  hear: 
Deep  sounds  make  lesser  noise  than  shallow  fords, 
And  sorrow  ebbs,  being  blown  with  wind  of  words. 

Her  letter  now  is  seal'd,  and  on  it  writ 
'  At  Ardea  to  my  lord  with  more  than  haste.' 
The  post  attends,  and  she  delivers  it. 
Charging  the  sour-faced  groom  to  hie  as  fast 
As  lagging  fowls  before  the  r.orthern  blast : 

Speed  more  than  speed  but  dull  and  slow  she  deems : 

Extremity  still  urgeth  such  extremes. 

The  homely  villain  court 'sies  to  her  low; 
And,  blushing  on  her,  with  a  steadfast  eye 
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Receives  the  scroll  without  or  yea  or  no, 
And  forth  with  basliful  innocence  doth  hie. 
But  they  whose  guilt  within  tlieir  bosoms  lie 

Imagine  every  eye  beholds  their  blame; 

Eor  Lucrece  thought  he  blush 'd  to  see  her  shame : 

"When,  silly  groom !  God  wot,  it  was  defect 

Of  spirit,  life,  and  bold  audacity. 

Such  harmless  creatures  have  a  true  respect 

To  talk  in  deeds,  while  others  saucily 

Promise  more  speed,  but  do  it  leisurely: 
Even  so  this  pattern  of  the  worn-out  age 
Pawn'd  honest  looks,  but  laid  no  v/ords  to  gage. 

His  kindled  duty  kindled  her  mistrust, 
That  tv/o  red  fires  in  both  their  faces  blazed ; 
She  thought  he  blush 'd,  as  knowing  Tarquin's  lust, 
And,  blushing  with  him,  wistly  on  him  gazed ; 
Her  earnest  eye  did  make  him  more  amazed : 
The  more  she  saw  the  blood  his  cheeks  replenish, 
The  more  she  thought  he  spied  in  her  some  blemish. 

But  long  she  thinks  till  he  return  again. 
And  yet  the  duteous  vassal  scarce  is  gone. 
The  weary  time  she  cannot  entertain, 
Eor  now  't  is  stale  to  sigh,  to  vreep,  and  groan; 
So  woe  hath  wearied  woe,  moan  tired  moan. 
That  she  her  plaints  a  little  while  doth  stay, 
Pausing  for  means  to  mourn  some  newer  way. 

At  last  she  calls  to  mind  where  hangs  a  piece 
Of  skilful  painting,  made  for  Priam's  Troy ; 
Before  the  which  is  drawn  the  power  of  Greece, 
For  Helen's  rape  the  city  to  destroy. 
Threatening  cloud-kissing  Ilion  with  annoy; 
Which  the  conceited  painter  drew  so  proud, 
As  heaven,  it  seem'd,  to  kiss  the  turrets  bow'd. 

A  thousand  lamentable  objects  there. 
In  scorn  of  nature,  art  gave  lifeless  life: 
Many  a  dry  drop  seem'd  a  weeping  tear. 
Shed  for  the  slaughter'd  husband  by  the  wife : 
The  red  blood  reek'd,  to  show  the  painter's  strife; 
And  dying  eyes  gleam'd  forth  their  ashy  lights, 
Ijike  dying  coals  burnt  out  in  tedious  nights. 

There  might  you  see  the  labouring  pioner 
Begrimed  with  sweat,  and  smeared  all  with  dust; 
And  from  the  towers  of  Troy  there  would  appear 
The  very  eyes  of  men  through  loop-holes  thrust, 
Gazing  upon  the  Greeks  with  little  lust : 
Such  sweet  observance  in  this  work  was  had, 
That  one  might  see  those  far-off  eyes  look  sad. 

In  great  commanders  grace  and  majesty 

You  might  behold,  triumphing  in  their  faces; 

In  youth,  quick  bearing  and  dexterity; 

And  here  and  tliere  the  painter  interlaces 

Pale  cowards,  marching  on  with  trembling  paces ; 
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Which  heartless  peasants  did  so  well  resemble, 

That  one  would  swear  he  saw  them  quake  and  tremble. 

In  Ajax  and  Ulysses,  O,  what  art 

Of  physiognomy  miglit  one  behold  ! 

The  face  of  either  ciphered  cither's  heart ; 

Their  face  their  manners  most  expressly  told : 

In  Ajax'  eyes  blunt  rage  and  rigour  roll'd ; 
But  the  mild  glance  that  sly  Ulysses  lent 
Show'd  deep  regard  and  smiling  government. 

There  pleading  might  you  see  grave  Nestor  stand, 
As  't  were  encouraging  the  Greeks  to  fight ; 
Making  such  sober  action  with  his  hand, 
That  it  beguiled  attention,  cliarm'd  the  sight : 
In  speech,  it  seem'd,  his  beard,  all  silver  white, 
Wagg'd  up  and  down,  and  from  liis  lips  did  fly 
Thin  winding  breath,  which  purl'd  up  to  the  sky. 

About  him  were  a  press  of  gaping  faces, 
AVHiich  seem'd  to  swallow  up  his  sound  advice; 
All  jointly  listening,  but  with  several  graces, 
As  if  some  mermaid  did  their  ears  entice. 
Some  high,  some  low,  the  painter  was  so  nice ; 
The  scalps  of  many,  almost  hid  behind, 
To  jum.p  up  higher  seem'd,  to  mock  the  mind. 

Here  one  man's  hand  lean'd  on  anotlier's  head, 

His  nose  being  shadow'd  by  liis  neighbour's  ear; 

Here  one  being  throng'd  bears  back,  all  boll'n  and  red; 

Another  smother'd  seems  to  pelt  and  swear; 

And  in  their  rage  such  signs  of  rage  they  bear. 
As,  but  for  loss  of  Nestor's  golden  words, 
It  seem'd  they  would  debate  with  angry  swords. 

For  much  imaginary  work  was  there; 
Conceit  deceitful,  so  compact,  so  kind, 
That  for  Achilles'  image  stood  his  spear, 
Griped  in  an  armed  hand ;  himself,  behind, 
Was  left  unseen,  save  to  the  eye  of  mind: 

A  hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  a  leg,  a  head, 

Stood  for  the  whole  to  be  imagined. 

And  from  the  walls  of  strong-besieged  Troy 
When  their  brave  liope,  bold  Hector,  march 'd  to  field, 
Stood  many  Trojan  mothers,  sliariug  joy 
To  see  their  youthful  sons  bright  weapons  wield ; 
And  to  their  hope  they  sucli  odd  action  yield. 
That  through  their  light  joy  seem.ed  to  appear. 
Like  bright  things  stain'd,  a  kind  of  heavy  fear. 

And  from  the  strand  of  Dardan,  where  they  fought, 

To  Simois'  reedy  banks  the  red  blood  ran, 

AVliose  waves  to  imitate  the  battle  sought 

With  swelling  ridges;  and  their  ranks  began 

To  break  upon  the  galled  shore,  and  than 
Retire  again,  till,  meeting  greater  ranks. 
They  join  and  shoot  their  foam  at  Simois'  banks. 

Vol.  VIII.— 21 
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To  this  well-painted  piece  is  Lucrece  come, 
To  find  a  face  where  ail  distress  is  stelPd. 
Many  she  sees  where  cares  have  carved  some, 
But  none  where  all  distress  and  dolour  dwell'd, 
Till  she  desi)airing  Hecuba  beheld, 
Staring  on  Priam's  wounds  with  her  old  ej-es. 
Which  bleeding  under  Pyrrhiis'  proud  foot  lies. 

In  her  the  painter  had  anatomized 
Time's  ruin,  beauty's  wreck,  and  grim  care's  reign: 
Her  cheeks  with  chaps  and  wrinkles  were  disguised ; 
Of  what  slie  was  no  semblance  did  remain  : 
Her  blue  blood  changed  to  black  in  every  vein, 
Wanting  the  spring  that  those  shrunk  pipes  had  fed, 
Show'd  life  imprison'd  in  a  body  dead. 

On  this  sad  shadow  Lucrece  spends  her  eyes. 
And  shapes  her  sorrow  to  the  beldam's  woes, 
Who  nothing  wants  to  answer  her  but  cries. 
And  bitter  words  to  ban  lier  cruel  foes : 
The  painter  was  no  god  to  lend  her  those; 
And  therefore  Lucrece  swears  he  did  her  wrong, 
To  give  her  so  mucli  grief  and  not  a  tongue. 

'  Poor  instrument,'  quotli  she,  '  without  a  sound, 
I  '11  time  thy  woes  with  my  lamenting  tongue; 
And  drop  sweet  balm  in  Priam's  painted  wound. 
And  rail  on  Pyrrhus  that  hatli  done  liim  wrong; 
And  with  my  tears  quench  Troy  tliat  burns  so  long ; 
And  vvith  my  knife  scratch  out  the  angry  eyes 
Of  all  the  Greeks  that  are  thine  enemies. 

'  Show  me  the  strumpet  that  began  this  stir. 
That  with  my  nails  her  beauty  I  may  tear. 
Thy  lieat  of  lust,  fond  Paris,  did  incur 
This  load  of  wrath  that  burning  Troy  doth  bear: 
Tliy  eye  kindled  the  fire  that  burnetii  here; 
And  here  in  Troy,  for  trespass  of  thine  eye, 
The  sire,  the  son,  the  dame,  and  daughter  die. 

'  Why  should  the  private  pleasure  of  some  one 
Become  the  public  plague  of  many  moe  ? 
Let  sin,  alone  committed,  light  alone 
Upon  his  liead  that  hath  transgressed  so ; 
Let  guiltless  souls  be  freed  from  guilty  woe : 

Por  one's  offence  why  should  so  many  fall, 

To  plague  a  private  sin  in  general  ? 

*  Lo,  here  weeps  Hecuba,  here  Priam  dies, 
Here  manly  Hector  faints,  here  Troilus  swounds. 
Here  friend  by  friend  in  bloody  chaimel  lies, 
And  friend  to  friend  gives  unadvised  wounds. 
And  one  man's  lust  these  many  lives  confounds : 
Had  doting  Priam  check 'd  his  son's  desire, 
Troy  had  been  bright  with  fame  and  not  with  fire.' 

Here  feelingly  she  weeps  Troy's  painted  woes 
Por  sorrow,  like  a  heavy-hanging  bell. 
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Once  set  on  ringing,  with  his  own  weight  goes; 
Then  little  strength  rings  ont  the  doleful  knell: 
So  Lucrece,  set  a-work,  sad  tales  doth  tell 

To  pencill'd  pensivencss  and  colonr'd  sorrow; 

She  lends  them  words,  and  she  their  looks  doth  borrow. 

She  throws  lier  eyes  about  the  painting  round, 
And  whom  she  tinds  forlorn  slie  doth  lament. 
At  last  she  sees  a  wretched  image  bound, 
That  piteous  looks  to  Phrygian  sheplierds  lent: 
His  face,  though  full  of  cares,  yet  show'd  content; 
Onward  to  Troy  with  the  blunt  swains  he  goes, 
So  mild,  that  Patience  seem'd  to  scorn  his'woes. 

In  him  the  painter  laboured  with  his  skill 
To  hide  deceit,  and  give  the  harmless  show 
An  humble  gait,  calm  looks,  eyes  wailing  still, 
A  brow  unbent,  that  seem'd  to  welcome  woe; 
Cheeks  neither  red  nor  pale,  but  mingled  so 
That  blushing  red  no  guilty  instance  gave, 
Nor  ashy  pale  the  fear  that  false  hearts  have. 

But,  like  a  constant  and  confirmed  devil. 

He  entertained  a  show  so  seeming  just. 

And  therein  so  ensconced  his  secret  evil. 

That  jealousy  itself  could  not  mistrust 

False-creeping  craft  and  perjury  should  thrust 
Into  so  bright  a  day  such  black-faced  storms. 
Or  blot  with  hell-born  sin  such  saint-like  forms. 

The  well-skill'd  workman  this  mild  image  drew 
For  perjured  Sinon,  wliose  enclianting  story 
The  credulous  old  Priam  after  slew; 
Whose  words  like  wildMre  burnt  the  shining  glory 
Of  rich-built  Ilion,  that  tlie  skies  were  sorry, 
And  little  stars  shot  fromi  tlieir  fixed  places. 
When  their  glass  fell  wherein  they  view'd  their  faces. 

This  picture  she  advisedly  perused. 
And  chid  the  painter  for  liis  wondrous  skill, 
Saying,  some  shape  in  Sinon 's  was  abused ; 
So  fair  a  form  lodged  not  a  mind  so  ill : 
And  still  on  him  she  gazed;  and  gazing  still, 
Such  signs  of  truth  in  his  plainface  she  spied, 
That  she  concludes  the  picture  was  belied. 

'  It  cannot  be,'  quoth  she,  'that  so  much  guile '— 
She  would  have  said  '  can  lurk  in  such  a  look ; ' 
But  Tarquin's  shape  came  in  her  mind  the  while. 
And  from  her  tongue  '  can  lurk '  from  '  cannot '  took: 
'  It  cannot  be  '  she  in  that  sense  forsook, 
And  turn'd  it  thus,  'It  cannot  be,  I  find, 
But  such  a  face  should  bear  a  wicked  mind : 

*  For  even  as  subtle  Sinon  here  is  painted, 
So  sober-sad,  so  weary,  and  so  mild, 
As  if  with  grief  or  travail  he  had  fainted, 
To  me  came  Tarquin  armed ;  so  beguiled 
With  outward  honesty,  but  yet  defiled 
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With  inward  vice :  as  Priam  liim  did  cherish, 
So  did  I  Tarquin  ;  so  my  Troy  did  perish. 

*  Look,  look,  how  listening  Priam  wets  his  eyes, 
To  see  those  borrow'd  tears  that  Sinon  sheds ! 
Priam,  why  art  thou  old  and  yet  not  wise  ? 
For  every  tear  he  fails  a  Trojan  bleeds : 
His  eye  drops  fire,  no  water  ti.ence  proceeds; 
Those  round  clear  pearls  of  his,  that  move  thy  pity, 
Are  balls  of  quenchless  fire  to  burn  thy  city* 

'  Such  devils  steal  effects  from  lightless  hell ; 
For  Sinon  in  his  fire  doth  quake  with  cold. 
And  in  that  cold  hot-burning  fire  doth  dwell; 
These  contraries  such  miity  do  hold. 
Only  to  Hatter  fools  and  make  them  bold: 
So  Priam's  trust  false  Sinon's  tears  doth  flatter, 
That  he  finds  means  to  burn  his  Troy  with  water.' 

Here,  all  enraged,  such  passion  her  assails. 
That  patience  is  quite  beaten  from  lu^r  breast. 
She  tears  the  senseless  Sinon  with  her  nails, 
Comparing  him  to  that  unhappy  guest 
Whose  deed  hath  made  herself  herself  detest: 

At  last  she  smilingly  Avith  this  gives  o'er; 

'  Fool,  fool  I '  quoth  she,  '  his  wounds  will  not  be  sore.' 

Thus  ebbs  and  flows  the  current  of  her  sorrow, 
And  time  doth  weary  time  with  her  complaining. 
She  looks  for  night,  and  llien  she  longs  for  morrow, 
And  both  she  thinks  too  long  with  her  remaaining: 
Short  time  seems  long  in  sorrov/'s  sharp  sustaining: 

Though  woe  be  heavy,  yet  it  seldomi  sleeps; 

And  they  that  watch  see  time  how  slow  it  creeps. 

Which  all  this  lime  hath  overslipp'd  her  thought, 

That  she  with  painted  images  hath  spent; 

Being  from  the  feeling  of  her  own  grief  brought 

By  deep  surmise  of  others'  detrim.ent ; 

Losing  her  woes  in  shows  of  discontent. 
It  easeth  some,  though  none  it  ever  cured. 
To  think  their  dolour  others  have  endured. 

But  now  the  mindful  m.essenger,  come  back, 
Brii^gs  home  his  lord  and  other  company; 
Wlio'finds  his  Lucrece  clad  in  mourning  black: 
And  round  about  her  tear-distained  eye 
Blue  circles  stream 'd,  like  rainbows  in  the  sky: 
These  water-galls  in  her  dim  element 
Foretell  new  storms  to  those  already  spent. 

Which  when  lier  sad-beholding  husband  saw, 
Amazedly  in  her  sad  face  he  stares : 
Her  eyes,  though  sod  in  tears,  look'd  red  and  raw, 
Her  lively  colour  kill'd  with  deadly  cares. 
He  hath  no  power  to  ask  her  how  she  fares : 
Both  stood,  like  old  acquaintance  in  a  trance. 
Met  far  from  home,  wondering  each  other's  chance. 
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At  last  be  takes  lier  by  the  bloodless  hand, 
And  thus  begins :  '  What  uncouth  ill  event 
Hath  thee  befalPn,  that  tliou  dost  trembling  stand? 
Sweet  love,  wliat  spite  liath  th.y  fair  colour  spent? 
Why  art  thou  thus  attired  in  discontent  ? 
Unmask,  dear  dear,  this  moody  heaviness, 
And  tell  thy  grief,  that  we  may  give  redress.' 

Three  times  with  sighs  she  gives  her  sorrow  fire, 

Ere  once  she  can  discharge  one  word  of  woe ; 

At  length  address'u  to  answer  his  desire, 

She  modestly  prepares  to  let  them  know 

Her  honour  is  ta'en  prisoner  by  the  foe; 
While  Collatine  and  his  consorted  lords 
With  sad  attention  long  to  hear  her  words. 

And  now  this  pale  swan  in  her  w^atery  nest 
Begins  the  sad  dirge  of  her  certain  ending; 
'  Few  words,'  quoth  she,  '  shall  fit  the  trespass  best, 
Where  no  excuse  can  give  the  fault  amending : 
In  me  moe  woes  than  words  are  now  depending ; 
And  my  laments  would  be  drawn  out  too  long, 
To  tell  them  all  w^th  one  poor  tired  tongue. 

*  Then  be  this  all  the  task  it  hath  to  say : 
Dear  husband,  in  the  interest  of  tliy  bed 
A  stranger  can.ie,  and  on  that  pillow  lay 
Where  thou  wast  Vv^ont  to  rest  thy  weary  head; 
And  what  Vv^rong  else  may  be  imagined 

By  foul  enforcem.ent  might  be  done  to  me, 
From  that,  alas,  thy  Lucrece  is  not  free. 

*ror  in  the  dreadful  dead  of  dark  midnight, 
With  shining  faicliion  in  my  chamber  came 
A  creeping  creature,  with  a  flaming  light, 
And  softly  cried  ''Awake,  tliou  Roman  dame. 
And  entertain  my  love  ;  else  lasting  sliame 

On  thee  and  thine  this  night  I  will  inliict. 

If  thou  my  love's  desire  do  contradict. 

*  "For  som.e  hard-favour'd  groom  of  thine,"  quoth  he, 
*'  Unless  thou  yoke  thy  liking  to  my  aa^II, 

I  '11  murder  straight,  and  then  I  '11  slaughter  thee 
And  swTar  I  found  you  where  you  did  fulfil 
The  loathsome  act  of  lust,  and  so  did  kill 

The  lechers  in  their  deed  :  this  act  will  be 

My  fame  and  thy  perpetual  infamy." 

*  With  this,  I  did  begin  to  start  and  cry ; 
And  then  against  my  heart  he  sets  his  sword, 
Sw^earing,  unless  I  took  all  patiently, 

I  should  not  live  to  speak  another  word ; 

So  should  my  shame  still  rest  upon  record, 
And  never  be  forgot  in  mighty  Home, 
Th'  adulterate  death  of  Lucrece  and  her  groom. 

*Mine  enemy  was  strong,  my  poor  self  w^eak, 
And  far  the  weaker  with  so  strong  a  fear : 
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My  bloody  judge  forbade  my  tongue  to  speak  • 
No  rightful  plea  might  plead  for  justice  there: 
His  scarlet  lust  came  evidence  to  swear 

That  my  poor  beauty  had  purloin'd  his  eyes; 

And  when  the  judge  is  robb'd  the  prisoner  dies. 

' O,  teach  me  how  to  make  mine  own  excuse! 

Or  at  the  least  this  refuge  let  me  find; 

Though  my  gross  blood  be  stain 'd  with  this  abuse, 

Immaculate  and  spotless  is  my  mind ; 

That  was  not  forced  ;  that  never  was  inclined 

To  accessary  yieldings,  but  still  pure 

Doth  in  her  pbison'd  closet  yet  endure.' 

Lo,  here,  the  hopeless  merchant  of  this  loss, 
With  head  declined,  and  voice  damm'd  up  with  woe, 
"With  sad  set  eyes,  and  wretched  arms  across, 
Trom  lips  new-waxen  pale  begins  to  blow 
The  grief  away  that  stops  his  answer  so : 

But,  WTetched  as  he  is,  he  strives  in  vain; 

What  he  breathes  out  his  breath  drinks  up  again. 

As  through  an  arch  the  violent  roaring  tide 
Outruns  the  eye  that  doth  behold  liis  haste, 
Yet  in  the  eddy  boundeth  in  his  pride 
Back  to  the  strait  tliat  forced  him  on  so  fast; 
In  rage  sent  out,  recalPd  in  rage,  being  past : 
Even  so  his  siglis,  his  sorrows,  make  a  saw, 
To  push  grief  on,  and  back  the  same  grief  draw. 

Which  speechless  woe  of  his  poor  she  attendeth, 
And  his  untimely  frenzy  tlms  awaketh : 

*  Dear  lord,  thy  sorrow  to  my  sorrow  lendeth 
Another  i)Ower;  no  flood  by  raining  slaketh. 
My  woe  too  sensible  thy  passion  maketli 

More  feeling-painful :  let  it  then  suffice 

To  drown  one  woe,  one  pair  of  Vv'eeping  eyes. 

'And  for  my  sake,  when  I  might  charm  thee  so 
For  slie  that  was  thy  Lucrece,  now  attend  me : 
Be  suddenly  revenged  on  my  foe, 
Tliine,  mine,  his  own  :  suppose  thou  dost  defend  me 
From  what  is  past :  the  lielp  that  thou  shalt  lend  me 

Comes  all  too  late,  yet  let  the  traitor  die ; 

For  sparing  justice  feeds  iniquity. 

'  But  ere  I  name  him,  you  fair  lords,' quoth  she. 
Speaking  to  those  that  came  with  Collatine, 

*  Shall  plight  your  honourable  faiths  to  me. 
With  svv^ift  pursuit  to  venge  this  wrong  of  mine ; 
For  't  is  a  meritorious  fair  design 

To  chase  injustice  with  revengeful  arms : 

Knights,  by  their  oaths,  should  right  poor  ladies'  harms.' 

At  this  request,  with  noble  disposition 
Each  present  lord  began  to  promise  aid, 
As  bound  in  kniglithood  to  her  imposition, 
I^onging  to  hear  the  hateful  foe  bewray 'd. 
But  she,  that  yet  her  sad  task  hath  not  said, 
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Tlie  protestation  stops.    '  O,  speak,'  quoth  she, 
*  How  may  this  forced  stain  be  wiped  from  me  ? 

'  What  is  the  quality  of  mine  offence, 

Being  constrained  with  dreadful  circumstance  ? 

May  my  pure  mind  with  the  foul  act  dispense, 

My  low-declined  honour  to  advance? 

May  any  terms  acquit  me  from  this  chance  ? 

The  poison 'd  fountain  clears  itself  again; 

And  why  not  I  from  this  compelled  stain  V 

With  this,  they  all  at  once  began  to  say. 
Her  body's  stain  her  mind  untainted  clears; 
While  with  a  joyless  smile  she  turns  away 
The  face,  that  map  which  deep  impression  bears 
Of  hard  misfortune,  carved  in  it  with  tears. 
'  No,  no,'  quoth  she,  'no  dame,  liereafter  living, 
By  my  excuse  shall  claim  excuse's  giving.' 

Here  with  a  sigh,  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 
She  throws  forth  Tarquin's  name:  '  lie,  he,'  she  says, 
But  more  than  '  he '  her  poor  tongue  could  not  speak ; 
Till  after  many  accents  and  delays. 
Untimely  breathings,  sick  and  short  assays, 
She  utters  this, '  He,  he,  fair  lords,  't  is  lie. 
That  guides  this  hand  to  give  this  wound  to  me.' 

Even  here  she  sheathed  in  her  harmless  breast 
A  harmful  knife,  that  thence  her  soul  unsheathed: 
That  blow  did  bail  it  from  the  deep  unrest 
Of  that  polluted  prison  where  it  breathed : 
Her  contrite  sighs  unto  the  clouds  bequeath'd 
Her  winged  sprite,  and  through  her  wounds  doth  fly 
Life's  lasting  date  from  cancell'd  destiny. 

Stone-still,  astonisli'd  with  this  deadly  deed, 

Stood  Collatine  and  all  his  lordly  crew ; 

Till  Lucrece'  father,  that  beholds  her  bleed, 

Himself  on  her  self -slaughtered  body  threw ; 

And  from  the  puri)le  fountain  Brutus  drew 
The  murderous  knife,  and,  as  it  left  the  place, 
Her  blood,  in  poor  revenge,  held  it  in  chase; 

And  bubbling  from  her  breast,  it  doth  divide 

In  two  slow  rivers,  that  the  crimson  blood 

Circles  her  body  in  on  every  side. 

Who,  like  a  late-sack'd  island,  vastly  stood 

Bare  and  unpeopled  in  tliis  fearful  flood. 
Some  of  her  blood  still  pure  and  red  rem.ain'd. 
And  some  look'd  black,  and  that  false  Tarquin  stain 'd. 

About  the  mourning  and  congealed  face 
Of  that  black  blood  a  watery  rigol  goes. 
Which  seems  to  weep  upon  the  tainted  place : 
And  ever  since,  as  pitying  Lucrece'  woes, 
.Corrupted  blood  some  watery  token  sliows; 

And  blood  untainted  still  doth  red  abide, 

Blushing  at  that  v/hich  is  so  putrifled. 
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*  Daughter,  dear  daughter,'  old  Lucretius  cries, 

'  That  life  was  mine  which  thou  hast  here  deprived. 

If  in  the  child  the  father's  image  lies. 

Where  shall  I  live  now  Lucrece  is  unlived  ? 

Thou  wast  not  to  this  end  from  me  derived. 
If  children  pre-decease  progenitors, 
We  are  their  offspring,  and  they  none  of  ours. 

'  Poor  broken  glass,  I  often  did  behold 
In  thy  sweet  semblance  my  old  age  new  born; 
But  now  that  fresli  fair  mirror,  dim  and  old. 
Shows  me  a  bare-boned  death  by  time  outworn : 
O,  from  thy  cheeks  my  image  thou  hast  torn, 
And  shiver'd  all  the  beauty  of  my  glass, 
That  I  no  more  can  see  wliat  once  1  was ! 

*  O  time,  cease  thou  thy  course  and  last  no  longer, 
If  they  surcease  to  be  that  should  survive. 

Shall  rotten  death  make  conquest  of  the  stronger 
And  leave  the  faltering  feeble  souls  alive  ? 
The  old  bees  die,  the  young  possess  their  hive: 
Then  live,  sweet  Lucrece,  live  again  and  see 
Thy  father  die,  and  not  thy  lather  tiiee ! ' 

By  this,  starts  Collatine  as  from  a  dream, 
And  bids  Lucretius  give  his  sorrow  place ; 
And  then  in  key-cold  Lucrece'  bleeding  stream 
He  falls,  and  bathes  the  pale  fear  in  his  face, 
And  counterfeits  to  die  with  her  a  space ; 
Till  manly  sliame  bids  him  possess  his  l)reath 
And  live  to  be  revenged  on  her  death. 

The  deep  vexation  of  his  inv^ard  soul 
Ilath  served  a  dumb  arrest  upon  his  tongue; 
Who,  mad  that  sorrow  should  his  use  control, 
Or  keep  him  from  heart-easing  words  so  long, 
Begins  to  talk;  but  through  his  lips  do  throng 
Weak  words,  so  thick  come  in  his  poor  heart's  aid. 
That  no  man  could  distinguish  what  he  said. 

Yet  sometime  '  Tarquin '  was  pronounced  plain, 
But  through  his  teeth,  as  if  the  name  he  tore. 
This  windy  tempest,  till  it  blow  up  rain. 
Held  back  his  sorrow's  tide,  to  make  it  more; 
At  last  it  rains,  and  busy  winds  give  o'er: 
Then  son  and  father  weep  Avith  equal  strife 
Who  should  weep  most,  for  daughter  or  for  wife. 

The  one  doth  call  her  his,  the  other  his. 
Yet  neither  may  possess  the  claim  they  lay. 
The  father  says' '  She  's  mine.'    '  O,  mine  she  is,' 
Replies  her  husband  :  '  do  not  take  away 
My  sorrow's  interest;  let  no  mourner  say 
lie  weeps  for  her,  for  she  was  only  mine. 
And  only  must  be  wail'd  by  Collatine.' 

*  O,'  quoth  Lucretius,  'I  did  give  that  life 
Which  she  too  early  and  too  late  hath  spill 'd.' 
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'  Woe,  woe,'  quoth  Collatine, '  she  was  my  wife, 
I  owed  her,  and  't  is  mine  that  she  hath  kilPd.' 
'  My  daughter '  and  '  my  Avife '  with  clamours  filPd 
Tlie  dispersed  air,  wlio,  holding  Lucrece'  life, 
Answer'd  their  cries,  '  my  daughter  '  and  '  my  wife.' 

Brutus,  who  pluck'd  the  knife  from  Lucrece-  side, 

Seeing  sucli  emulation  in  their  woe, 

I^egan  to  clothe  his  wit  in  state  and  pride. 

Burying  in  Lucrece'  Avound  his  folly's  show. 

He  with  tlie  llomnns  was  esteemed  so 
As  silly-jeering  idiots  are  with  kings, 
For  sportive  words  and  uttering  foolish  things : 

But  now  lie  throws  that  shallow  habit  by, 
AVherein  deep  policy  did  liim  disguise; 
And  arm'd  his  long-hid  wits  advisedly, 
To  check  the  tears  in  Collatinus'  eyes. 

*  Thou  wronged  lord  of  Rome,'  quoth  he, '  arise : 

Let  my  unsounded  self,  supposed  a  fool. 
Now  set  thy  long-experienced  wit  to  school. 

*  Why,  Collatine,  is  woe  the  cure  for  woe  ? 

Do  wounds  help  wounds,  or  grief  help  grievous  deeds? 

Is  it  revenge  to  give  thyself  a  blow 

For  his  foul  act  by  whom  thy  fair  wife  bleeds  ? 

Sucli  cliildish  humour  from  weak  minds  proceeds: 
Tliy  wretched  wife  mistook  the  matter  so, 
To  slay  herself,  that  should  have  slain  her  foe. 

*  Courageous  Roman,  do  not  steep  thy  heart 
In  such  relenting  dew  of  lamentations ; 

But  kneel  with  me  and  help  to  bear  thy  part. 

To  rouse  our  Roman  gods  with  invocations. 

That  they  will  suffer  these  abominations. 
Since  Rome  lierself  in  them  doth  stand  disgraced, 
By  our  strong  arms  from  forth  her  fair  streets  chased. 

'Now,  by  the  Capitol  that  we  adore. 
And  by  tliis  chaste  blood  so  unjustly  stain'd, 
By  heaven's  fair  sun  that  breeds  the  fat  earth's  store. 
By  all  our  country  rights  in  Rome  maintain'd. 
And  by  chaste  Lucrece'  soul  that  late  complain'd 
Her  wrongs  to  us,  and  by  this  bloody  knife, 
We  will  revenge  the  death  of  this  true  wife.' 

This  said,  he  struck  his  hand  upon  his  breast. 
And  kiss'd  the  fatal  knife,  to  end  his  vow; 
And  to  his  protestation  urged  the  rest. 
Who,  wondering  at  him,  did  his  words  allow: 
Then  jointly  to  the  ground  their  knees  they  bow; 
And  that  deep  vow,  which  Brutus  made  before. 
He  doth  again  repeat,  and  that  they  swore. 

When  they  had  sworn  to  this  advised  doom, 
They  did  conclude  to  bear  dead  Lucrece  thence; 
To  sliow  her  bleeding  body  thorough  Rome, 
And  so  to  publish  Tarquin's  foul  offence: 
Which  being  done  with  speedy  diligence, 

The  Romans  plausibly  did  give  consent 

To  Tarquin's  everlasting  banishment. 
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I. 

From  fairest  creatures  \\e  desire  increase, 
That  thereby  beauty's  rose  miglit  never  die, 
But  as  the  riper  should  by  time  decease, 
His  tender  heir  might  bear  his  memory: 
But  thou,  contracted  to  thine  own  brig) it  eyes, 
Feed'st  thy  light's  llame  with  self -substantial  fuel, 
Making  a  famine  where  abundance  lies, 
Thyself  thy  foe,  to  thy  sweet  self  too  cruel. 
Thou  that  art  now  the  world's  fresh  ornament 
And  only  herald  to  the  gaudy  spring, 
Within  thine  own  bud  buriest  thy  content 
And,  tender  churl,  makest  waste  in  niggarding. 
Pity  the  world,  or  else  this  glutton  be. 
To  eat  the  world's  due,  by  the  grave  and  thee. 

n. 

When  forty  winters  sliall  besiege  thy  brow, 
And  dig  deep  trenches  in  thy  beauty's  field, 
Thy  youth's  proud  livery,  so  gazed  on  now. 
Will  be  a  tatter 'd  weed,  of  small  worth  held: 
Then  being  ask'd  where  all  thy  beauty  lies, 
Where  all  the  treasure  of  thy  lusty  days. 
To  say,  within  thine  own  deep-sunken  eyes. 
Were  an  all-eating  shame  and  thriftless  praise. 
How  much  more  praise  deserved  thy  beauty's  use. 
If  thou  couldst  answer  '  This  fair  child  of  mine 
Shall  sum  my  count  and  make  my  old  excuse,' 
Proving  his  ijeauty  by  succession  thine ! 
This  were  to  be  new  made  wlien  thou  art  old. 
And  see  thy  blood  warm  when  thou  feel'st  it  cold. 

III. 

Look  in  thy  glass,  and  tell  the  face  thou  viewest 
Now  is  the  time  that  face  should  form  another; 
Whose  fresh  repair  if  now  thou  not  renewest, 
Thou  dost  beguile  the  world,  unbless  some  mother, 
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For  where  is  she  so  fair  whose  unear'd  womb 

Disdains  tlie  tillage  of  thy  husbandry  ? 

Or  who  is  he  so  fond  will  be  the  tomb 

Of  his  self-love,  to  stop  posterity  ? 

Thou  art  thy  mother's  glass,  and  she  in  thee 

Calls  back  the  lovely  April  of  her  prime : 

So  thou  through  windov/s  of  thine  age  shalt  see 

Despite  of  wrinkles  this  thy  golden  time. 
But  if  thou  live,  remember 'd  not  to  be, 
Die  single,  and  thine  image  dies  with  thee. 

IV. 

Unthrifty  loveliness,  why  dost  thou  spend 
Upon  thyself  thy  beauty's  legacy  ? 
Nature's  bequest  gives  nothing  but  doth  lend, 
And  being  frank  slie  lends  to  those  are  free. 
Then,  beauteous  niggard,  why  dost  thou  abuse 
The  bounteous  largess  given  thee  to  give  ? 
Profitless  usurer,  why  dost  thou  use 
So  great  a  sum  of  sums,  yet  canst  not  live? 
For  having  traffic  with  thyself  alone. 
Thou  of  thyself  thy  sweet  self  dost  deceive. 
Then  how,  wlien  nature  calls  thee  to  be  gone, 
What  acceptable  audit  canst  thou  leave  ? 

Thy  unused  beauty  must  be  tomb'd  with  thee, 

Which,  used,  lives  th'  executor  to  be. 

V. 

Those  hours,  that  with  gentle  work  did  frame 

The  lovely  gaze  where  every  eye  doth  dwell, 

Will  play  the  tyrants  to  the  very  same 

And  that  unfair  which  fairly  doth  excel; 

For  never-resting  time  leads  summer  on 

To  hideous  winter  and  confounds  him  there ; 

Sap  check'd  with  frost  and  lusty  leaves  quite  gone, 

Beauty  o'ersnow'd  and  bareness  every  wliere: 

Then,  were  not  summer's  distillation  left, 

A  liquid  prisoner  pent  in  walls  of  glass, 

Beauty's  effect  with  beauty  were  bereft, 

Nor  it  nor  no  remembrance  what  it  was : 
But  flowers  distill'd,  though  they  with  winter  meet, 
Leese  but  their  show ;  their  substance  still  lives  sweet. 

VI. 

Then  let  not  winter's  ragged  hand  deface 

In  thee  thy  summer,  ere  thou  be  distill'd : 

Make  sweet  some  vial ;  treasure  thou  some  place 

AVitli  beauty's  treasure,  ere  it  be  self-kill'd. 

That  use  is  not  forbidden  usury 

Which  happies  those  that  pay  the  willing  loan ; 

That 's  for  thyself  to  breed  another  thee, 

Or  ten  times  happier,  be  it  ten  for  one ; 

Ten  times  thyself  were  happier  than  thou  art. 

If  ten  of  thine  ten  times  refigured  thee : 

Then  v/hat  could  death  do,  if  thou  shouldst  depart, 

Leaving  thee  living  in  posterity  ? 
Be  not  self-will'd,  for  thou  art  much  too  fair 
To  be  death's  conquest  and  make  worms  thine  heir. 
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YII. 

Lo !  in  the  orient  when  the  gracious  light 
Lifts  up  his  burning  head,  each  under  eye 
Doth  liomage  to  his  new-appearing  sight, 
Serving  with  loolvs  his  sacred  majesty; 
And  having  climb'd  the  steep-up  heavenly  hill, 
Resembling  strong  youth  in  liis  middle  age, 
Yet  mortal  looks  adore  his  beauty  still, 
Attending  on  his  golden  pilgrimage ; 
But  when  from  highmost  pitch,  with  weary  car, 
Like  feeble  age,  he  reeleth  from  the  day, 
The  eyes,  'fore  duteous,  now  converted  are 
From  his  low  tract  and  look  another  way : 
So  thou,  thyself  out-going  in  thy  noon, 
Unlook'd  on  diest,  unless  thou  get  a  son. 

VITI. 

Music  to  hear,  why  hear'st  thou  music  sadly  ? 
Sweets  with  sweets  war  not,  joy  delights  in  joy. 
Why  lovest  thou  that  which  ithou  receivest  not  gladly, 
Or  else  receivest  with  pleasure  thine  annoy? 
If  the  true  concord  of  well-tuned  sounds, 
By  unions  married,  do  offend  thine  ear, 
They  do  but  sweetly  cliide  thee,  who  confounds 
In  singleness  the  parts  that  thou  shouldst  bear. 
Mark  how  one  string,  sweet  husband  to  another, 
Strikes  each  in  each  by  mutual  ordering, 
llesembling  sire  and  child  and  hap])y  mother 
Who  all  in  one,  one  pleasing  note  do  sing: 
Whose  speechless  song,  being  many,  seeming  one. 
Sings  this  to  thee :  '  thou  single  wilt  prove  none.' 

IX. 

Is  it  for  fear  to  wet  a  widow's  eye 
That  thou  consumest  thyself  in  single  life  ? 
Ah!  if  thou  issueless  shall  hap  to  die. 
The  world  will  wail  thee,  like  a  makeless  wife; 
The  world  will  be  thy  widow  and  still  vreep 
That  thou  no  form  of  thee  hast  left  behind. 
When  every  private  widow  well  may  keep 
By  children's  eyes  her  husband's  shape  in  mind. 
Look,  what  an  unthrift  in  the  world  doth  spend 
Shifts  but  his  place,  for  still  the  world  enjoys  it; 
But  beauty's  waste  hath  in  the  world  an  end. 
And  kept  unused,  the  user  so  destroj^s  it. 
No  love  toward  others  in  that  bosom  sits 
That  on  himself  such  murderous  shame  commits. 

X. 

For  shame !  deny  that  thou  bear'st  love  to  any, 

Who  for  thyself  art  so  unprovident. 

Grant,  if  thou  wilt,  thou  art  beloved  of  many. 

But  that  thou  none  lovest  is  most  evident ; 

For  thou  art  so  possess'd  with  murderous  hate 

That  'gainst  thyself  thou  stick'st  not  to  conspire. 

Seeking  that  beauteous  roof  to  ruinate 

Which  to  repair  should  be  thy  chief  desire. 

O,  change  thy  thought,  that  I  may  change  my  mind  I 

Shall  hate  be  fairer  lodged  than  gentle  love  ? 
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Be,  as  thy  presence  is,  gracious  and  kind, 
Or  to  thyself  at  least  kind-hearted  prove : 

Make  thee  another  self,  for  love  of  me. 

That  beauty  still  may  live  in  thine  or  thee. 

XI. 

As  fast  as  thou  shalt  wane,  so  fast  thou  growest 
In  one  of  thine,  from  tliat  wliich  thou  departest; 
And  that  fresli  blood  which  youngly  thou  bestowest 
Thou  mayst  call  thine  v>'hen  thou  from  youth  convertest. 
Herein  lives  v/isdom,  beauty  and  increase; 
Without  this,  folly,  age  and  cold  decay  : 
If  all  vrere  minded  so,  the  times  sliould  cease 
And  threescore  year  would  make  the  world  away. 
Let  those  whom  Nature  hath  not  made  for  store, 
Harsh  featureless  and  rude,  barrenly  perish : 
Look,  whom  she  best  endow'd  she  gave  the  more; 
Which  bounteous  gift  thou  shouldst  in  bounty  cherish: 
She  carved  thee  for  her  seal,  and  meant  thereby 
Thou  shouldst  print  more,  not  let  that  copy  die. 

XII. 

When  I  do  count  the  clock  that  tells  the  time, 
And  see  the  brave  day  sunk  in  hideous  night ; 
When  I  behold  the  violet  past  prime, 
And  sable  curls  all  silver'd  o'er  with  white; 
When  lofty  trees  I  see  barren  of  leaves 
Which  erst  from  lieat  did  canopy  the  herd. 
And  summer's  green  all  girded  up  in  sheaves 
Borne  on  the  bier  v/ith  white  and  bristly  beard, 
Then  of  thy  beauty  do  I  question  make, 
Tliat  thou  among  the  wastes  of  time  must  go, 
Since  sv/eets  and  beauties  do  themselves  forsake 
And  die  as  fast  as  they  see  others  grow ; 
And  nothing  'gainst  Time's  scytlie  can  make  defence 
Save  breed,  to  brave  him  when  he  takes  thee  hence. 

XIII. 

O,  that  you  were  yourself!  but,  love,  you  are 
No  longer  yours  than  you  yourself  here  live : 
Against  this  coming  end  you  should  prepare, 
And  your  sweet  semblance  to  some  other  give. 
So  should  that  beauty  which  you  hold  in  lease 
rind  no  determination;  then  you  were 
Yourself  again  after  yourself 's  decease, 
AVhen  your  sweet  issue  your  sweet  form  should  bear 
Who  lets  so  fair  a  house  fall  to  decay. 
Which  husbandry  in  honour  might  uphold 
Against  the  stormy  gusts  of  v/inter's  day 
And  barren  rage  of  death's  eternal  cold  ? 

O,  none  but  luithrifts !    Dear  my  love,  you  know 

You  had  a  father :  let  your  son  say  so. 

XIV. 

Not  from  the  stars  do  I  my  judgment  pluck; 
And  yet  methinks  I  have  astronomy. 
But  not  to  tell  of  good  or  evil  luck, 
Of  plagues,  of  deartlis,  or  seasons'  quality; 
Nor  can  [  fortune  to  brief  minutes  tell. 
Pointing  to  each  his  thunder,  rain  and  wind, 
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Or  say  with  princes  if  it  shall  go  well, 
By  oft  predict  that  I  in  heaven  find : 
But  from  thine  eyes  my  knowledge  I  derive, 
And,  constant  stars,  in  them  I  read  such  art 
As  truth  and  beauty  shall  together  thrive, 
If  from  tliyself  to  store  thou  wouldst  convert ; 
Or  else  of  thee  this  I  prognosticate : 
Thy  eiid  is  truth's  and  beauty's  doom  and  date. 

XY. 

When  I  consider  every  thing  that  grows 
Holds  in  perfection  but  a  little  moment, 
That  this  huge  stage  presenteth  nought  but  shows 
AVhereon  the  stars  in  secret  influence  comment; 
When  I  perceive  tliat  men  as  plants  increase, 
Cheered  and  check 'd  even  by  the  self-same  sky. 
Vaunt  in  their  youthful  sap,  at  height  decrease, 
And  wear  their  brave  state  out  of  m.emory ; 
Then  the  conceit  of  this  inconstant  stay 
Sets  you  most  rich  in  youth  before  my  sight. 
Where  wasteful  Time  debateth  with  Decay, 
To  change  your  day  of  youth  to  sullied  night ; 
And  all  in  war  with  TimiC  for  love  of  you, 
As  he  takes  from  you,  I  engraft  you  new. 

XVI. 

But  wherefore  do  not  you  a  mightier  way 
Make  war  upon  this  bloody  tyrant.  Time  ? 
And  fortify  yourself  in  your  decay 
With  means  more  blessed  than  my  barren  rhyme? 
Now  stand  you  on  the  top  of  happy  hours. 
And  many  maiden  gardens  yet  unset 
With  virtuous  wish  would  bear  your  living  flowers, 
Much  liker  than  your  painted  counterfeit: 
So  should  the  lines  of  life  that  life  repair. 
Which  this,  Time's  pencil,  or  my  pupil  pen, 
Neither  in  inward  v/orth  nor  outward  fair, 
Can  make  you  live  yourself  in  eyes  of  men. 
To  give  away  yourself  keeps  yourself  still. 
And  you  must  live,  drawn  by  your  own  sweet  skill. 

XVII. 

Who  will  believe  my  verse  in  time  to  come. 
If  it  were  fill'd  with  your  most  high  deserts? 
Though  yet,  heaven  knows,  it  is  but  as  a  tomb 
Which  hides  your  life  and  shows  not  half  your  parts. 
If  I  could  write  the  beauty  of  your  eyes 
And  in  fresh  numbers  number  all  your  graces, 
The  age  to  come  w^ould  say,  '  This  poet  lies ; 
Such  heavenly  touches  ne'er  touch'd  earthly  faces.' 
So  should  my  papers  yellow'd  with  tlieir  age 
Be  scorn'd  like  old  men  of  less  truth  than  tongue, 
And  your  true  rights  be  term'd  a  poet's  rage 
And  stretched  metre  of  an  antique  song : 
But  were  some  child  of  yours  alive  that  time. 
You  should  live  twice ;  in  it  and  in  my  rhyme. 

XVIII. 

Shall  I  compare  thee  to  a  summer's  day  ? 
Thou  art  more  lovely  and  more  temperate : 
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Rough  winds  do  shake  the  darling  buds  of  May, 
And  summer's  lease  hath  all  too  short  a  date*. 
Sometime  too  hot  the  eye  of  heaven  shines, 
And  often  is  his  gold  complexion  dimm'd ; 
And  every  fair  from  fair  sometime  declines, 
By  chance  or  nature's  clianghig  course  untrimm'd; 
But  thy  eternal  summer  shall  not  fade        ' 
Nor  lose  possession  of  tliat  fair  thou  owest ; 
Nor  shall  Death  brag  thou  wander'st  in  his  shade, 
Wlien  in  eternal  lines  to  time  thou  growest: 
So  long  as  men  can  breathe  or  eyes  can  see, 
So  long  lives  this  and  this  gives  life  to  thee. 

XIX. 

Devouring  Time,  blunt  thou  the  lion's  paws, 
And  make  the  earth  devour  her  own  sweet  brood; 
Pluck  the  keen  teeth  from  the  lierce  tiger's  jaws. 
And  burn  the  long-lived  phoenix  in  her  blood ; 
Make  glad  and  sorry  seasons  as  thou  fleets, 
And  do  wliate'er  thou  wilt,  swift-footed  Time, 
To  tlie  wide  world  and  ail  her  fading  sweets; 
But  I  forbid  thee  one  most  heinous  crime : 
O,  carve  not  with  thy  liours  my  love's  fair  brow, 
Nor  draw  no  lines  there  with  thine  antique  pen ; 
Him  in  thy  course  untainted  do  allow 
For  beauty's  pattern  to  succeeding  men. 
Yet,  do  thy  worst,  old  Time :  despite  thy  wrong. 
My  love  shall  in  my  verse  ever  live  young. 

XX. 

A  woman's  face  with  Nature's  own  hand  painted 
Hast  thou,  the  master-mistress  of  my  passion; 
A  woman's  gentle  heart,  but  not  acquainted 
With  sliifting  change,  as  is  false  women's  fashion; 
An  eye  more  bright  than  theirs,  less  false  in  rolling, 
Gilding  the  object  whereupon  it  gazeth; 
A  man  in  hue,  all  '  hues '  in  his  controlling. 
Which  steals  men's  eyes  and  women's  souls  amazeth. 
And  for  a  woman  wert  thou  first  created ; 
Till  Nature,  as  she  wrought  thee,  fell  a-doting, 
And  by  addition  me  of  thee  defeated, 
By  adding  one  thing  to  my  purpose  nothing. 
But  since  she  prick'd  thee  out  for  women's  pleasure. 
Mine  be  thy  love  and  thy  love's  use  their  treasure. 

XXI. 

So  is  it  not  with  me  as  with  that  Muse 

Stirr'd  by  a  painted  beauty  to  his  verse, 

Who  heaven  itself  for  ornament  doth  use 

And  every  fair  with  his  fair  doth  rehearse ; 

Making  a  couplement  of  proud  compare, 

AVith  sun  and  moon,  with  earth  and  sea's  rich  gems, 

With  April's  first-born  flowers,  and  all  things  rare 

That  heaven's  air  in  this  liuge  rondure  hems. 

O,  let  me,  true  in  love,  but  truly  write, 

And  then  believe  me,  my  love  is  as  fair 

As  any  mother's  child,  though  not  so  bright 

As  those  gold  candles  fix'd  in  heaven's  air : 

Let  them  say  more  that  like  of  hearsay  well ; 

I  will  not  praise  that  purpose  not  to  sell. 
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XXII. 

My  glass  shall  not  persuade  me  I  am  old, 
So  long  as  youth  and  thou  are  of  one  date ; 
But  when  in  thee  time's  furrows  I  behold, 
Then  look  I  death  my  days  sliould  expiate. 
For  all  tliat  beauty  tliat  doth  cover  thee 
Is  but  the  seemly  raiment  of  my  heart, 
Which  in  thy  breast  doth  live,  as  thine  in  me: 
How  can  I  then  be  elder  than  thou  art  ? 
O,  therefore,  love,  be  of  thyself  so  wary 
As  I,  not  for  myself,  but  for  thee  will; 
Bearing  thy  heart,  which  I  will  keep  so  chary 
As  tender  nurse  her  babe  from  faring  ill. 

Presume  not  on  thy  heart  when  mine  is  slain; 

Thou  gavest  me  thine,  not  to  give  back  again. 

XXIII. 

As  an  imperfect  actor  on  the  stage 
Who  with  his  fear  is  put  besides  his  part, 
Or  some  fierce  thing  replete  with  too  m.ucli  rage. 
Whose  strength's  abundance  weakens  his  own  heart, 
So  I,  for  fear  of  trust,  forget  to  say 
The  perfect  ceremony  of  love's  rite. 
And  in  mine  ov^n  love's  strength  seem  to  decay, 
O'ercharged  v/ith  burden  of  mine  own  love's  might. 
O,  let  my  books  be  then  the  eloquence 
And  dumb  presagers  of  my  speaking  breast, 
AVho  plead  for  love  and  look  for  recompense 
More  than  that  tongue  that  more  hath  more  expressed. 
O,  learn  to  read  what  silent  love  hath  vrrit: 
To  hear  witli  eyes  belongs  to  love's  fine  wit. 

XXIV. 

Mine  eye  hath  play'd  the  painter  and  hath  stell'd 
Thy  beauty's  form  in  table  of  my  heart ; 
My  body  is  the  frame  wherein  't  is  held. 
And  perspective  it  is  best  painter's  art. 
For  through  the  painter  must  you  see  his  skill, 
To  find  v/here  your  true  image  pictured  lies ; 
AVhich  in  my  bosom's  shop  is  hanging  still, 
That  hath  his  windows  glazed  with  thine  eyes. 
Now  see  what  good  turns  eyes  for  eyes  have  done : 
Mine  eyes  have  drawn  thy  shape,  and  thine  for  me 
Are  windows  to  my  breast,  where-through  the  sun 
Delights  to  peep,  to  gaze  therein  on  thee ; 

Yet  eyes  this  cunning  want  to  grace  their  art; 

They  draw  but  what  they  see,  know  not  the  heart. 

XXV. 

Let  those  who  are  in  favour  with  their  stars 
Of  public  honour  and  proud  titles  boast, 
Whilst  I,  whom  fortune  of  such  triumph  bars, 
Unlook'd  for  joy  in  that  I  honour  most. 
Great  princes'  favourites  their  fair  leaves  spread 
But  as  the  marigold  at  tlie  sun's  eye, 
And  in  themselves  their  pride  lies  buried, 
For  at  a  frown  they  in  their  glory  die. 
The  painful  warrior  famoused  for  fight, 
After  a  thousand  victories  once  foil'd, 
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Is  from  the  book  of  honour  razed  quite, 
And  all  the  rest  forgot  for  which  he  toil'd : 

Then  liappy  I,  that  love  and  am  beloved 

"Where  I  may  not  remove  nor  be  removed. 

XXVI. 

Lord  of  my  love,  to  whom  in  vassalage 

Thy  merit  hath  my  duty  strongly  knit, 

To  thee  I  send  this  written  embassage, 

To  witness  duty,  not  to  show  my  wit : 

Duty  so  great,  which  wit  so  poor  as  mine 

May  make  seem  bare,  in  wanting  words  to  show  it, 

But  that  I  hope  some  good  conceit  of  thine 

In  thy  soul's  thought,  all  naked,  will  bestow  it ; 

Till  whatsoever  star  that  guides  my  moving 

Points  on  me  graciously  with  fair  aspect 

And  puts  apparel  on  my  tatter'd  loving, 

To  show  me  worthy  of  thy  sweet  respect : 

Then  may  I  dare  to  boast  how  I  do  love  thee ; 

Till  then  not  show  my  head  where  thou  mayst  prove  me. 

XXVII. 

Weary  with  toil,  I  haste  me  to  my  bed. 

The  dear  repose  for  limbs  with  travel  tired ; 

33 ut  then  begins  a  journey  in  my  head. 

To  work  my  mind,  wlien  body's  work 's  expired: 

For  then  my  thoughts,  from  far  where  I  abide, 

Intend  a  zealous  pilgrimage  to  thee. 

And  keep  my  drooping  eyelids  open  wide. 

Looking  on  darkness  which  the  blind  do  see : 

Save  that  my  soul's  imaginary  sight 

Presents  thy  shadow  to  my  sightless  view, 

Yf  hich,  like  a  jewel  hung  hi  ghastly  night. 

Makes  black  night  beauteous  and  her  old  face  new. 

Lo  !  thus,  by  day  my  limbs,  by  night  my  mind, 

Por  thee  and  for  myself  no  quiet  find. 

XXVIII. 

How  can  I  then  return  in  happy  plight, 

That  am  debarr'd  the  benefit  of  rest  ? 

When  day's  oppression  is  not  eased  by  night. 

But  day  by  night,  and  night  by  day,  oppress 'd  ? 

And  each,  though  enemies  to  cither's  reign, 

Do  in  consent  shake  hands  to  torture  me ; 

The  one  by  toil,  the  other  to  complain 

How  far  I  toil,  still  farther  off  from  thee. 

I  tell  the  day,  to  please  him  thou  art  bright 

And  dost  him  grace  when  clouds  do  blot  the  heaven : 

So  flatter  I  the  SAvart-complexion'd  night. 

When  sparkling  stars  twire  not  thou  gild'st  the  even. 

But  day  doth  daily  draw  my  sorrows  longer 

And  night  doth  nightly  make  grief's  strength  seem  stronger. 

XXIX. 

Wlien,  in  disgrace  with  fortune  and  men's  eyes, 
I  all  alone  beweep  my  outcast  state 
And  trouble  deaf  heaven  with  my  bootless  cries 
And  look  upon  myself  and  curse  my  fate. 
Wishing  me  like  to  one  more  rich  in  hope, 
Featured  like  him,  like  him  with  friends  possesg'4, 
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Desiring  this  man's  art  and  that  man's  scope, 
With  what  I  most  enjoy  contented  least ; 
Yet  in  these  thoughts  myself  almost  despising, 
Haply  1  think  on  tliee,  and  then  my  state, 
Like  to  the  lark  at  break  of  day  arising 
From  sullen  earth,  sings  hymns  at  lieaven's  gate; 
For  thy  sweet  love  remember'd  such  wealth  brings 
That  then  I  scorn  to  change  my  state  with  kings. 

XXX. 

"When  to  the  sessions  of  sweet  silent  thought 
I  summon  up  remembrance  of  things  past, 
I  sigh  the  lack  of  many  a  tiling  I  sought, 
And  with  old  woes  new  wail  my  dear  time's  waste : 
Then  can  I  drown  an  eye,  unused  to  How, 
For  precious  friends  hid  in  death's  dateless  night, 
And  weep  afresli  love's  long-since  cancelPd  woe. 
And  moan  the  expense  of  many  a  vanish 'd  sight : 
Then  can  I  grieve  at  grievances  foregone, 
And  heavily  from  woe  to  woe  tell  o'er 
The  sad  account  of  fore-bemoaned  moan, 
Which  I  new  pay  as  if  not  paid  before. 
But  if  the  while  I  think  on  thee,  dear  friend, 
All  losses  are  restored  and  sorrows  end. 

XXXI. 

Thy  bosom  is  endeared  vvith  all  hearts, 
Which  I  by  lacking  liave  su])])osed  dead, 
And  there  reigns  love  and  all  love's  loving  parts, 
And  all  those  friends  which  I  thought  buried. 
How  many  a  holy  and  obsequious  tear 
Hath  dear  religious  love  stol'n  from  mine  eye 
As  interest  of  the  dead,  whicli  now  appear 
But  things  removed  that  hidden  in  thee  lie ! 
Tiiou  art  the  grave  where  buried  love  doth  live, 
Hung  Avith  the  trophies  of  my  lovers  gone, 
AVlio  all  their  parts  of  me  to  thee  did  give ; 
That  due  of  many  now  is  thine  alone: 
Their  images  I  loved  I  view  in  thee, 
And  thou,  all  they,  hast  all  the  all  of  me. 

XXXII. 

If  thou  survive  my  well-contented  day, 
When  that  churl  Death  my  bones  with  dust  shall  cover, 
And  Shalt  by  fortune  once  more  re-survey 
These  poor  rude  lines  of  thy  deceased  lover, 
Compare  them  witli  the  bettering  of  the  time. 
And  though  they  be  outstripp'd  by  every  pen, 
Reserve  them  for  my  love,  not  for  tlieir  rhyme. 
Exceeded  by  the  height  of  happier  men. 
O,  then  vouchsafe  me  but  this  loving  thought: 
'  Had  my  friend's  Muse  grown  with  tliis  growing  age, 
A  dearer  birth  than  this  his  love  had  brought, 
To  march  in  ranks  of  better  equipage : 
But  since  he  died  and  poets  better  prove, 
Theirs  i'or  their  style  I  '11  read,  his  for  his  love.' 

xxxiri. 

Full  many  a  glorious  morning  have  I  seen 
Flatter  the  mountain-tops  with  sovereign  eye. 
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Kissing  with  golden  face  the  meadows  green, 
Gilding  pale  streams  with  heavenly  alchemy; 
Anon  i)ermit  the  basest  clouds  to  ride 
With  ugly  rack  on  liis  celestial  face, 
And  from  tlie  forlorn  world  liis  visage  hide, 
Stealing  unseen  to  west  witli  this  disgrace: 
Even  so  my  sun  one  early  morn  did  shine 
With  all-triumpbant  splendour  on  my  brow; 
But  out,  alack !  be  w^as  but  one  hour  mine ; 
The  region  cloud  hath  mask'd  him  from  me  now. 

Yet  him  for  this  my  love  no  whit  disdaineth ; 

Suns  of  the  world  may  stain  when  heaven's  smi  staineth, 

XXXIV. 

Why  didst  thou  promise  such  a  beauteous  day 

And  make  me  travel  forth  without  my  cloak, 

To  let  base  clouds  o'ertake  me  in  my  way, 

Hiding  thy  bravery  in  their  rotten  smoke  ? 

'T  is  not  enough  that  through  the  cloud  thou  break, 

To  dry  the  rain  on  my  storm-beaten  face, 

For  no  man  w^ell  of  such  a  salve  can  speak 

That  heals  the  w^ound  and  cures  not  the  disgrace: 

Nor  can  thy  shame  give  physic  to  my  grief; 

Tliough  thou  repent,  yet  I  have  still  the  loss: 

The  offender's  sorrow  lends  but  weak  relief 

To  him  that  bears  the  strong  olfence's  cross. 
Ah !  but  those  tears  are  pearl  which  thy  love  sheds. 
And  they  are  rich  and  ransom  all  ill  deeds. 

XXXV. 

No  more  be  grieved  at  that  v.diich  thou  hast  done: 

Hoses  have  thorns,  and  silver  fountains  mud ; 

Clouds  and  eclipses  stain  both  moon  and  sun, 

And  loathsome  canker  lives  in  sweetest  bud. 

All  men  make  faults,  and  even  I  in  this, 

Authorizing  thy  tres])ass  with  compare, 

Myself  corrupting,  salving  thy  amiss. 

Excusing  thy  sins  more  than  thy  sins  are; 

For  to  thy  sensual  fault  I  bring  in  sense — 

Thy  adverse  party  is  thy  advocate  — 

And  'gainst  myself  n  lawful  plea  commence : 

Such  civil  war  is  in  my  love  and  hate 
That  I  an  accessary  needs  must  be 
To  that  sweet  thief  which  sourly  robs  from  me . 

XXXVI. 

Let  me  confess  that  w^e  two  must  be  twain, 

Although  our  undivided  loves  are  one : 

So  shall  those  blots  that  do  with  me  remain 

Without  thy  help  by  me  be  borne  alone. 

In  our  tvv^o  loves  there  is  but  one  respect, 

Though  in  our  lives  a  separable  spite, 

Which  though  it  alter  not  love's  sole  effect. 

Yet  doth  it  steal  sweet  hours  from  love's  delight. 

I  may  not  evermore  acknowledge  thee. 

Lest  my  bewailed  guilt  should  do  thee  shame. 

Nor  thou  with  public  kindness  honour  me, 

Unless  thou  take  that  honour  from  thy  name: 
But  do  not  so  ;  I  love  thee  in  such  sort 
As,  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  report. 
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XXXVII. 

As  a  decrepit  father  takes  delight 

To  see  his  active  child  do  deeds  of  youth, 

So  I,  made  lame  by  fortune's  dearest  spite, 

Take  all  my  comfort  of  thy  worth  and  truth. 

For  whether  beauty,  birth,  or  wealth,  or  wit, 

Or  any  of  these  all,  or  all,  or  more. 

Entitled  in  thy  parts  do  crowned  sit, 

I  make  my  love  engrafted  to  this  store  : 

So  then  I  am  not  lame,  poor,  nor  despised, 

Whilst  that  this  shadow  dotli  such  substance  give 

That  I  in  thy  abundance  am  sufficed 

And  by  a  part  of  all  thy  glory  live. 

Look,  wliat  is  best,  that  best  I  wish  in  thee ; 

This  wish  I  have ;  then  ten  times  happy  me  I 

XXXVIII. 

How  can  my  Muse  want  subject  to  invent. 
While  thou  dost  breatlie,  that  pour'st  into  my  verse 
Thine  own  sweet  argument,  too  excellent 
Eor  every  vulgar  paper  to  rehearse  ? 
O,  give  thyself  the  thanks,  if  aught  in  me 
Worthy  perusal  stand  against  thy  sight ; 
Eor  who 's  so  dumb  that  cannot  write  to  thee. 
When  thou  thyself  dost  give  invention  light  ? 
Be  thou  the  tenth  Mase.,  ten  times  more  in  worth 
Than  th.ose  old  nine  which  rhymers  invocale ; 
And  he  tliat  calls  on  thee,  let  him  bring  forth 
Eternal  numbers  to  outlive  long  date. 
If  my  slight  Muse  do  please  these  curious  days, 
The  pain  be  mine,  but  thine  shall  be  the  praise. 

XXXIX. 

O,  liOYi  thy  v/orth  v>dth  manners  m.a.y  I  sing. 

When  thou  art  all  the  better  part  of  me  ? 

What  can  mine  own  praise  to  mine  own  self  bring  ? 

And  what  is  't  but  mine  own  when  I  praise  tliee  ? 

Even  for  this  let  us  divided  live, 

And  our  dear  love  lose  name  of  single  one, 

That  by  this  separation  I  may  give 

That  due  to  thee  which  tliou  deservest  alone. 

0  absence,  what  a  torment  wouldst  thou  prove, 
Were  it  not  thy  sour  leisure  gave  sweet  leave 
To  entertain  the  time  with  thoughts  of  love. 
Which  time  and  thoughts  so  sweetly  doth  deceive, 

And  that  thou  teachest  how  to  make  one  twain, 
By  praising  him  liere  who  doth  hence  remain ! 

XL. 

Take  all  my  loves,  my  love,  yea,  take  them  all; 
What  hast  thou  then  more  than  thou  hadst  before? 
No  love,  my  love,  that  thou  mayst  true  love  call; 
All  mine  v/as  thine  before  thou  hadst  this  more. 
Then  if  for  my  love  thou  m.y  love  receivest, 

1  cannot  blame  thee  for  my  love  thou  usest ; 
But  yet  be  blamed,  if  thou  thyself  deceivest 
By  wilful  taste  of  what  thyself  refusest. 

I  do  forgive  thy  robbery,  gentle  thief. 
Although  thou  steal  thee  all  my  poverty ; 
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And  yet,  love  knows,  it  is  a  greater  grief 
To  bear  love's  wrong  than  hate's  known  injury. 
Lascivious  grace,  in  whom  all  ill  well  shows, 
Kill  me  with  spites ;  yet  we  must  not  be  foes. 

XLI. 

Those  petty  wrongs  that  liberty  commits, 
When  I  am  sometime  absent  from  tliy  heart, 
Tliy  beauty  and  tliy  years  full  well  befits, 
For  still  temptation  follows  where  thou  art. 
Gentle  thou  art  and  therefore  to  be  won. 
Beauteous  thou  art,  therefore  to  be  assailed ; 
And  when  a  woman  woos,  wliat  woman's  son 
AVill  sourly  leave  her  till  she  have  prevailed  ? 
Ay  me !  but  yet  thou  mightst  my  seat  forbear, 
And  chide  tliy  beauty  and  thy  straying  youth, 
Who  lead  thee  in  their  riot  even  tliere 
Where  thou  art  forced  to  break  a  twofold  truth, 

Hers,  by  thy  beauty  tempting  her  to  thee, 

Thine,  by  thy  beauty  being  false  to  me. 

XLII. 

That  thou  hast  her,  it  is  not  all  my  grief, 

And  yet  it  may  be  said  I  loved  her  dearly ; 

That  she  hath  thee,  is  of  my  wailing  chief, 

A  loss  in  love  that  touches  me  more  nearly. 

Loving  offenders,  tlius  I  will  excuse  ye : 

Thou  dost  love  her,  because  thou  know'st  I  love  her; 

And  for  my  sake  even  so  doth  she  abuse  me. 

Suffering  my  friend  for  my  sake  to  approve  her. 

If  I  lose  thee,  my  loss  is  my  love's  gain, 

And  losing  her,  my  friend  hath  found  tliat  loss ; 

Both  find  each  other,  and  I  lose  both  twain. 

And  both  for  my  sake  lay  011  me  this  cross  : 

But  here  's  the  joy ;  my  friend  and  I  are  one; 

Sweet  flattery !  then  she  loves  but  me  alone. 

XLIII. 

When  most  I  wink,  then  do  mine  eyes  best  see. 
For  all  the  day  they  viev/  tilings  unrespected ; 
But  when  I  sleep,  in  dreams  they  look  on  thee, 
And  darkly  bright  are  bright  in  darlv  directed. 
Then  thou,  whose  shadow  shadows  doth  make  bright, 
How  would  thy  shadow's  form  form  happy  show 
To  the  clear  day  with  thy  much  clearer  light, 
When  to  unseeing  eyes  thy  shade  shines  so  ! 
How  w^ould,  I  say,  mine  eyes  be  blessed  made 
By  looking  on  thee  in  the  living  day, 
When  in  dead  night  thy  fair  imperfect  sliade 
Tiirough  heavy  sleep  on  sightless  eyes  doth  stay ! 

All  days  are  nights  to  see  till  I  see  thee. 

And  nights  bright  days  when  dreams  do  show  thee  met 

XLIV. 

If  the  dull  substance  of  my  flesh  were  thought. 
Injurious  distance  should  not  stop  my  way; 
For  then  despite  of  space  I  would  be  brought, 
From  limits  far  remote,  where  thou  dost  stay. 
No  matter  then  although  my  foot  did  stand 
Upon  the  farthest  earth  removed  from  thee ; 
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For  nimble  thought  can  jump  both  sea  and  land 
As  soon  as  think  tlie  place  where  he  would  be. 
But,  ah !  thought  kills  me  that  I  am  not  thought, 
To  leap  large  lengths  of  miles  when  thou  art  gone, 
But  that  so  much  of  earth  and  water  wrought 
I  must  attend  time's  leisure  witli  my  moan, 
Receiving  nought  by  elements  so  slow 
But  heavy  tears,  badges  of  cither's  woe. 

XLV. 

The  other  two,  slight  air  and  purging  fire, 
Are  both  with  thee,  wherever  I  abide : 
The  first  my  thought,  the  other  my  desire, 
These  present-absent  with  swift  motion  slide. 
For  when  these  quicker  elements  are  gone 
In  tender  embassy  of  love  to  thee. 
My  life,  being  made  of  four,  with  two  alone 
Sinks  down  to  deatli,  oppressed  with  melancholy; 
Until  life's  composition  be  recured 
By  those  swift  messengers  return 'd  from  thee. 
Who  even  but  now  come  back  again,  assured 
Of  thy  fair  healtli,  recounting  it  to  me : 
This  told,  I  joy;  but  then  no  longer  glad, 
I  send  them  back  again  and  straight  grow  sad. 

XLYI. 

Mine  eye  and  heart  are  at  a  mortal  war 
How  to  divide  the  conquest  of  thy  sight; 
Mine  eye  my  heart  thy  ])icture's  sight  would  bar, 
My  heart  miine  eye  the  freedom  of  that  right. 
My  heart  doth  plead  that  thou  in  him  dost  lie, — 
A  closet  never  pierced  with  crystal  eyes — 
But  the  defendant  doth  that  plea  deny 
And  says  in  him  thy  fair  appearance  lies. 
To  'cide  this  title  is  impanneled 
A  quest  of  thoughts,  all  tenants  to  the  heart. 
And  by  their  verdict  is  determined 
The  clear  eye's  moiety  and  the  dear  heart's  part: 
As  thus ;  mine  eye's  due  is  thy  outward  part, 
And  my  heart's  right  thy  inward  love  of  heart, 

XL  VII. 

Betwixt  mine  eye  and  heart  a  league  is  took, 
And  each  doth  good  turns  now  unto  the  other : 
When  that  mine  eye  is  famish'd  for  a  look. 
Or  heart  in  love  with  siglis  himself  doth  smother, , 
With  my  love's  picture  then  my  eye  doth  feast 
And  to  the  painted  banquet  bids  my  heart ; 
Another  time  mine  eye  is  my  heart's  guest 
And  in  liis  thoughts  of  love  doth  share  a  part : 
So,  either  by  thy  picture  or  my  love. 
Thyself  away  art  present  still  with  me; 
For  thou  not  farther  than  my  thoughts  canst  move, 
And  I  am  still  with  them  and  they  with  thee ; 
Or,  if  they  sleep,  thy  picture  in  my  sight 
Awakes  my  heart  to  heart's  and  eye's  delight. 

XLVIII. 

How  careful  was  I,  when  I  took  my  way, 
Each  trifle  under  truest  bars  to  thrust, 
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That  to  my  use  it  might  unused  stay 
From  hands  ol"  falsehood,  in  sure  wards  of  trust! 
But  tliou,  to  whom  my  jewels  trifles  are, 
Most  worthy  comfort,  now  my  greatest  grief, 
Thou,  best  of  dearest  and  mine  only  care, 
Art  left  the  prey  of  every  vulgar  thief. 
Thee  have  I  not  lock'd  up  in  any  chest, 
Save  where  tliou  art  not,  thongh  I  feel  thou  art, 
"Within  the  gentle  closure  of  my  breast, 
From  whence  at  pleasure  thou  mayst  come  and  part ; 
And  even  thence  thou  wilt  be  stoPn,  I  fear, 
For  truth  proves  thievish  for  a  prize  so  dear. 

XLIX. 

Against  that  time,  if  ever  that  time  come, 
When  I  shall  see  tliee  frown  on  my  defects, 
When  as  tliy  love  hath  cast  his  utmost  sum, 
Call'd  to  that  audit  by  advised  respects; 
Against  that  time  when  thou  shalt  strangely  pass 
And  scarcely  greet  me  witli  that  sun,  thine  eye, 
AVhen  love,  converted  from  the  thing  it  was. 
Shall  reasons  find  of  settled  gravity, — 
Against  that  time  do  I  ensconce  me  here 
AV^ithin  the  knowledge  of  mine  own  desert. 
And  this  my  hand  against  myself  uprear. 
To  guard  the  lawful  reasons  on  thy  part : 

To  leave  poor  me  thou  hjist  the  strength  of  laws. 

Since  why  to  love  I  can  allege  no  cause. 

L. 

How  heavy  do  I  journey  on  the  way, 
When  what  I  seek,  my  weary  travel's  end, 
Doth  teach  that  ease  and  that  repose  to  say 
*  Thus  far  the  miles  are  measured  from  thy  friend  I ' 
The  beast  that  bears  me,  tired  with  my  woe, 
Plods  dully  on,  to  bear  that  v^^eight  in  me. 
As  if  by  some  instinct  the  wretch  did  know 
His  rider  loved  not  speed,  being  made  from  thee: 
The  bloody  spur  cannot  provoke  him  on 
That  sometimes  anger  thrusts  into  his  hide; 
Which  heavily  he  answers  with  a  groan. 
More  sharp  to  me  than  spurring  to  his  side ; 

For  that  same  groan  doth  put  this  in  my  mind ; 

My  grief  lies  onward  and  my  joy  behind. 

LI. 

Thus  can  my  love  excuse  the  slow  offence 
Of  my  dull  bearer  when  from  thee  I  speed: 
From  where  thou  art  why  should  I  haste  me  thence? 
Till  I  return,  of  posting  is  no  need. 
O,  what  excuse  will  my  poor  beast  then  find. 
When  swift  extremity  can  seem  but  slow? 
Then  should  I  spur,  thougii  mounted  on  the  wind ; 
In  winged  speed  no  motion  shall  I  know : 
Then  can  no  horse  with  my  desire  keep  pace ; 
Therefore  desire,  of  perfect 'st  love  being  made, 
Shall  neigh  —  no  dull  flesh  —  in  his  fiery  race; 
But  love,  for  lovn,  thus  shall  excuse  my  jade; 
Since  from  thee  going  he  went  wilful-slow. 
Towards  thee  I  '11  run,  an.d  give  him  leave  to  go. 
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LII. 

So  am  I  as  the  rich,  whose  blessed  key 
Can  bring  him  to  his  sweet  up  locked  treasure, 
The  which  he  Avill  not  every  hour  survey, 
For  blunting  the  hue  point  of  seldom  pleasure. 
Therefore  are  feasts  so  solemn  and  so  rare. 
Since,  seldom  coming,  in  the  long  year  set. 
Like  stones  of  worth  they  thinly  placed  are, 
Or  captain  jew^els  in  the  carcanet. 
So  is  the  time  that  keeps  you  as  my  chest. 
Or  as  the  wardrobe  which  the  robe  doth  hide, 
To  make  some  special  instant  special  blest, 
By  new  unfolding  his  imprison'd  pride. 
Blessed  are  you,  whose  wortliiness  gives  scope, 
Being  had,  to  triumph,  being  lack'd,  to  hope. 

LIII. 

What  is  your  substance,  whereof  are  you  made. 
That  millions  of  strange  shadows  on  you  tend? 
Since  every  one  hath,  every  one,  one  shade, 
And  you,  but  one,  can  every  shadow  lend. 


i 


Describe  Adonis,  and  the  counterfeit  § 

Is  poorly  imitated  after  you ;  ■ 

On  Helen's  cheek  all  art  of  beauty  set, 

And  you  in  Grecian  tires  are  painted  new : 

Speak  of  the  spring  raid  foison  of  the  year; 

The  one  doth  shadow  of  your  beauty  show, 

The  other  as  your  bounty  doth  appear; 

And  you  in  every  blessed  shape  we  know. 
In  all  external  grace  you  have  some  part, 
But  you  like  none,  none  you,  for  constant  heart, 

LIV. 

O,  how  much  more  doth  beauty  beauteous  seem 

By  that  sweet  ornament  which  truth  doth  give  I 

The  rose  looks  fair,  but  fairer  we  it  deem 

For  that  sw^eet  odour  w^hich  doth  in  it  live. 

The  canker-blooms  have  full  as  deep  a  dye 

As  the  perfumed  tincture  of  the  roses. 

Hang  on  such  thorns  and  play  as  wantonly 

When  summer's  breath  their  masked  buds  discloses; 

But,  for  their  virtue  only  is  their  show, 

Tliey  live  unwoo'd  and  unrespected  fade. 

Die  to  themselves.    Sweet  roses  do  not  so  ; 

Of  their  sweet  deaths  are  sweetest  odours  made : 
And  so  of  you,  beauteous  and  lovely  youth, 
When  that  shall  fade,  my  verse  distills  your  truth. 

LV. 

Not  marble,  nor  the  gilded  monuments 

Of  princes,  shall  outlive  this  powerful  rhyme ; 

But  you  shall  shine  more  bright  in  these  contents 

Than  unsw^ept  stone  besmear'd  with  sluttish  time. 

When  wasteful  v/ar  shall  statues  overturn, 

And  broils  root  out  the  w^ork  of  masonry. 

Nor  Mars  his  sword  nor  war's  quick  fire  shall  burn 

Tlie  living  record  of  your  memory. 

'Gainst  death  and  all-oblivious  enmity 

Shall  you  pace  fortJi ;  your  praise  shall  still  find  room 
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Even  in  the  eyes  of  all  posterity 

That  wear  this  world  out  to  the  ending  doom. 

So,  till  the  judgment  that  yourself  arise, 

You  live  in  this,  and  dwell  in  lovers'  eyes. 

LVI. 

Sweet  love,  renew  thy  force ;  be  it  not  said 

Tliy  edge  should  blunter  be  than  appetite, 

Wliich  but  to-day  by  feeding  is  allay 'd. 

To-morrow  sharpen 'd  in  his  former  might : 

So,  love,  be  thou  ;  although  to-day  thou  fill 

Thy  hungry  eyes  even  till  they  wink  with  fullness, 

To-morrow  see  again,  and  do  not  kill 

The  spirit  of  love  with  a  perpetual  dullness. 

Let  this  sad  interim  like  the  ocean  be 

Wliich  parts  the  shore,  where  two  contracted  new 

Come  daily  to  the  banks,  that,  when  they  see 

Beturn  of  love,  more  blest  may  be  the  view ; 
Else  call  it  winter,  which  being  full  of  care 
Makes  summer's  welcome  thrice  more  wish'd,  .iiore  rare, 

LVII. 

Being  your  slave,  what  should  I  do  but  tend 
Upon  the  hours  and  times  of  your  desire  V 
I  have  no  precious  time  at  all  to  spend, 
Nor  services  to  do,  till  you  require. 
Nor  dare  I  chide  the  world-without-end  hour 
Whilst  I,  my  sovereign,  watch  the  clock  for  you, 
Nor  think  the  bitterness  of  absence  sour 
When  you  have  bid  your  servant  once  adieu ; 
Nor  dare  I  question  with  my  jealous  thought 
Where  you  may  be,  or  your  affairs  suppose, 
But,  like  a  sad  slave,  stay  and  think  of  nought 
Save,  v/here  you  are  how  happy  you  make  those. 

So  true  a  fool  is  love  that  in  your  will. 

Though  you  do  any  thing,  he  thinks  no  ill. 

LVIII. 

That  god  forbid  that  made  me  first  your  slave, 

I  should  in  thought  control  your  times  of  pleasure, 

Or  at  your  hand  the  account  of  hours  to  crave, 

Being  your  vassal,  bound  to  stay  your  leisure  I 

O,  let  me  suffer,  being  at  your  beck, 

The  imprison'd  absence  of  your  liberty ; 

And  patience,  taine  to  sufferance,  bide  each  check. 

Without  accusing  you  of  injury. 

Be  where  you  list,  your  charter  is  so  strong 

That  you  yourself  may  privilege  your  time 

To  what  you  v/ill ;  to  you  it  doth  belong 

Yourself  to  pardon  of  self-doing  crime. 

I  am  to  wait,  though  waiting  so  be  hell; 

Not  blame  your  pleasure,  be  it  ill  or  well. 

LIX. 

If  there  be  nothing  new,  but  that  which  is 
Hath  been  before,  how  are  our  brains  beguiled, 
Which,  labouring  foi*  invention,  bear  amiss 
The  second  burden  of  a  former  child ! 
O,  that  record  could  with  a  backward  look, 
Even  of  five  hundred  courses  of  the  sun. 
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Show  me  your  image  in  some  antique  book, 
Since  mind  at  first  in  cliaracter  was  clone ! 
Tliat  I  migiit  see  what  the  old  world  could  say 
To  this  composed  wonder  of  your  frame  ; 
Whether  we  are  mended,  or  whether  better  they, 
Or  whether  revolution  be  the  same. 
O,  sure  I  am,  the  Avits  of  former  days 
To  subjects  worse  have  given  admiring  praise. 

LX. 

Like  as  the  waves  make  towards  the  pebbled  shore, 
So  do  our  minutes  hasten  to  their  end ; 
Each  changing  place  with  that  which  goes  before, 
In  sequent  toil  all  forwards  do  contend. 
Nativity,  once  in  the  main  of  light, 
Crawls  to  maturity,  wherewith  being  crown'd, 
Crooked  eclipses  'gainst  his  glory  fight. 
And  Time  that  gave  doth  now  his  gift  confound. 
Time  doth  transfix  tlie  flourish  set  on  youth 
And  delves  the  parallels  in  beauty's  brow, 
Eeeds  on  the  rarities  of  nature's  truth, 
And  notliing  stands  but  for  his  scythe  to  mow: 
And  yet  to  times  in  hope  my  verse  shall  stand. 
Praising  thy  worth,  despite  his  cruel  hand. 

LXI. 

Is  it  thy  will  thy  image  should  keep  open 
My  heavy  eyelids  to  the  weary  night  V 
Dost  thou  desire  my  slumbers  should  be  broken, 
Wliile  shadows  like  to  thee  do  mxock  my  sight  ? 
Is  it  thy  spirit  that  thou  send'st  from  tiiee 
So  far  from  home  into  my  deeds  to  pry. 
To  find  out  shames  and  idle  liours  in  me, 
The  scope  and  tenour  of  thy  jealousy  ? 
O,  no  ?  thy  love,  though  much,  is  not  so  great : 
It  is  my  love  that  keeps  mine  eye  awake ; 
Mine  own  true  love  tliat  doth  my  rest  defeat, 
To  play  the  watchman  ever  for  thy  sake : 
For  thee  watch  I  wliilst  thou  dost  vrake  elsewhere, 
Erom  me  far  off,  with  others  ail  too  near. 

LXII. 

Sin  of  self-love  possesseth  all  mine  eye 
And  all  my  soul  and  all  my  every  part ; 
And  for  this  sin  there  is  no  remedy. 
It  is  so  grounded  inward  in  my  heart. 
Metliinks  no  face  so  gracious  is  as  mine. 
No  sliape  so  true,  no  truth  of  such  account ; 
And  for  myself  mine  own  worth  do  define, 
As  I  all  other  in  all  worths  surmount. 
But  when  my  glass  shows  me  myself  indeed, 
Beated  and  chopp'd  with  tann'd  antiquity, 
Mine  own  self-love  quite  contrary  I  read ; 
Self  so  self-loving  were  iniquity. 
'T  is  tliee,  myself,  that  for  myself  I  praise, 
Painting  my  age  with  beauty  of  thy  days. 

LXIII. 

Against  my  love  shall  be,  as  I  am  now. 

With  Time's  injurious  hand  crush 'd  and  o'erwom; 
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When  hours  liave  flniin'd  his  blood  and  fiU'd  his  brow 
With  lines  and  wrinkles ;  wlien  his  youtlil'ul  morn 
Hath  travcll'd  on  to  age's  steepy  night, 
And  all  those  beauties  whereof  now  lie 's  king 
Are  vanishing  or  vanish 'd  out  of  sight, 
Stealing  away  the  treasure  of  his  spring ; 
For  such  a  time  do  I  now  fortify 
Against  confounding  age's  cruel  knife, 
Tiiat  he  shall  never  cut  from  memory 
My  sweet  love's  beauty,  though  my  lover's  life: 
His  beauty  sliall  in  these  black  lines  be  seen, 
And  they  shall  live,  and  he  in  them  still  green, 

LXIV. 

Wlien  I  have  seen  by  Time's  fell  hand  defaced 
The  rich  proud  cost  of  outworn  buried  age ; 
When  sometime  lofty  towers  I  see  down-razed 
And  brass  eternal  slave  to  mortal  rage ; 
AVhen  I  have  seen  the  hungry  ocean  gain 
Advantage  on  tlie  kingdom  of  the  shore. 
And  the  firm  soil  win  of  the  watery  main. 
Increasing  store  witli  loss  and  loss  with  store ; 
When  I  have  seen  such  interchange  of  state, 
Or  state  itself  confounded  to  decay; 
liuin  hath  taught  me  thus  to  ruminate. 
That  Time  will  come  and  take  my  love  away. 
This  thoiigiit  is  as  a  death,  which  cannot  choose 
But  weep  to  have  that  which  it  fears  to  lose. 

LXV. 

Since  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  earth,  nor  boundless  sea. 
But  sad  mortality  o'erswaj^s  their  power, 
How  with  this  rage  shall  beauty  hold  a  plea, 
Whose  action  is  no  stronger  than  a  flower  ? 
O,  how  shall  summer's  honey  breath  hold  out 
Against  the  wreckful  siege  of  battering  days, 
When  rocks  impregnable'are  not  so  stout, 
Nor  gates  of  steel  so  strong,  but  Time  decays? 
O  fearful  meditation!  wliere,  alack. 
Shall  Time's  best  jewel  from  Time's  chest  lie  hid? 
Or  what  strong  hand  can  hold  liis  swift  foot  back? 
Or  who  his  spoil  of  beauty  can  forbid  ? 
O,  none,  unless  tliis  miracle  have  might. 
That  in  black  ink  my  love  may  still  shine  bright. 

LXYI. 

Tired  with  all  these,  for  restful  death  I  cry, 

As,  to  beliold  desert  a  beggar  born, 

And  needing  nothing  trimm'd  in  jollity. 

And  purest  faith  unhappily  forsworn. 

And  gilded  honour  shamefully  misplaced. 

And  maiden  virtue  rudely  strumpeted. 

And  right  perfection  Avrongfully  disgraced, 

And  strength  by  limping  sway  disabled. 

And  art  made  tongue-tied  by  authority. 

And  folly  doctor-like  controlling  skill. 

And  simple  truth  miscall'd  simplicity, 

And  captive  good  attending  captain  ill : 
Tired  witli^all  these,  from  these  would  I  be  gone, 
Save  that,  to  die,  I  leave  my  love  alone. 
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LXVIT. 

Ah !  wherefore  with  infection  should  he  live, 

And  with  liis  presence  gnice  impiety, 

That  sin  by  him  advantage  should  achieve 

And  lace  itself  with  liis  society  ? 

Why  should  false  painting  imitate  his  cheek 

And  steal  dea.d  seeing  of  liis  living  hue  ? 

Why  should  poor  beauty  indirectly  seek 

Roses  of  shadow,  since  his  rose  is  true  ? 

Why  should  he  live,  now  Nature  bankrupt  is, 

Beggar'd  of  blood  to  blush  through  lively  veins  ? 

For  she  hath  no  excliequer  nov/  but  his. 

And,  proud  of  many,  lives  ui)on  his  gains. 
O,  him  she  stores,  to  show  Vvdiat  wealtli  she  had 
In  days  long  since,  before  these  last  so  bad. 

liXVIII. 

Thus  is  his  cheek  the  map  of  days  outworn, 

When  beauty  lived  and  died  as  flowers  do  now, 

Before  these  bastard  signs  of  fair  were  born, 

Or  durst  inhabit  on  a  living  brow ; 

Before  the  golden  tresses  of  the  dead, 

The  right  of  sepulchres,  were  shorn  away, 

To  live  a  second  life  on  second  head ; 

Ere  beauty's  dead  fleece  made  another  gay: 

In  him  those  holy  antique  hours  are  seen, 

Without  all  ornament,  itself  and  true. 

Making  no  summer  of  another's  green. 

Bobbing  no  old  to  dress  his  beauty  new; 
And  him  as  for  a  map  doth  Nature  store. 
To  show  false  Art  what  beauty  was  of  yore. 

IvXIX. 

Those  parts  of  thee  that  the  world's  eye  doth  view 
Want  nothing  that  the  thought  of  hearts  can  mend; 
All  tongues,  the  voice  of  souls,  give  thee  tha,t  due. 
Uttering  bare  truth,  even  so  as  foes  commend. 
Thy  outward  thus  with  outward  praise  is  crown'd ; 
But  those  same  tongues  that  give  thee  so  thine  own 
In  other  accents  do  this  praise  confound 
By  seeing  farther  than  the  eye  hath  shown. 
They  look  into  the  beauty  of  thy  mind. 
And  that,  in  guess,  they  measure  by  thy  deeds; 
Then,  churls,  their  thougiits,  although  their  eyes  were  kind. 
To  thy  fair  flower  add  tlie  rank  smell  of  weeds : 
But  why  thy  odour  matcheth  not  thy  show, 
The  solve  is  this,  that  thou  dost  conimon  grow. 

LXX. 

That  thou  art  blamed  shall  not  be  thy  defect, 
For  slander's  mark  was  ever  yet  the  fair ; 
The  ornament  of  beauty  is  suspect, 
A  crow  that  flies  in  heaven's  sw^eetest  air. 
So  thou  be  good,  slander  doth  but  approve 
Thy  worth  the  greater,  being  woo'd  of  time ; 
For  canker  vice  the  sweetest  buds  doth  love, 
And  thou  present 'st  a  pure  unstained  prime. 
Thou  hast  pass'd  by  the  ambush  of  young  days, 
Either  not  assail'd  or  victor  being  charged ; 
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Yet  this  thy  praise  cannot  be  so  thy  praise, 

To  tie  up  envy  evermore  enlarged : 
If  some  suspect  of  ill  mask'd  not  thy  show, 
Then  thou  alone  kingdoms  of  hearts  shouldst  owe. 

LXXI. 

No  longer  mourn  for  me  when  I  am  dead 
Than  you  shall  hear  the  surly  sullen  bell 
Give  vrarning  to  the  world  that  I  am  fled 
Prom  this  vile  v/orld,  with  vilest  worms  to  dwell : 
Nay,  if  you  read  this  line,  remember  not 
The  hand  that  writ  it ;  for  I  love  you  so 
That  I  in  your  sweet  thoughts  would  be  forgot 
If  thinking  on  me  then  should  make  you  woe. 
O,  if,  I  say,  you  look  upon  this  verse 
When  I  perhaps  compounded  am  v/ith  clay. 
Do  not  so  much  as  my  poor  name  rehearse, 
I3ut  let  your  love  even  with  my  life  decay. 

Lest  the  wise  world  should  look  into  your  moan 

And  mock  you  with  me  after  I  am  gone. 

LXXII. 

O,  lest  the  world  should  task  you  to  recite 

What  m.erit  lived  in  me,  that  you  should  love 

After  my  death,  dear  love,  forget  me  quite, 

For  you  in  me  can  nothing  worthy  prove ; 

Unless  you  would  devise  some  virtuous  lie, 

To  do  more  for  me  than  mine  own  desert, 

And  hang  more  praise  upon  deceased  I 

Than  niggard  truth  would  willingly  impart: 

O,  lest  your  true  love  may  seem  false  in  this, 

That  you  for  love  speak  well  of  me  untrue. 

My  name  be  buried  where  my  body  is, 

And  live  no  more  to  shame  nor  me  nor  you. 
¥oT  I  am  sliamed  by  that  whicli  I  bring  forth, 
And  so  should  you,  to  love  things  nothing  worth. 

L  XXIII. 

That  time  of  year  thou  mayst  in  me  behold 
When  yellow  leaves,  or  none,  or  few,  do  hang 
Upon  those  boughs  wliich  shake  against  the  cold, 
Bare  ruin'd  choirs,  v^diere  late  the  sweet  birds  sang. 
In  me  thou  seest  the  twilight  of  such  day 
As  after  sunset  fadeth  in  the  west. 
Which  by  and  by  black  niglit  doth  take  away, 
Death's  second  self,  that  seals  up  all  in  rest. 
In  me  thou  seest  the  glowing  of  such  Ore 
That  on  the  ashes  of  his  youth  doth  lie, 
As  the  death-bed  whereon  it  must  expire 
Consumed  vrith  that  v/hich  it  Vv'as  nourish 'd  by. 
This  thou  perceivest,  which  makes  thy  love  more  strong, 
To  love  that  well  which  thou  must  leave  ere  long. 

LXXIV. 

But  be  contented  :  when  that  fell  arrest 
Without  all  bail  shall  carry  me  away, 
My  life  hath  in  this  Yme  some  interest, 
Wliich  for  memorial  still  with  thee  sliall  stay. 
When  thou  reviewest  this,  thou  dost  review 
The  very  part  was  consecrate  to  thee : 
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The  earth  can  have  but  earth,  which  is  his  due; 

My  spirit  is  thine,  the  better  part  of  me: 

So  then  thou  hast  but  lost  the  dregs  of  life, 

The  prey  of  worms,  my  body  being  dead, 

The  coward  coriquest  of  a  wretch's  knife, 

Too  base  of  thee  to  be  remembered. 
Tlie  worth  of  that  is  tliat  whicli  it  contains, 
And  that  is  this,  and  this  with  thee  remains. 

LXXV. 

So  are  you  to  my  thoughts  as  food  to  life, 

Or  as  sweet-season 'd  showers  are  to  the  ground ;  ' 

And  for  the  peace  of  yon  I  liold  such  strife 

As  'twixt  a  miser  and  his  wealth  is  found; 

Now  proud  as  an  eujoyer  and  anon  j 

Doubting  the  filching  age  will  steal  liis  treasure,  J 

Now  counting  best  to  be  with  you  alone. 

Then  better'd  that  the  world  may  see  my  pleasure; 

Sometime  all  full  with  feasting  on  your  sight 

And  by  and  by  clean  starved  for  a  look ; 

Possessing  or  pursuing  no  delight. 

Save  what  is  had  or  must  from  you  be  took. 

Thus  do  I  pine  and  surfeit  day  by  day, 

Or  gluttoning  on  all,  or  all  away. 

LXXVI. 

"Why  is  my  verse  so  barren  of  new  pride, 

So  far  from  variation  or  quick  change  ? 

"Why  v/ith  the  time  do  I  not  glance  aside 

To  new-found  metliods  and  to  compounds  strange? 

Wliy  write  I  still  all  one,  ever  the  same. 

And  keep  invention  in  a  noted  v/eed. 

That  every  word  doth  almost  tell  my  nam.e, 

Sliowing  their  birth  and  where  they  did  proceed?  . 

O,  know,  sweet  love,  I  always  write  of  you, 

And  you  and  love  are  still  my  argument ; 

So  all  my  best  is  dressing  old  words  new, 

Spending  again  what  is  already  spent : 

For  as  the  sun  is  daily  new  and  old. 

So  is  my  love  still  telling  what  is  told. 

LXXVII. 

Thy  glass  will  show  thee  how  thy  beauties  w^ear, 
Thy  dial  how  thy  p»recious  minutes  waste; 
The  vacant  leaves  thy  mind's  imprint  will  bear. 
And  of  this  book  this  learning  mayst  thou  taste. 
The  wrinkles  which  thy  glass  will  truly  show 
Of  mouthed  graves  will  give  thee  memory ; 
Thou  by  thy  dial's  shady  stealth  mayst  know 
Time's  thievish  i)rogTess  to  eternity. 
Look,  what  thy  memory  can  not  contain 
Commit  to  these  waste  blanks,  and  thou  shalt  find 
Those  children  nursed,  deliver'd  from  thy  brain, 
To  take  a  new  acquaintance  of  thy  mind. 

These  ollices,  so  oft  as  thou  wilt  look. 

Shall  profit  thee  and  much  enrich  thy  book, 

LXXVIII. 

So  oft  have  I  invoked  thee  for  my  Muse, 
And  found  such  fair  assistance  in  my  verse, 
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As  every  alien  pen  hath  got  my  use, 

And  under  thee  their  poesy  disperse. 

Thine  eyes  that  taught  the  dumb  on  high  to  sing, 

And  heavy  ignorance  aloft  to  liy, 

Have  added  feathers  to  the  learned's  wing, 

And  given  grace  a  double  majesty. 

Yet  be  most  proud  of  that  wluch  I  compile, 

"Whose  iiitlueiice  is  thine  and  born  of  tliee: 

In  others'  works  thou  dost  but  mend  the  style, 

And  arts  with  thy  sweet  graces  graced  be  ? 

13ut  thou  art  all  my  art  and  dost  advance 

As  high  as  learning  my  rude  ignorance. 

LXXIX. 

Wliilst  I  alone  did  call  upon  thy  aid. 

My  verse  alone  hjid  all  thy  gentle  grace, 

But  now  my  gracious  numbers  are  decay'd 

And  my  sick  j\Iuse  doth  give  another  place. 

I  grant,  sweet  love,  thy  lovely  argument 

Deserves  the  travail  of  a  worthier  pen, 

Yet  what  of  tliee  tliy  poet  doth  invent 

He  robs  thee  of  and  pays  it  thee  again. 

He  lends  thee  virtue  and  he  stole  that  word 

From  thy  behaviour;  beauty  doth  he  give 

And  found  it  in  thy  cheek ;  he  can  atford 

No  praise  to  thee  but  v/hat  in  thee  doth  live. 
Then  thank  him  not  for  tluit  which  lie  doth  say, 
Since  what  he  owes  thee  thou  thyself  dost  pay. 

LXXX. 

O,  how  I  faint  v/hen  I  of  you  do  write. 
Knowing  a  better  spirit  doth  use  your  name. 
And  in  the  praise  thereof  spends  all  his  might, 
To  make  me  tongue-tied,  speaking  of  your  fame  I 
But  since  your  wortli,  wide  as  the  ocean  is, 
The  humble  as  tlie  proudest  sail  doth  bear, 
My  saucy  bark  inferior  far  to  his 
On  your  broad  main  doth  wilfully  appear. 
Your  shallowest  help  will  hold  me  up  afloat, 
"Whilst  he  upon  your  soundless  deep  doth  ride ; 
Or,  being  wreck'd,  I  am  a  worthless  boat, 
He  of  tall  building  and  of  goodly  pride : 
Then  if  lie  thrive  and  I  be  cast  away. 
The  worst  was  this ;  my  love  was  my  decay. 

LXXXl. 

Or  I  shall  live  your  epitaph  to  make, 
Or  you  survive  when  1  in  earth  am  rotten ; 
From  hence  your  memory  death  cannot  take, 
Although  in  me  eacli  part  will  be  forgotten. 
Your  name  from  hence  immortal  life  shall  have, 
Though  I,  once  gone,  to  all  the  world  must  die: 
The  earth  can  yield  me  but  a  common  grave, 
"When  you  entombed  in  men's  eyaa  shall  lie. 
Your  monument  shall  be  my  geiitlo  verse. 
Which  eyes  not  yet  created  shall  o'er-read. 
And  tongues  to  be  your  being  shall  rehearse 
When  all  the  breathers  of  this  world  are  dead  •, 
You  still  shall  live  — such  virtue  hath  my  pen  — 
Where  breath  most  breathes,  even  in  the  mouths  of  men. 
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LXXXII. 

I  grant  thou  wert  not  married  to  my  Muse 

And  therefore  mayst  without  attaint  o'erlook 

The  dedicated  words  which  writers  use 

Of  their  fair  subject,  blessing  every  book. 

Thou  art  as  fair  in  knowledge  as  in  h.ue, 

Finding  thy  worth  a  limit  past  my  praise, 

And  therefore  art  enforced  to  seek  anew 

Some  fresher  stamp  of  the  time-bettering  days. 

And  do  so,  love;  yet  when  they  have  devised 

Y/hat  strained  touches  rhetoric  can  lend, 

Thou  truly  fair  wert  truly  sympatliized 

In  true  plain  words  by  thy  true-telling  friend ; 
And  their  gross  painting  might  be  better  used 
Where  cheeks  need  blood;  in  thee  ifc  is  abused. 

LXXXIII. 

I  never  saw  that  you  did  painting  need 
And  therefore  to  your  fair  no  painting  set : 
I  found,  or  thought  I  found,  you  did  exceed 
The  barren  tender  of  a  poet's  debt; 
And  therefore  have  I  slept  in  your  report. 
That  you  yourself  being  extant  well  might  show 
How  far  a  modern  quill  doth  come  too  short. 
Speaking  of  worth,  what  worth  in  you  doth  grow. 
This  silence  for  my  sin  j^ou  did  impute, 
AYhicli  shall  be  most  my  glory,  being  dumb; 
Por  I  impair  not  beauty  being  mute. 
When  others  would  give  life  and  bring  a  tomb. 
There  lives  more  life  in  one  of  your  fair  eyes 
Than  both  your  poets  can  in  praise  devise. 

LXXXIV. 

Who  is  it  that  says  most  ?  which  can  say  more 
Than  this  ricli  praise,  that  you  alone  are  j^ou  ? 
In  whose  confme  immured  is  the  store 
Which  should  example  v/rjere  your  equal  grew. 
Lean  penury  within  that  pen  doth  dwell 
That  to  his  subject  lends  not  some  small  glory; 
But  he  that  writes  of  you,  if  he  ciin  tell 
That  you  are  you,  so  dignifies  his  story, 
Let  him  but  copy  what  in  you  is  writ. 
Not  making  worse  what  nature  made  so  clear, 
And  such  a  counterpart  shall  fame  his  v/it, 
Making  his  style  admired  every  wlu^re. 
You  to  your  beauteous  blessings  add  a  curse. 
Being  fond  on  praise,  which  makes  your  praises  worse. 

LXXXV. 

My  tongue-tied  Muse  in  manners  holds  her  still, 

While  comments  of  your  praise,  richly  compiled, 

Eeserve  their  character  with  gol<len  quill 

And  precious  phrase  by  all  the  Muses  filed. 

I  think  good  thoughts  whilst  other  v»^rite  good  words, 

And  like  unletter'd  clerk  still  cry  'Amen' 

To  every  hymn  that  able  spirit  affords 

In  polish'd  form  of  well-redned  pen. 

Hearing  you  praised,  I  say  '  'Tis  so,  'tis  true,' 

And  to  the  most  of  praise  add  something  more ; 
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But  that  is  in  my  thought,  whose  love  to  you, 
Though  words  come  hindmost,  holds  his  rank  before. 
Then  others  for  the  breath  of  words  respect, 
Me  for  my  dumb  tlioughts,  speaking  in  effect. 

LXXXVI. 

Was  it  the  proud  full  sail  of  his  great  verse, 

Bound  for  the  prize  of  all  too  precious  you, 

Tliat  did  my  ripe  thoughts  in  my  brain  inhearse, 

Making  their  tomb  tlie  womb  wherein  they  grew  ? 

Was  it  his  spirit,  by  spirits  taught  to  write 

Above  a  mortal  pitch,  that  struck  me  dead? 

No,  neither  he,  nor  his  compeers  by  night 

Giving  him  aid,  my  verse  astonished. 

He,  nor  that  affable  familiar  ghost 

Which  nightly  gulls  him  with  intelligence, 

As  victors  of  my  silence  cannot  boast ; 

1  was  not  sick  of  any  fear  from  thence: 
But  when  your  countenance  fill'd  up  his  line, 
Then  lack'd  1  matter ;  that  enfeebled  mine. 

LXXXYII. 

Farewell !  thou  art  too  dear  for  my  possessing, 
And  like  enough  thou  know'st  thy  estimate : 
Tlie  charter  of  tliy  wortli  gives  thee  releasing ; 
My  bonds  in  th.ee  are  all  determinate. 
For  how  do  I  hold  thee  but  by  thy  granting? 
And  for  that  riches  where  is  my  deserving  ? 
The  cause  of  this  fair  gift  in  me  is  wanting, 
And  so  my  patent  back  again  is  swerving. 
Tliyself  thou  gavest,  thy  own  worth  then  not  knowing, 
Or  me,  to  whom  thou  gavest  it,  else  mistaking ; 
So  thy  great  gift,  upon  misprision  growing, 
Comes  home  again,  on  better  judgment  making. 
Thus  have  I  had  tliee,  as  a  dream  doth  flatter. 
In  sleep  a  king,  but  waking  no  such  matter. 

LXXXVIII. 

When  thou  shalt  be  disposed  to  set  me  light 

And  place  my  merit  in  the  eye  of  scorn, 

Upon  thy  side  against  myself  I  '11  fight 

And  prove  thee  virtuous,  though  thou  art  forsworn. 

With  mine  own  weakness  being  best  acquainted, 

Upon  thy  part  I  can  set  down  a  story 

Of  faults  conceal 'd,  wherein  I  am  attainted, 

That  thou  in  losing  me  shalt  win  much  glory : 

And  I  by  this  will  be  a  gainer  too ; 

For  bending  all  my  loving  thoughts  on  thee. 

The  injuries  that  to  myself  I  do. 

Doing  thee  vantage,  double-vantage  me. 
Sucii  is  my  lov^e,  to  thee  I  so  belong, 
That  for  thy  right  myself  will  bear  all  'svrong. 

LXXXIX. 

Say  that  thou  didst  forsake  me  for  some  fault, 
And  I  will  comment  upon  that  offence ; 
Speak  of  my  lameness,  and  I  straight  will  halt, 
Against  thy  reasons  making  no  defence. 
Thou  canst  not,  love,  disgrace  me  half  so  ill, 
To  set  a  form  upon  desired  change, 

Vol.  VIII.-23 
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As  I  '11  myself  disgrace :  knowing  thy  will, 
I  will  acquaintance  strangle  and  look  strange, 
Be  absent  from  thy  walks,  and  in  my  tongue 
Thy  sweet  beloved  name  no  more  shall  dwell, 
Lest  I,  too  much  profane,  should  do  it  wrong 
And  haply  of  our  old  acquaintance  tell. 
For  thee  against  myself  I  '11  vow  debate, 
For  I  must  ne'er  love  him  whom  thou  dost  hate. 


Then  hate  me  when  thou  wilt ;  if  ever,  now ; 
Now,  while  the  world  is  bent  my  deeds  to  cross, 
Join  with  the  spite  of  fortune,  make  me  bow. 
And  do  not  drop  in  for  an  after-loss : 
All,  do  not,  when  my  heart  liath  'scaped  this  sorrow, 
Come  in  the  rearv/ard  of  a  conquer'd  woe ; 
Give  not  a  windy  night  a  rainy  morrow, 
To  linger  out  a  purposed  overtlirow. 
If  thou  wilt  leave  me,  do  not  leave  me  last. 
When  other  petty  griefs  have  done  their  spite, 
But  in  the  onset  come ;  so  shall  I  taste 
At  first  the  very  worst  of  fortune's  might. 
And  other  strains  of  woe,  which  now  seem  woe, 
Compared  with  loss  of  thee  will  not  seem  so. 

xci. 

Some  glory  in  their  birth,  some  in  their  skill. 
Some  in  their  wealth,  some  in  their  bodies'  force. 
Some  in  their  garments,  though  new-fangled  ill, 
Some  in  their  hawks  and  hounds,  some  in  their  horse ; 
And  every  humour  hath  his  adjunct  i)leasure, 
AVherein  it  finds  a  joy  above  the  rest : 
But  these  particulars  are  not  my  measure ; 
All  these  I  better  in  one  general  best. 
Thy  love  is  better  than  high  birth  to  me. 
Richer  than  wealth,  prouder  than  garments'  cost, 
Of  more  delight  than  hawks  or  horses  be ; 
And  having  thee,  of  all  men's  pride  1  boast : 
Wretched  in  this  alone,  that  thou  mayst  take 
All  this  away  and  me  most  wretched  make. 

XCII. 

But  do  thy  worst  to  steal  thyself  away. 
For  term  of  life  thou  art  assured  mine. 
And  life  no  longer  than  tliy  love  will  stay. 
For  it  depends  upon  tiiat  love  of  thine. 
Then  need  I  not  to  fear  the  worst  of  wrongs, 
When  in  the  least  of  them  my  life  hath  end. 
I  see  a  better  state  to  me  belongs 
Than  that  which  on  thy  humour  doth  depend; 
Thou  canst  not  vex  me  with  inconstant  mind. 
Since  that  my  life  on  thy  revolt  doth  lie. 
O,  what  a  happy  title  do  I  find, 
Happy  to  have  thy  iove,  liappy  to  die  ! 

But  what 's  so  blessed-fair  that  fears  no  blot  ? 

Thou  mayst  be  false,  and  yet  I  knov/  it  not. 

XCIII. 

So  shall  I  live,  supposing  thou  art  true, 
Like  a  deceived  husband ;  so  love's  face 
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May  still  seem  love  to  me,  tliougli  alter'd  new; 
Thy  looks  with  me,  thy  lieart  in  other  place : 
For  there  can  live  no  hatred  in  thine  eye. 
Therefore  in  that  I  cannot  know  thy  change. 
In  niany's  looks  the  false  heart's  history 
Is  writ  in  moods  and  frowns  and  wrinkles  strange, 
But  heaven  in  thy  creation  did  decree 
Tliat  in  thy  face  sweet  love  should  ever  dwell ; 
"Whate'er  thy  thoughts  or  thy  heart's  workings  be, 
Thy  looks  should  nothing  thence  but  sweetness  tell. 
How  like  Eve's  apple  doth  thy  beauty  grow, 
If  thy  sweet  virtue  answer  not  thy  show  1 

xciv. 

They  that  have  power  to  hurt  and  will  do  none, 
That  do  not  do  the  thing  they  most  do  show, 
Who,  moving  others,  are  themselves  as  stone, 
Unmoved,  cold,  and  to  temptation  slow, 
They  rightly  do  inherit  heaven's  graces 
And  husband  nature's  riches  from  expense; 
They  are  the  lords  and  owners  of  their  faces. 
Others  but  stewards  of  their  excellence. 
The  summer's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet. 
Though  to  itself  it  only  live  and  die. 
But  if  that  flower  with  base  infection  meet, 
The  basest  weed  outbraves  his  dignity : 

Eor  sweetest  things  turn  sourest  by  their  deeds ; 

Lilies  that  fester  smell  far  worse  than  weeds. 

xcv. 

How  sweet  and  lovely  dost  thou  make  the  shame 
"Which,  like  a  canker  in  the  fragrant  rose, 
Doth  spot  the  beauty  of  thy  budding  name ! 
O,  in  what  sweets  dost  thou  thy  sins  enclose! 
Tliat  tongue  that  tells  the  story  of  thy  days. 
Making  lascivious  comments  on  thy  sport, 
Cannot  dispraise  but  in  a  kind  of  praise ; 
Naming  thy  name  blesses  an  ill  report. 
O,  what  a  mansion  have  those  vices  got 
■Which  for  their  habitation  chose  out  thee. 
Where  beauty's  veil  doth  cover  every  blot. 
And  all  things  turn  to  fair  that  eyes  can  see ! 

Take  heed,  dear  heart,  of  this  large  privilege; 

The  hardest  knife  ill-used  doth  lose  his  edge. 

xcvi. 

Some  say  thy  fault  is  youth,  some  wantonness ; 
Some  say  thy  grace  is  youth  and  gentle  sport ; 
Both  grace  and  faults  are  loved  of  more  and  less ; 
Thou  makest  faults  graces  that  to  thee  resort. 
As  on  the  finger  of  a  tlironed  queen 
The  basest  jewel  will  be  well  esteem 'd, 
So  are  tliose  errors  that  in  tiiee  are  seen 
To  truths  translated  and  for  true  things  deem'd. 
How  many  lambs  might  the  stern  wolf  betray 
If  like  a  lamb  he  could  liis  looks  translate  I 
How  many  gazers  mightst  thou  lead  aw^ay, 
If  thou  v>' ouldst  use  the  strength  of  all  thy  state  I 
But  do  not  so ;  I  love  thee  in  such  sort 
As,  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  report. 
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XCVII.  ; 

How  like  a  winter  hath  my  absence  been  ; 

From  thee,  the  pleasure  of  the  lleeting  year  I  i 

What  freezings  have  I  felt,  what  dark  days  seen!  1 

What  old  December's  bareness  every  where !  j 
And  yet  tliis  time  removed  was  summer's  time, 
The  teeming  autunni,  big  with  rich  increase, 
Bearing  the  wanton  burden  of  the  prime, 

Like  widow'd  wombs  after  their  lords'  decease:  j 

Yet  this  abundant  issue  seem'd  to  me  i 

But  hope  of  orphans  and  unfather'd  fruit ;  I 

For  summer  and  his  pleasures  wait  on  thee,  ' 
And,  tliou  away,  the  very  birds  are  mute ; 

Or,  if  they  sing,  't  is  with  so  dull  a  clieer  i 

That  leaves  look  pale,  dreading  the  winter 's  near.  ' 

xcviii.  l 

From  you  have  I  been  absent  in  the  spring,  ^ 

When  proud-pied  April  dress'd  in  all  his  trim  | 

Hath  put  a  spirit  of  youtli  in  every  thing,  I 

Tliat  heavy  Saturn  laugli'd  and  leap'd  with  him.  i 

Yet  nor  the  lays  of  birds  nor  the  sweet  smell  ! 
Of  different  flowers  in  odour  and  in  hue 

Could  make  me  any  summer's  story  tell,  ; 
Or  from  their  proud  lap  pluck  tliem  where  they  grew ; 

Nor  did  I  wonder  at  the  lily's  white,  ; 

Nor  praise  the  deep  vermilion  in  the  rose ;  ' 
They  were  but  sweet,  but  figures  of  delight. 

Drawn  aftei-  you,  you  pattern  of  all  those.  I 

Yet  seem'd  it  winter  still,  and,  you  away,  j 

As  with  your  shadow  I  with  these  did  play:  I 

xcix.  : 

Tlie  forward  violet  thus  did  I  chide :  ■ 

Sweet  thief,  wlience  didst  thou  steal  thy  sweet  that  smells,  . 

If  not  from  my  love's  breath  ?    The  purple  pride  j 
Which  on  thy  soft  cheek  for  complexion  dwells 

In  my  love's  veins  thou  hast  too  grossly  dyed.  j 

The  lily  I  condemned  for  thy  hand,  ! 

And  buds  of  marjoram  had  stol'n  thy  hair :  • 

The  roses  fearfully  on  thorns  did  stand,  i 

One  blushing  shame,  another  white  despair;  \ 

A  third,  nor  red  nor  white,  had  stol'n  of  both  I 

And  to  his  robbery  had  annex'd  thy  breath ;  ; 

But,  for  his  theft,  in  pride  of  all  his  growth  : 

A  vengeful  canker  eat  liim  up  to  death.  i 

More  flowers  I  noted,  yet  I  none  could  see  ' 

But  sweet  or  colour  it  had  stol'n  from  thee.  \ 

c.  \ 

Where  art  thou.  Muse,  that  thou  forget 'st  so  long  '■] 
To  speak  of  that  which  gives  thee  all  thy  might  ? 
Spend 'st  thou  thy  fury  on  some  worthless  song. 

Darkening  thy  power  to  lend  base  subjects  light  ?  i 

Return,  forgetful  Muse,  and  straight  redeem  j 

In  gentle  numbers  time  so  idly  spent ;  j 

Sing  to  the  ear  that  doth  thy  lays  esteem  I 

And  gives  thy  pen  both  skill  and  argument.  \ 

Else,  resty  Muse,  my  love's  sweet  face  survey,  [ 

If  Time  have  any  wrinkle  graven  there ;  i 
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If  any,  be  a  satire  to  decay, 

And  make  Time's  spoils  despised  every  where. 

Give  my  love  fame  faster  than  Time  wastes  life ; 

So  thou  prevent 'st  his  scythe  and  crooked  knife. 

CI. 

0  truant  Muse,  what  shall  be  thy  amends 
For  thy  neglect  of  truth  in  beauty  dyed  ? 
Both  truth  and  beauty  on  my  love  depends ; 
So  dost  thou  too,  and  therein  dignified. 
Make  answer.  Muse:  wilt  thou  not  haply  say 
'  Truth  needs  no  colour,  with  his  colour  fix'd; 
Beauty  no  pencil,  beauty's  truth  to  lay; 

But  best  is  best,  if  never  intermix'd  ?  ' 

Because  he  needs  no  praise,  wilt  thou  be  dumb? 

Excuse  not  silence  so;  for 't  lies  in  thee 

To  make  him  mucii  outlive  a  gilded  tomb, 

And  to  be  praised  of  ages  yet  to  be. 
Then  do  thy  office.  Muse ;  I  teach  thee  how 
To  make  him  seem  long  hence  as  he  shows  now. 

CII. 

My  love  is  strengthen'd,  though  more  weak  in  seeming; 

1  love  not  less,  though  less  the  show  appear  : 
That  love  is  merchandized  whose  rich  esteeming 
The  owner's  tongue  doth  publish  every  wliere. 
Our  love  was  new  and  then  but  in  the  spring 
When  I  was  wont  to  greet  it  with  my  lays, 

As  PJiilomel  in  summer's  front  dotli  sing 
And  stops  her  pipe  in  growth  of  riper  days : 
Not  that  the  summer  is  less  pleasant  now 
Than  when  her  mournful  hymns  did  hush  the  night, 
But  that  v/ild  music  burthens  every  bough 
And  sweets  grown  common  lose  their  dear  delight. 
Therefore  like  her  I  sometime  hold  my  tongue, 
Because  I  would  not  dull  you  with  my  song. 

cm. 

Alack,  what  poverty  my  Muse  brings  forth, 

That  having  such  a  scope  to  show  her  pride, 

The  argument  all  bare  is  of  more  worth 

Than  when  it  hath  my  added  praise  beside  I 

O,  blame  me  not,  if  I  no  more  can  write! 

Look  in  your  glass,  and  there  appears  a  face 

That  over-goes  my  blunt  invention  quite, 

Dulling  my  lines  and  doing  me  disgrace. 

Were  it  not  sinful  then,  striving  to  mend, 

To  mar  the  subject  that  before  was  well  ? 

For  to  no  other  pass  my  verses  tend 

Than  of  your  graces  and  your  gifts  to  tell ; 
And  more,  much  more,  than  in  my  verse  can  sit 
Your  own  glass  shows  you  when  you  look  in  it. 

CIV. 

To  me,  fair  friend,  you  never  can  be  old. 
For  as  you  were  Avhen  first  your  eye  I  eyed. 
Such  seems  your  beauty  still.    Tliree  winters  cold 
Have  from  the  forests  shook  three  summers'  pride, 
Three  beauteous  springs  to  yellow  autumn  turn'd 
In  process  of  the  seasons  have  I  seen, 
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Three  April  perfumes  in  three  hot  Junes  burn'd, 

Since  first  I  saw  you  fresh,  which  yet  are  green. 

Ah !  yet  doth  beauty,  like  a  dial-hand, 

Steal  from  his  figure  and  no  pace  perceived ; 

So  your  sweet  hue,  which  methinks  still  doth  stand, 

Hath  motion  and  mine  eye  may  be  deceived : 

For  fear  of  wliich,  hear  this,  thou  age  unbred; 

Ere  you  were  born  was  beauty's  summer  dead. 

cv. 

Let  not  my  love  be  callVl  idolatry, 
Nor  my  beloved  as  an  idol  show, 
Since  all  alike  my  songs  and  praises  be 
To  one,  of  one,  still  such,  and  ever  so. 
Kind  is  my  love  to-day,  to-morrow  kind, 
Still  constant  in  a  wondrous  excellence ; 
Therefore  my  verse  to  constancy  confined, 
One  thing  expressing,  leaves  out  difference. 
*  Fair,  kind,  and  true '  is  all  my  argument, 
*Fair,  kind,  and  true'  varying  to  other  Avords; 
And  in  this  change  is  my  invention  spent. 
Three  themes  in  one,  which  wondrous  scope  affords. 
'  Fair,  kind,  and  true,'  have  often  lived  alone, 
Which  three  till  now  never  kept  seat  in  one. 

cvi. 
When  in  the  chronicle  of  wasted  time 
I  see  descriptions  of  the  fairest  wights, 
And  beauty  making  beautiful  old  rhyme 
In  praise  of  kulies  dead  and  lovely  knights, 
Tlien,  in  the  blazon  of  sweet  beauty's  best, 
Of  hand,  of  foot,  of  lip,  of  eye,  of  brow, 
I  see  their  antique  pen  would  have  express'd 
Even  such  a  beauty  as  you  master  now. 
So  all  their  praises  are  but  prophecies 
Of  this  our  time,  all  you  prefiguring ; 
And,  for  they  look'd  but  with  divining  eyes. 
They  had  not  skill  enough  your  worth  to  sing: 
For  we,  which  now  behold  these  present  days. 
Have  eyes  to  wonder,  but  lack  tongues  to  praise. 

CVII. 

Not  mine  own  fears,  nor  the  prophetic  soul 
Of  the  wide  world  dreaming  on  things  to  come, 
Can  yet  the  lease  of  my  true  love  control. 
Supposed  as  forfeit  to  a  confined  doom. 
The  mortal  moon  hath  her  eclipse  endured 
And  the  sad  augurs  mock  their  own  presage; 
Incertainties  now  crown  themselves  assured 
And  peace  proclaims  olives  of  endless  age. 
Now  with  the  drops  of  this  most  balmy  time 
My  love  looks  fresh,  and  Death  to  me  subscribes, 
Since,  spite  of  him,  I  '11  live  in  this  poor  rhyme. 
While  he  insults  o'er  dull  and  speechless  tribes: 
And  thou  in  this  shalt  find  thy  monument, 
When  tyrants'  crests  and  tombs  of  brass  are  spent, 

CYIII. 

What 's  in  the  brain  that  ink  may  character 
Wliich  hath  not  figured  to  thee  my  true  spirit  ? 
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What 's  new  to  speak,  what  new  to  register, 

That  may  express  my  love  or  thy  dear  merit  ? 

Nothing,  sweet  boy;  but  yet,  like  prayers  divine, 

I  must  each  day  say  o'er  the  very  same. 

Counting  no  old  thing  old,  tliou  mine,  I  thine, 

Even  as  when  first  I  hallow'd  thy  fair  name. 

So  that  eternal  love  in  love's  fresh  case 

Weighs  not  the  dust  and  injury  of  age, 

Nor  gives  to  necessary  wrinkles  place, 

But  makes  antiquity  for  aye  liis  page. 
Finding  tlie  first  conceit  of  love  there  bred 
Where  time  and  outward  form  would  show  it  dead. 

cix. 

O,  never  say  that  I  was  false  of  heart, 
Thougli  absence  seem'd  my  flame  to  qualify. 
As  easy  might  I  from  myself  depart 
As  from  my  soul,  which' in  thy  breast  doth  lie : 
That  is  my  liome  of  love:  if  I  have  ranged, 
Like  him  that  travels  I  return  again. 
Just  to  the  time,  not  witli  the  time  exchanged, 
So  that  myself  bring  water  for  my  stain. 
Never  believe,  though  in  my  nature  reign 'd 
All  frailties  that  besiege  all  kinds  of  blood, 
Tiiat  it  could  so  preposterously  be  stain 'd, 
To  leave  for  nothing  all  thy  sura  of  good; 

For  nothing  this  wide  universe  I  call. 

Save  thou,  my  rose;  in  it  thou  art  my  all. 

ex. 

Alas,  't  is  true  I  have  gone  here  and  there 

And  made  myself  a  motley  to  the  view. 

Gored  mine  own  thoughts,  sold  cheap  what  is  most  dear, 

Made  old  offences  of  aiiections  new ; 

Most  true  it  is  that  I  have  look'd  on  truth 

Askance  and  strangely :  but,  by  all  above. 

These  blenches  gave  my  heart  another  youth. 

And  worse  essays  proved  thee  my  best  of  love. 

Now  all  is  done,  have  vvhat  shall  have  no  end: 

Mine  appetite  I  never  more  will  grind 

On  newer  proof,  to  try  an  older  friend, 

A  god  in  love,  to  whom  I  am  confined. 
Then  give  me  welcome,  next  my  heaven  the  best, 
Even  to  thy  pure  and  most  most  loving  breast. 

CXI. 

O,  for  my  sake  do  j^ou  with  Fortune  chide. 

The  guilty  goddess  of  my  harmful  deeds. 

That  did  not  better  for  my  life  provide 

Than  public  means  which  public  manners  breeds. 

Thence  comes  it  that  my  name  receives  a  brand. 

And  almost  thence  my  nature  is  subdued 

To  what  it  works  in,  like  the  dyer's  h.and: 

Pity  me  then  and  wish  1  were  renew'd  ; 

AVliilst,  like  a  willing  patient,  I  will  drink 

Potions  of  eisel  'gainst  my  strong  infection; 

No  bitterness  that  I  will  bitter  think. 

Nor  double  penance,  to  correct  correction. 
Pity  me  then,  dear  friend,  and  I  assure  ye 
Even  that  your  pity  is  enough  to  cure  me. 
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CXII. 

Your  love  and  pity  doth  the  impression  fill 
Which  vulgar  scandal  stamp'd  upon  my  brow; 
For  what  cjire  I  who  calls  me  well  or  ill, 
So  you  o'er-green  my  bad,  my  good  allow? 
You  are  my  all  the  world,  and  I  must  strive 
To  know  my  shames  and  praises  from  your  tongue; 
None  else  to  me,  nor  I  to  none  alive, 
That  my  steePd  sense  or  ciianges  right  or  wrong. 
In  so  profoimd  abysm.  I  throw  all  care 
Of  others'  voices,  that  my  adder's  sense 
To  critic  and  to  llatterer  stopped  are. 
Mark  liov/  with  my  neglect  I  do  dispense : 
You  are  so  strongly  in  my  purpose  bred 
That  all  the  world  besides  methinks  are  dead. 

CXIII. 

Since  I  left  you,  mine  eye  is  in  my  mind; 
And  that  which  governs  me  to  go  about 
Doth  part  his  function  and  is  partly  blind, 
Seems  seeing,  but  effectually  is  out ; 
For  it  no  forBi  delivers  to  the  heart 
Of  bird,  of  flower,  or  shape,  which  it  doth  latch: 
Of  his  quick  objects  hath  the  mind  no  part. 
Nor  his  own  vision  holds  what  it  doth  catch ; 
For  if  it  see  the  rudest  or  gentlest  sight, 
The  miost  sv/eet  favour  or  deformed'st  creature, 
The  mountain  or  the  sea,  the  day  or  night, 
The  crow  or  dove,  it  shai)es  them  to  your  feature: 
Incapable  of  more,  replete  with  you. 
My  most  true  mind  thus  makes  mine  eye  untrue. 

cxiv. 
Or  whether  doth  my  mind,  being  crown'd  with  you, 
Drink  up  the  monarch's  plague,  this  flattery  ? 
Or  whether  shall  I  say,  mine  eye  saith  true, 
And  that  your  love  taught  it  this  alchemy. 
To  make  of  monsters  and  things  indigest 
Such  cherubins  as  your  sweet  self  resemble. 
Creating  every  bad  a  perfect  best. 
As  fast  as  objects  to  his  beams  assemble  ? 
O,  't  is  the  first ;  't  is  flattery  in  my  seeing. 
And  my  great  mind  most  kingly  drinks  it  up : 
Mine  eye  well  knows  what  with  his  gust  is  'greeing, 
And  to  his  palate  doth  prepare  the  cup : 
If  it  be  poison 'd,  't  is  the  lesser  sin 
That  mine  eye  loves  it  and  doth  first  begin. 

cxv. 

Those  lines  that  I  before  have  writ  do  lie, 
Even  those  that  said  I  could  not  love  you  dearer: 
Yet  then  my  judgment  knew  no  reason  why 
My  most  full  flame  should  afterwards  burn  clearer. 
But  reckoning  time,  whose  million'd  accidents 
Creep  in  'twixt  vows  and  change  decrees  of  kings, 
Tan  sacred  beauty,  blunt  the  sharp'st  intents. 
Divert  strong  minds  to  the  course  of  altering  things ; 
Alas,  why,  fearing  of  time's  tyranny. 
Might  I  not  thei  say  '  Now  I  love  you  best,' 
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When  I  was  certain  o'er  incertainty, 
Crowning  the  present,  doubting  of  the  rest  ? 
Love  is  a  babe;  then  might  I  not  say  so, 
To  give  full  growth  to  that  which  still  doth  grow? 

cxvi. 

Let  me  not  to  the  marriage  of  true  minds 

Admit  impediments.    Love  is  not  love 

Which  alters  when  it  alteration  finds. 

Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remove : 

O,  no!  it  is  an  ever-fixed  mark 

That  looks  on  tempests  and  is  never  shaken ; 

It  is  the  star  to  every  wandering  bark, 

Whose  worth  's  unknown,  although  his  height  be  taken. 

Love 's  not  Time's  fool,  though  rosy  lips  and  cheeks 

Within  his  bending  siclde's  compass  come ; 

Love  alters  not  with  his  brief  hours  and  weeks, 

But  bears  it  out  even  to  the  edge  of  doom. 

If  this  be  error  and  upon  me  proved, 

I  never  writ,  nor  no  man  ever  loved. 

CXVII. 

Accuse  me  thus :  that  I  have  scanted  all 

Wherein  I  should  your  great  deserts  repay, 

Forgot  upon  your  dearest  love  to  call. 

Whereto  all  bonds  do  tie  me  day  by  day ; 

That  I  liave  frequent  been  with  unknown  minds 

And  given  to  time  your  own  dear-purchased  right ; 

That  I  have  hoisted  sail  to  all  the  winds 

Which  should  transport  me  farthest  from  your  sight. 

Book  both  my  wilfulness  and  errors  down 

And  on  just  proof  surmise  accumulate ; 

Bring  me  within  the  level  of  your  frown, 

But  shoot  not  at  me  in  your  waken'd  hate ; 

Since  my  appeal  says  I  did  strive  to  prove 

The  constancy  and  virtue  of  your  love. 

CXVIII. 

Like  as,  to  make  our  appetites  more  keen, 
With  eager  compounds  v*^e  our  palate  urge, 
As,  to  prevent  our  maladies  unseen, 
We  sicken  to  shun  sickness  when  we  purge. 
Even  so,  being  full  of  your  ne'er-cloying  sweetness, 
To  bitter  sauces  did  I  frame  my  feeding 
And,  sick  of  welfare,  found  a  kind  of  meetness 
To  be  diseased  ere  that  there  was  true  needing. 
Thus  policy  in  love,  to  anticipate 
The  ills  that  were  not,  grew  to  faults  assured 
And  brought  to  medicine  a  healthful  state 
Which,  rank  of  goodness,  would  by  ill  be  cured: 
But  thence  I  learn,  and  find  the  lesson  true, 
Drugs  poison  him  that  so  fell  sick  of  you. 

cxix. 

What  potions  have  I  drunk  of  Siren  tears, 
Distill'd  from  limbecks  foul  as  hell  within, 
Applying  fears  to  hopes  and  hopes  to  fears. 
Still  losing  when  I  saw  myself  to  win ! 
What  wretched  errors  hath  my  heart  cornmitte(i, 
Whilst  it  hath  thought  itself  so  blessed  never  I 
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How  have  mine  eyes  out  of  their  spheres  been  fitted 
In  the  distraction  of  this  madding  fever! 

0  benefit  of  ill !  now  I  find  true 

That  better  is  by  evil  still  made  better ; 
And  ruin'd  love,  when  it  is  built  anew, 
Grows  fairer  than  at  first,  more  strong,  far  greater. 
So  I  return  rebuked  to  my  content 
And  gain  by  ill  thrice  more  than  I  have  spent. 

cxx. 

That  you  were  once  unkind  befriends  me  now, 
And  for  that  sorrow  which  I  then  did  feel 
Needs  must  I  under  my  transgression  bow, 
Unless  my  nerves  were  brass  or  hammer'd  steel. 
For  if  you  were  by  my  unkindness  shaken 
As  I  by  yours,  you  've  pass'd  a  hell  of  time. 
And  I,  a  tyrant,  have  no  leisure  taken 
To  weigh  how  once  I  suffer'd  in  your  crime. 
O,  that  our  night  of  woe  miglit  have  remember'd 
My  deepest  sense,  how  hard  true  sorrow  hits. 
And  soon  to  you,  as  you  to  me,  then  tender 'd 
The  humble  salve  which  wounded  bosoms  fits  I 

But  that  your  trespass  now  becomes  a  fee ; 

Mine  ransoms  yours,  and  yours  must  ransom  me. 

cxxi. 

'T  is  better  to  be  vile  than  vile  esteem'd, 

When  not  to  be  receives  reproach  of  being. 

And  the  just  pleasure  lost  which  is  so  deem'd 

Not  by  our  feeling  but  by  others'  seeing : 

For  why  should  others'  false  adulterate  eyes 

Give  salutation  to  my  sportive  blood  V 

Or  on  my  frailties  why  are  frailer  spies, 

Which  in  their  wills  count  bad  what  I  think  good? 

No,  I  am  that  I  am,  and  they  that  level 

At  my  abuses  reckon  up  their  own : 

1  may  be  straight,  though  they  themselves  be  bevel; 
By  their  rank  thoughts  my  deeds  must  not  be  shown; 

Unless  this  general  evil  they  maintain. 
All  men  are  bad,  and  in  their  badness  reign. 

CXXII. 

Thy  gift,  thy  tables,  are  within  my  brain 


Full  character 'd  with  lasting  meniory, 


Which  shall  above  that  idle  rank  remain 

Beyond  all  date,  even  to  eternity ; 

Or  at  the  least,  so  long  as  brain  and  heart 

Have  faculty  by  nature  to  subsist ; 

Till  each  to  razed  oblivion  yield  his  part 

Of  thee,  thy  record  never  can  be  miss'd. 

That  poor  retention  could  not  so  much  hold, 

Nor  need  I  tallies  thy  dear  love  to  score ; 

Therefore  to  give  them  from  me  was  I  bold. 

To  trust  those  tables  that  receive  thee  more : 
To  keep  an  adjunct  to  remember  thee 
Were  to  import  forgetfulness  in  me. 

CXXIII. 

No,  Time,  thou  shalt  not  boast  that  I  do  change: 
Thy  pyramids  built  up  with  newer  might 
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To  me  are  nothing  novel,  nothing  strange; 
They  are  but  dressings  of  a  former  sight. 
Our  dates  are  brief,  and  therefore  we  admire 
What  thou  dost  foist  upon  us  that  is  old, 
And  rather  make  them  born  to  our  desire 
Than  think  that  we  before  have  heard  them  told. 
Thy  registers  and  thee  I  both  defy. 
Not  wondering  at  the  present  nor  the  past, 
For  thy  records  and  what  we  see  doth  lie, 
Made  more  or  less  by  thy  continual  haste. 

This  I  do  vow  and  this  shall  ever  be; 

I  will  be  true,  despite  thy  scythe  and  thee. 

cxxiv. 

If  my  dear  love  were  but  the  child  of  state, 
It  might  for  Fortune's  bastard  be  unfather'd, 
As  subject  to  Time's  love  or  to  Time's  hate. 
Weeds  among  weeds,  or  flowers  with  flowers  gathered. 
No,  it  was  builded  far  from  accident ; 
It  suffers  not  in  smiling  pomp,  nor  falls 
Under  the  l)low  of  thralled  discontent. 
Whereto  the  inviting  time  our  fashion  calls : 
It  fears  not  policy,  that  heretic. 
Which  works  on  leases  of  short-number 'd  hours, 
But  all  alone  stands  hugely  politic. 
That  it  nor  grows  witli  heat  nor  drowns  with  showers. 
To  this  I  witness  call  the  fools  of  time, 
Which  die  for  goodness,  v>rho  have  lived  for  crime. 

cxxv. 

Were  't  aught  to  me  I  bore  the  canopy. 

With  my  extern  the  outward  honouring, 

Or  laid  great  bases  for  eternity, 

Which  prove  more  short  than  waste  or  ruining  ? 

Have  I  not  seen  dwellers  on  form  and  favour 

Lose  all,  and  more,  by  paying  too  much  rent. 

For  compound  sweet  forgoing  simple  savour, 

Pitiful  tlunvers,  in  their  gazing  spent  ? 

No,  let  me  be  obsequious  in  thy  heart. 

And  take  thou  my  oblation,  poor  but  free, 

Which  is  not  mix'd  with  seconds,  knows  no  art. 

But  mutual  render,  only  me  for  thee. 
Hence,  thou  suborn'd  informer!  a  true  soul 
When  most  impeach 'd  stands  least  in  thy  control. 

cxxvi. 

O  thou,  my  lovely  boy,  who  in  thy  power 
Dost  hold  Time's  fickle  glass,  his  sickle,  hour; 
Who  hast  by  waning  grown,  and  therein  show'st 
Thy  lovers  withering  as  thy  sweet  self  grow'st ; 
If  Nature,  sovereign  mistress  over  wrack. 
As  thou  goest  onwards,  still  will  pluck  thee  back, 
She  keeps  thee  to  this  purpose,  that  her  skill 
May  time  disgrace  and  wretched  minutes  kill. 
Yet  fear  her,  O  tliou  minion  of  her  pleasure ! 
She  may  detain,  but  not  still  keep,  her  treasure: 
Her  audit,  though  delay'd,  answer'd  must  be, 
And  her  quietus  is  to  render  thee. 
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CXXVII. 

In  the  old  age  black  was  not  connted  fair, 
Or  if  it  were,  it  bore  not  beauty's  name ; 
But  now  is  black  beauty's  successive  heir, 
And  beauty  slander'd  with  a  bastard  shame: 
Por  since  each  hand  hath  put  on  nature's  power, 
Fairing  the  foul  with  art's  false  borrow 'd  face, 
Sweet  beauty  hath  no  name,  no  holy  bower, 
But  is  profaned,  if  not  lives  in  disgrace. 
Therefore  my  mistress'  brows  are  raven  black. 
Her  eyes  so  suited,  and  they  mourners  seem 
At  such  who,  not  born  fair,  no  beauty  lack, 
Slandering  creation  with  a  false  esteem : 
Yet  so  they  mourn,  becoming  of  their  woe. 
That  every  tongue  says  beauty  should  look  so. 

CXXVIII. 

How  oft,  when  thou,  my  music,  music  play'st, 
Upon  that  blessed  wood  whose  motion  sounds 
With  thy  sweet  fingers,  when  thou  gently  sway'st 
The  wiry  concord  that  mine  ear  confounds, 
Do  I  envy  those  jacks  that  nimble  leap 
To  kiss  the  tender  inward  of  thy  hand. 
Whilst  my  poor  lips,  which  should  that  harvest  reap, 
At  the  wood's  boldness  by  thee  blushing  stand  I 
To  be  so  tickled,  they  would  cliange  their  state 
'  And  situation  with  those  dLincing  chips. 
O'er  whom  thy  fingers  walk  with  gentle  gait, 
Making  dead  wood  more  blest  than  living  lips. 
Since  saucy  jacks  so  happy  are  in  this. 
Give  them  thy  fingers,  me  thy  lips  to  kiss. 

cxxix. 

The  expense  of  spirit  in  a  waste  of  shame 
Is  lust  in  action  ;  and  till  action,  lust 
Is  perjured,  murderous,  bloody,  full  of  blame, 
Savage,  extreme,  rude,  cruel,  not  to  trust, 
Enjoy 'd  uo  sooner  but  despised  straight, 
Past  reason  hunted,  and  no  sooner  had 
Past  reason  hated,  as  a  swallow 'd  bait 
On  purpose  laid  to  make  the  taker  mad ; 
Mad  in  pursuit  and  in  possession  so ; 
Had,  having,  and  in  quest  to  have,  extreme; 
A  bliss  in  proof,  and  ])roved,  a  very  woe ; 
Before,  a  joy  proposed  ;  behind,  a  dream. 
All  this  the  world  well  knows ;  yet  none  knows  well 
To  shun  the  heaven  that  leads  men  to  this  hell. 

cxxx. 

My  mistress'  eyes  are  nothing  like  the  sun ; 
Coral  is  far  more  red  than  her  lips'  red ; 
If  snow  be  white,  why  then  her  breasts  are  dun ; 
If  hairs  be  wires,  black  wires  grow  on  her  head. 
I  have  seen  roses  damask 'd,  red  and  white, 
But  no  such  roses  see  I  in  her  cheeks ; 
And  in  some  perfumes  is  there  more  delight 
Than  in  the  breath  tliat  from  my  mistress  reeks. 
I  love  to  hear  her  speak,  yet  well  I  know 
That  music  hath  a  far  more  pleasing  sound ; 
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I  grant  I  never  saw  a  goddess  go; 

My  mistress,  when  she  walks,  treads  on  the  ground : 

And  yet,  by  heaven,  1  tlnnk  my  love  as  rare 

As  any  she  belied  with  false  compare. 

CXXXI. 

Thou  art  as  tyrannous,  so  as  thou  art, 
As  those  whose  beauties  proudly  make  them  cruel; 
For  well  thou  know'st  to  my  dear  doting  heart 
Thou  art  the  fairest  and  most  precious  jewel. 
Yet,  in  good  faith,  some  say  that  thee  behold 
Thy  face  hath  not  the  power  to  make  love  groan  : 
To  say  they  err  I  dare  not  be  so  bold, 
Although  I  swear  it  to  myself  alone. 
And,  to  be  sure  that  is  not  false  I  swear, 
A  thousand  groans,  but  thinking  on  thy  face, 
One  on  another's  neck,  do  witness  bear 
Thy  black  is  fairest  in  my  judgment's  place. 
In  nothing  art  thou  black  save  in  thy  deeds, 
And  thence  this  slander,  as  I  think,  proceeds. 

CXXXII. 

Thine  eyes  I  love,  and  they,  as  pitying  me. 
Knowing  thy  heart  torments  me  with  disdain, 
Have  put  on  black  and  loving  mourners  be, 
Looking  with  pretty  ruth  upon  my  pain. 
And  truly  not  the  morning  sun  of  heaven 
Better  becomes  the  grey  cheeks  of  the  east, 
Nor  that  full  star  that  ushers  in  the  even 
Doth  half  that  glory  to  the  sober  west. 
As  those  two  mourning  eyes  become  thy  face : 
O,  let  it  then  as  well  beseem  thy  heart 
To  mourn  for  me,  since  mourning  doth  thee  grace, 
And  suit  thy  pity  like  in  every  part. 
Then  will  I  swear  beauty  herself  is  black 
And  all  they  foul  that  thy  complexion  lack. 

CXXXIII. 

Beshrew  that  heart  that  makes  my  heart  to  groan 
For  deep  wound  it  gives  my  friend  and  me ! 
Is 't  not  enough  to  torture  me  alone, 
But  slave  to  slavery  my  sweet 'st  friend  must  be  ? 
Me  from  myself  thy  cruel  eye  hath  taken, 
And  my  next  self  thou  harder  hast  engrossed : 
Of  him,  myself,  and  thee,  I  am  forsaken  ; 
A  torment  thrice  threefold  thus  to  be  cross'd. 
Prison  my  heart  in  thy  steel  bosom's  ward, 
But  then  my  friend's  heart  let  my  poor  heart  bail; 
Whoe'er  keeps  me,  let  my  heart  be  his  guard ; 
Thou  canst  not  then  use  rigour  in  my  gaol : 

And  yet  thou  wilt;  for  I,  being  pent  in  thee. 

Perforce  am  thine,  and  all  that  is  in  me. 

cxxxiv. 

So,  now  I  have  confess'd  that  he  is  thine, 
And  I  myself  am  mortgaged  to  thy  will, 
Myself  I  '11  forfeit,  so  that  other  mine 
Thou  wilt  restore,  to  be  my  comfort  still : 
But  thou  wilt  not,  nor  he  will  not  be  free, 
Por  thou  art  covetous  and  he  is  kind ; 
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He  learn 'd  but  surety-like  to  write  for  me 
Under  that  bond  that  him  as  fast  doth  bind. 
The  statute  of  thy  beauty  thou  wilt  take, 
Thou  usurer,  that  put'st  forth  all  to  use. 
And  sue  a  friend  came  debtor  for  my  sake ; 
So  him  I  lose  through  my  unkind  abuse. 
Him  have  I  lost;  thou  hast  both  him  and  me: 
He  pays  the  whole,  and  yet  am  I  not  free. 

cxxxv. 

Whoever  hath  her  wish,  thou  hast  thy  '  Will,' 
^\     And  '  Will '  to  boot,  and  '  Will '  in  overplus ; 
^j^   \  More  than  enough  am  I  that  vex  thee  still, 
.  ^   V,yTo  thy  sweet  will  making  addition  thus. 
.--'   ^'^  .^Wilt  thou,  whose  will  is  large  and  spacious, 
'v%^  ^^s^^"Not  once  vouchsafe  to  hide  my  will  in  thine? 
.        Shall  will  in  others  seem  right  gracious, 
\j       And  in  my  will  no  fair  acceptance  shine  ? 
The  sea,  all  water,  yet  receives  rain  still 
And  in  abundance  addeth  to  his  store ; 
So  thou,  being  ricli  in  '  Will,'  add  to  thy  '  Will ' 
One  will  of  mine,  to  make  thy  large  '  Will '  more. 
Let  no  vmkind,  no  fair  beseechers  kill ; 
Think  all  but  one,  and  me  in  that  one  '  Will.' 

cxxxvi. 

If  thy  soul  check  thee  that  I  come  so  near. 
Swear  to  thy  blind  soul  that  I  was  thy  *  Will,' 
And  will,  thy  soul  knows,  is  admitted  there; 
Thus  far  for  love  my  love-suit,  sweet,  fulfil. 
*  Will '  will  fulfil  the  treasure  of  thy  love. 
Ay,  fill  it  full  with  wills,  and  my  will  one. 
In  things  of  great  receipt  with  ease  we  prove 
Among  a  number  one  is  reckon'd  none : 
Then  in  the  number  let  me  pass  untold, 
Though  in  thy  stores'  account  I  one  must  be; 
For  nothing  hold  me,  so  it  please  thee  hold 
That  nothing  me,  a  something  sweet  to  thee : 
Make  but  my  name  thy  love,  and  love  that  still, 
And  then  thou  lovest  me,  for  my  name  is  '  Will.' 

CXXXVII. 

Thou  blind  fool.  Love,  what  dost  thou  to  mine  eyes, 
That  they  behold,  and  see  not  what  they  see  ? 
They  know  what  beauty  is,  see  where  it  lies. 
Yet  what  the  best  is  take  the  worst  to  be. 
If  eyes  corrupt  by  over-partial  looks 
Be  anchor'd  in  the  bay  where  all  men  ride, 
Why  of  eyes'  falsehood  hast  thou  forged  hooks, 
Whereto  the  judgment  of  my  heart  is  tied  ? 
Why  should  my  heart  think  that  a  several  plot 
Which  my  heart  knows  the  wide  world's  common  place? 
Or  mine  eyes  seeing  this,  say  this  is  not, 
To  put  fair  truth  upon  so  foul  a  face  ? 
In  things  right  true  my  heart  and  eyes  have  erred, 
And  to  this  false  plague  are  they  now  transferr'd. 

CXXXVIII. 

When  my  love  swears  that  she  is  made  of  truth 
I  do  believe  her,  though  I  know  she  lies, 


SONNETS.  367 

That  she  might  think  me  some  untutor'd  youth, 
Unlearned  in  the  world's  false  subtleties. 
Thus  vainly  thinking  that  she  thinks  me  j^oung, 
Although  she  knows  my  days  are  past  the  best, 
Simply  I  credit  her  false-speaking  tongue : 
On  both  sides  thus  is  simple  truth  suppress'd. 
But  wlierefore  says  she  not  she  is  unjust  ? 
And  wherefore  say  not  I  that  I  am  old  ? 
O,  love's  best  habit  is  in  seeming  trust, 
And  age  in  love  loves  not  to  have  years  told: 

Therefore  I  lie  with  her  and  she  with  me. 

And  in  our  faults  by  lies  we  flatter'd  be. 

CXXXIX. 

O,  call  not  me  to  justify  the  wrong 
That  thy  unkindness  lays  upon  my  heart; 
Wound  me  not  with  thine  eye  but  with  thy  tongue; 
Use  power  with  power  and  slay  me  not  by  art. 
Tell  me  thou  lovest  elsewhere,  but  in  my  sight, 
Dear  heart,  forbear  to  glance  thine  eye  aside : 
"What  need'st  thou  wound  witli  cunning  when  thy  might 
Is  more  than  my  o'er-press'd  defence  can  bide? 
Let  me  excuse  thee :  ah  !  my  love  well  knows 
Her  pretty  looks  have  been  mine  enemies. 
And  therefore  from  my  face  she  turns  my  foes. 
That  they  elsewhere  might  dart  their  injuries: 
Yet  do  not  so;  but  since  I  am  near  slain, 
Kill  me  outright  with  looks  and  rid  my  pain. 

CXL. 

Be  wise  as  thou  art  cruel;  do  not  press 
My  tongue-tied  patience  witli  too  much  disdain; 
Lest  sorrow  lend  me  words  and  words  express 
The  manner  of  my  pity-wanting  pain. 
If  I  might  teach  thee  wit,  better  it  were, 
Though  not  to  love,  yet,  love,  to  tell  me  so; 
As  testy  sick  men,  wiien  their  deaths  be  near, 
No  news  but  health  from  their  physicians  know; 
For  if  I  should  despair,  I  should  grow  mad, 
And  in  my  madness  might  speak  ill  of  thee : 
Now  this  ill-wresting  world  is  grown  so  bad. 
Mad  slanderers  by  mad  ears  believed  be. 

That  I  may  not  be  so,  nor  thou  belied. 

Bear  thine  eyes  straight,  though  thy  proud  heart  go  wide. 

CXLI. 

In  faith,  I  do  not  love  thee  with  mine  eyes, 

For  they  in  thee  a  thousand  errors  note ; 

But  't  is  my  heart  that  loves  what  they  despise. 

Who  in  despite  of  view  is  pleased  to  dote ; 

Nor  are  mine  ears  with  thy  tongue's  tune  delighted, 

Nor  tender  feeling,  to  base  touches  prone, 

Nor  taste,  nor  smell,  desire  to  be  invited 

To  any  sensual  feast  with  thee  alone : 

But  my  five  wits  nor  my  five  senses  can 

Dissuade  one  foolish  heart  from  serving  thee. 

Who  leaves  unsway'd  the  likeness  of  a  man. 

Thy  proud  heart's  slave  and  vassal  wretch  to  be: 
Only  my  ])lague  thus  far  I  count  my  gain. 
That  she  that  makes  me  sin  aw^ards  me  pain. 
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CXLII. 


Love  is  my  sin  and  thy  dear  virtue  hate, 
Hate  of  my  sin,  grounded  on  sinful  loving : 
O,  but  with  mine  compare  thou  thine  own  state, 
And  thou  shalt  lind  it  merits  not  reproving ; 
Or,  if  it  do,  not  from  those  lips  of  thine, 
That  have  profaned  their  scarlet  ornaments 
And  seal'd  false  bonds  of  love  as  oft  as  mine, 
Kobb'd  others'  beds'  revenues  of  their  rents. 
Be  it  lawful  I  love  thee,  as  thou  lovest  those 
Whom  thine  eyes  woo  as  mine  importune  thee: 
Root  pity  in  thy  heart,  that  when  it  grows 
Thy  pity  may  deserve  to  pitied  be. 
If  thou  dost  seek  to  have  what  thou  dost  hide, 
By  self-example  mayst  thou  be  denied  1 

CXLIII. 

Lo!  as  a  careful  housewife  runs  to  catch 
One  of  her  feather'd  creatures  broke  away, 
Sets  down  her  babe  and  makes  all  swift  dispatch 
In  pursuit  of  the  thing  she  would  have  stay, 
Whilst  her  neglected  child  holds  her  in  chase, 
Cries  to  catch  her  whose  busy  care  is  bent 
To  follow  that  which  flies  before  her  face, 
Not  prizing  her  poor  infant's  discontent; 
So  runn'st  thou  after  that  which  flies  from  thee 
Wliilst  I  thy  babe  chase  thee  afar  behind; 
But  if  thou  catch  thy  hope,  turn  back  to  me, 
And  play  the  mother's  part,  kiss  me,  be  kind : 
So  will  I  pray  that  thou  mayst  have  thy  '  Will,' 
If  thou  turn  back,  and  my  loud  crying  still. 

CXLIV. 

Two  loves  I  have  of  comfort  and  despair, 
Which  like  two  spirits  do  suggest  me  still; 
Tlie  better  angel  is  a  man  right  fair. 
The  worser  spirit  a  woman  colour'd  ill. 
To  win  me  soon  to  hell,  my  female  evil 
Tempteth  my  better  angel  from  my  side. 
And  would  corrupt  my  saint  to  be  a  devil. 
Wooing  his  purity  with  her  foul  pride. 
And  wiiether  that  my  angel  be  turn'd  fiend 
Suspect  I  may,  yet  not  directly  tell ; 
But  being  both  from  me,  both  to  each  friend, 
I  guess  one  angel  in  another's  hell : 
Yet  this  shall  I  ne'er  know,  but  live  in  doubt. 
Till  my  bad  angel  fire  my  good  one  out. 

CXLV. 

Those  lips  that  Love's  own  hand  did  make 
Breathed  forth  the  sound  that  said  '  I  hate ' 
To  me  that  languisli'd  for  her  sake; 
But  when  she  saw  my  woeful  state, 
Straight  in  her  heart  did  mercy  come, 
Chiding  that  tongue  that  ever  SAveet 
Was  used  in  giving  gentle  doom. 
And  taught  it  thus  anew  to  greet ; 
*  I  hate '  she  alter'd  with  an  end, 
That  foUow'd  it  as  gentle  day 
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Doth  follow  night,  who  like  a  fiend 
From  heaven  to  hell  is  flown  away ; 

*  I  hate '  from  hate  away  she  threw, 

And  saved  my  life,  saying  '  not  you.' 

CXLVI. 

Poor  soul,  the  centre  of  my  sinful  earth, 

....  these  rebel  powers  that  thee  array, 

Why  dost  thou  pine  within  and  suffer  dearth, 

Painting  thy  outward  wall  so  costly  gay  ? 

AVhy  so  large  cost,  having  so  short  a  lease, 

Dost  thou  upon  thy  fading  mansion  spend  ? 

Sliall  worms,  inheritors  of  this  excess. 

Eat  up  thy  charge  ?  is  this  thy  body's  end  ? 

Then,  soul,  live  thou  upon  thy  servant's  loss, 

And  let  that  pine  to  aggravate  thy  store ; 

Buy  terms  divine  in  selling  hours  of  dross ; 

Within  be  fed,  without  be  rich  no  more : 
So  Shalt  thou  feed  on  Death,  that  feeds  on  men, 
And  Death  once  dead,  there 's  no  more  dying  then. 

CXLVII. 

My  love  is  as  a  fever,  longing  still 
Eor  that  which  longer  nurseth  the  disease. 
Feeding  on  that  which  doth  preserve  the  ill, 
Tlie  uncertain  sickly  appetite  to  please. 
My  reason,  the  physician  to  my  love. 
Angry  that  his  prescriptions  are  not  kept, 
Hath  left  me,  and  I  desperate  now  approve 
Desire  is  death,  which  physic  did  except. 
Past  cure  I  am,  now  reason  is  past  care. 
And  frantic-mad  Avith  evermore  unrest ; 
My  thoughts  and  my  discourse  as  madmen's  are, 
At  random  from  the  truth  vainly  express 'd ; 
For  I  have  sworn  tliee  fair  and  thought  thee  bright. 
Who  art  as  black  as  hell,  as  dark  as  night. 

CXLVIII. 

O  me,  what  eyes  hath  Love  put  in  my  head. 
Which  have  no  correspondence  Avith  true  sight  I 
Or,  if  they  have,  AViiere  is  my  judgment  fled, 
Tliat  censures  falsely  v.  hat  they  see  aright  V 
If  tliat  be  fair  whereon  my  false  eyes  dote, 
AVhat  means  the  world  to  say  it  is  not  so  ? 
If  it  be  not,  then  love  doth  well  denote 
Love's  eye  is  not  so  true  as  all  men's  '  No.' 
How  can  it  ?    O,  how  can  Love's  eye  be  true. 
That  is  so  vex'd  with  Vv^atching  and  with  tears? 
No  marvel  then,  though  I  mistake  my  view; 
The  sun  itself  sees  not  till  heaven  clears. 
O  cunning  Love !  with  tears  tliou  keep'st  me  blind, 
Lest  eyes  well-seeing  thy  foul  faults  should  find. 

CXLIX. 

Canst  thou,  O  cruel !  say  I  love  thee  not. 
When  I  against  myself  with  thee  partake  ? 
Do  I  not  think  on  thee,  when  I  forgot 
Am  of  myself,  all  tyrant,  for  thy  sake  ? 
Who  hatetli  thee  tliat  I  do  call  my  friend  ? 
On  whom  frown'st  thou  that  I  do  fawn  upon? 
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Nay,  if  thou  lour'st  on  me,  do  I  not  spend 
Revenge  upon  myself  with  present  moan  ? 
What  merit  do  I  in  myself  respect. 
That  is  so  proud  thy  service  to  despise, 
When  all  my  best  doth  worship  thy  defect, 
Commanded  by  the  motion  of  thine  eyes  ? 

But,  love,  hate  on,  for  now  I  know  thy  mind; 

Those  that  can  see  thou  lovest,  and  I  am  blind. 

CL. 

O,  from  what  power  hast  thou  this  powerful  might 
With  insufficiency  my  lieart  to  sway  ? 
To  make  me  give  the  lie  to  my  true  sight. 
And  swear  that  brightness  doth  not  grace  the  day  ? 
Whence  hast  thou  this  becoming  of  things  ill, 
That  in  the  very  refuse  of  thy  deeds 
There  is  such  strength  and  warrantise  of  skill 
That,  in  my  mind,  thy  worst  all  best  exceeds? 
Who  taught  thee  how  to  make  me  love  thee  more 
The  more  I  hear  and  see  just  cause  of  hate? 
O,  though  I  love  what  others  do  abhor. 
With  others  thou  shouldst  not  abhor  my  state: 
If  thy  unworthiness  raised  love  in  me, 
More  worthy  I  to  be  beloved  of  thee. 

CLT. 

Love  is  too  young  to  know  what  conscience  is : 
Yet  who  knows  not  conscience  is  born  of  love  ? 
Then,  gentle  cheater,  urge  not  my  amiss, 
Lest  guilty  of  my  faults  thy  sweet  self  prove: 
For,  thou  betraying  me,  I  do  betray 
My  nobler  part  to  my  gross  body's  treason ; 
My  soul  doth  tell  my  body  that  he  may 
Triumph  in  love ;  flesh  stays  no  farther  reason ; 
But,  rising  at  thy  name,  doth  point  out  thee 
As  his  triumphant  prize.    Proud  of  this  pride. 
He  is  contented  thy  poor  drudge  to  be, 
To  stand  in  thy  affairs,  fall  by  thy  side. 
No  want  of  conscience  hold  it  that  I  call 
Her  *  love '  for  whose  dear  love  I  rise  and  fall. 

CLII. 

In  loving  thee  thou  know'st  I  am  forsworn. 
But  tliou  art  twice  forsworn,  to  me  love  swearing, 
In  act  thy  bed-vow  broke  and  new  faith  torn 
In  vowing  new  hate  after  new  love  bearing. 
But  why  of  two  oaths'  breach  do  I  accuse  thee, 
When  I  break  twenty  ?    I  am  perjured  most ; 
For  all  my  vows  are  oaths  but  to  misuse  thee 
And  all  my  honest  faith  in  thee  is  lost. 
For  I  have  sworn  deep  oaths  of  thy  deep  kindness, 
Oaths  of  thy  love,  thy  truth,  thy  constancy, 
And,  to  enlighten  thee,  gave  eyes  to  blindness. 
Or  made  them  swear  against  the  thing  they  see ; 
For  I  have  sworn  thee  fair;  more  perjured  I, 
To  swear  against  the  truth  so  foul  a  lie ! 
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CLIII. 

Cupid  laid  by  his  brand,  and  fell  asleep: 
A  maid  of  Dian's  this  advantage  found, 
And  his  love-kindling  fire  did  quickly  steep 
In  a  cold  valley-fountain  of  that  ground ; 
Which  borrow 'd  from  this  holy  fire  of  Love 
A  dateless  lively  heat,  still  to  endure. 
And  grew  a  seething  bath,  which  yet  men  prove 
Against  strange  maladies  a  sovereign  cure. 
But  at  my  mistress'  eye  Love's  brand  new-fired, 
The  boy  for  trial  needs  would  touch  my  breast ; 
I,  sick  withal,  the  help  of  bath  desired. 
And  thither  hied,  a  sad  distemper'd  guest, 
But  found  no  cure :  the  bath  for  my  help  lies 
Where  Cupid  got  new  fire  —  my  mistress'  eyes. 

CLIV. 

The  little  Love-god  lying  once  asleep 
Laid  by  his  side  his  heart-inflaming  brand, 
Whilst  many  nymphs  that  vow'd  chaste  life  to  keep 
Came  tripping  by ;  but  in  her  maiden  hand 
The  fairest  votary  took  up  that  fire 
Which  many  legions  of  true  hearts  had  warm'd; 
And  so  the  general  of  hot  desire 
Was  sleeping  by  a  virgin  Jiand  disarm 'd. 
This  brand  she  quenched  in  a  cool  well  by, 
Which  from  Love's  fire  took  heat  perpetual, 
Growing  a  bath  and  healthful  remedy 
For  men  diseased ;  but  I,  my  mistress'  thrall, 
Came  there  for  cure,  and  this  by  that  I  prove, 
Love's  fire  heats  water,  water  cools  not  love. 
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From  off  a  hill  whose  concave  womb  re-worded 
A  plainful  story  from  a  sistering  vale, 
My  spirits  to  attend  this  double  voice  accorded, 
And  down  I  laid  to  list  the  sad-tuned  tale ; 
Ere  long  espied  a  fickle  maid  full  pale, 
Tearing  of  papers,  breaking  rings  a-twain, 
Storming  her  world  with  sorrow's  wind  and  rain. 

Upon  her  head  a  platted  hive  of  straw. 

Which  fortified  her  visage  from  the  sun, 

Whereon  the  thought  might  think  sometime  it  saw 

The  carcass  of  a  beauty  spent  and  done : 

Time  had  not  scythed  all  that  youth  begun, 

Nor  youth  all  quit ;  but,  spite  of  heaven's  fell  rage, 

Some  beauty  peep'd  through  lattice  of  sear'd  age. 

Oft  did  she  heave  her  napkin  to  her  eyne. 
Which  on  it  had  conceited  characters, 
Laundering  the  silken  figures  in  the  brine 
That  season'd  woe  had  pelleted  in  tears. 
And  often  reading  what  contents  it  bears ; 
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As  often  shrieking  undistinguish'd  woe, 
In  clamours  of  all  size,  both  high  and  low. 

Sometimes  her  levell'd  eyes  their  carriage  ride, 
As  they  did  battery  to  the  splieres  intend; 
Sometime  diverted  their  poor  balls  are  tied 
To  the  orbed  earth ;  sometimes  they  do  extend 
Their  view  right  on ;  anon  their  gazes  lend 
To  every  place  at  once,  and,  nowhere  fix'd, 
The  mind  and  sight  distractedly  commix 'd. 

Her  hair,  nor  loose  nor  tied  in  formal  plat, 

Proclaimed  in  her  a  careless  hand  of  pride 

For  some,  nntuck'd,  descended  her  sheaved  hat, 

Hanging  her  pale  and  pined  clieek  beside  ; 

Some  in  her  threaden  fillet  still  did  bide. 

And  true  to  bondage  would  not  break  from  thence. 

Though  slackly  braided  in  loose  negligence. 

A  thousand  favours  from  a  maund  she  drew 

Of  amber,  crystal,  and  of  beaded  jet. 

Which  one  by  one  she  in  a  river  threw, 

Upon  whose  weeping  margent  she  was  set; 

Like  usury,  applying  wet  to  wet. 

Or  monarch's  hands  that  let  not  bounty  fall 

Where  want  cries  some,  but  where  excess  begs  all. 

Of  folded  schedules  had  she  many  a  one. 
Which  she  perused,  sigli'd,  tore,  and  gave  the  flood; 
Crack 'd  many  a  ring  of  posied  gold  and  bone, 
Bidding  them  find  their  seimlchres  in  mud  ; 
Found  yet  moe  letters  sadly  penn'd  in  blood, 
With  sleided  silk  feat  and  affectedly 
Enswathed,  and  seal'd  to  curious  secrecy. 

These  often  bathed  she  in  her  fluxive  eyes, 

And  often  kiss'd,  and  often  'gan  to  tear; 

Cried  '  O  false  blood,  thou  register  of  lies, 

What  unapproved  witness  dost  thou  bear! 

Ink  would  have  seem'd  more  black  and  damned  here!' 

This  said,  in  top  of  rage  the  lines  she  rents, 

Big  discontent  so  breaking  their  contents. 

A  reverend  man  that  grazed  his  cattle  nigh  — 

Sometime  a  blusterer,  that  the  ruffle  knew 

Of  court,  of  city,  and  had  let  go  by 

The  swiftest  hours,  observed  as  they  flew — 

Towards  this  afflicted  fancy  fastly  drew. 

And,  privileged  by  age,  desires  to  know 

In  brief  the  grounds  and  motives  of  her  woe. 

So  slides  he  down  upon  his  grained  bat, 
And  comely-distant  sits  he  by  her  side ; 
When  he  again  desires  her,  being  sat. 
Her  grievance  with  his  hearing  to  divide  :^ 
If  that  from  him  there  may  be  aught  applied 
Which  may  her  suffering  ecstasy  assuage, 
'T  is  promised  in  the  charity  of  age. 
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*  Father,'  she  says,  'though  in  me  you  behold 
The  injury  of  many  a  blasting  hour. 
Let  it  not  tell  your  judgment  I  am  old; 
Not  age,  but  sorrow,  over  me  hath  power: 
I  might  as  yet  have  been  a  spreading  flower, 
Fresh  to  myself,  if  I  liad  self-applied 
Love  to  myself  and  to  no  love  beside. 

'  But,  woe  is  me !  too  early  I  attended 
A  youthful  suit — it  was  to  gain  my  grace — 
Of  one  by  nature's  outwards  so  commended, 
That  maidens'  eyes  stuck  over  all  his  face : 
Love  lack'd  a  dwelling,  and  made  him  her  place; 
And  when  in  his  fair  parts  she  did  abide, 
She  was  new  lodged  and  newly  deified. 

'  His  browny  locks  did  hang  in  crooked  curls ; 
And  every  light  occasion  of  the  wind 
Upon  his  lips  their  silken  parcels  hurls. 
What 's  sweet  to  do,  to  do  will  aptly  find: 
Each  eye  that  saw  him  did  enchant  the  mind, 
For  on'his  visage  was  in  little  drawn 
What  largeness  thinks  in  Paradise  was  sawn. 

'  Small  show  of  man  was  yet  upon  his  chin ; 

His  phoenix  down  began  but  to  a])pear 

Like  unshorn  velvet  on  that  termless  skin 

Whose  bare  out-bragg'd  the  web  it  seem'd  to  wear: 

Yet  show'd  his  visage  by  that  cost  more  dear; 

And  nice  affections  wavering  stood  in  doubt 

If  best  were  as  it  was,  or  best  without. 

'His  qualities  were  beauteous  as  his  form. 

For  maiden-tongued  he  was,  and  thereof  free; 

Yet,  if  men  moved  him,  was  he  such  a  storm 

As  oft  'twixt  May  and  April  is  to  see, 

When  winds  breathe  sweet,  unruly  though  they  be. 

His  rudeness  so  with  his  authorized  youth 

Did  livery  falseness  in  a  pride  of  truth. 

'  Well  could  he  ride,  and  often  men  w^ould  say 

"  That  horse  his  mettle  from  his  rider  takes: 

Proud  of  subjection,  noble  by  the  sway. 

What  rounds,  what  bounds,  what  course,  what  stop  he 

makes!" 
And  controversy  hence  a  question  takes, 
Whether  the  horse  by  him  became  his  deed, 
Or  he  his  manage  by  the  well-doing  steed. 

'But  quickly  on  this  side  the  verdict  went: 

His  real  habitude  gave  life  and  grace 

To  appertainings  and  to  ornament, 

Accomplish'd  in  himself,  not  in  his  case : 

All  aids,  themselves  made  fairer  by  their  place, 

Came  for  additions ;  yet  their  purposed  trim 

Pieced  not  his  grace,  but  were  all  graced  by  him. 

'  So  on  the  tip  of  his  subduing  tongue 
All  kind  of  arguments  and  question  deep, 
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All  replication  prompt,  and  reason  strong, 
For  his  advantage  still  did  wake  and  sleep : 
To  make  the  weeper  laugh,  the  laugher  weep, 
He  had  the  dialect  and  different  skill. 
Catching  all  passions  in  his  craft  of  will : 

'  That  he  did  in  tlie  general  bosom  reign 
Of  young,  of  old ;  and  sexes  botli  enchanted, 
To  dwell  Avith  him  in  thoughts,  or  to  remain 
In  personal  duty,  following  where  he  haunted: 
Consents  bewitch'd,  ere  he  desire,  have  granted; 
And  dialogued  for  liim  what  he  would  say, 
Ask'd  their  own  wills,  and  made  their  wills  obey, 

'  Many  there  were  that  did  his  picture  get, 

To  serve  their  eyes,  and  in  it  put  their  mind ; 

Like  fools  that  in  th'  imagination  set 

The  goodly  objects  which  abroad  they  find 

Of  lands  and  mansions,  theirs  in  thought  assigned ; 

And  labouring  in  moe  pleasures  to  bestow  them 

Than  the  true  gouty  landlord  which  doth  owe  them : 

'  So  many  have,  that  never  touch'd  his  hand. 
Sweetly  supposed  them  mistress  of  his  heart. 
My  woeful  self,  that  did  in  freedom  stand, 
And  was  my  own  fee-simple,  not  in  part. 
What  with  his  art  in  youth,  and  youth  in  art, 
Threw  my  affections  in  his  charmed  power. 
Reserved  the  stalk  and  gave  him  all  my  flower. 

'  Yet  did  I  not,  as  some  my  equals  did. 

Demand  of  him,  nor  being  desired  yielded; 

Finding  myself  in  honour  so  forbid, 

With  safest  distance  I  mine  honour  shielded: 

Experience  for  me  many  bulwarks  builded 

Of  proofs  new-bleeding,  which  remained  the  foil 

Of  this  false  jewel,  and  his  amorous  spoil. 

'  But,  ah,  who  ever  shun'd  by  precedent 
The  destined  ill  she  must  herself  assay? 
Or  forced  examples,  'gainst  her  own  content, 
To  put  the  by-past  perils  in  her  way  ? 
Counsel  may  stop  awhile  what  will  not  stay; 
For  when  we  rage,  advice  is  often  seen 
By  blunting  us  to  make  our  wits  more  keen. 

'  Nor  gives  it  satisfaction  to  our  blood,  ,' 

That  we  must  curb  it  upon  others'  proof; 

To  be  forbod  the  sweets  that  seem  so  good. 

For  fear  of  harms  that  preach  in  our  behoof.  , 

O  appetite,  from  judgment  stand  aloof  I  J 

The  one  a  palate  hath  that  needs  will  taste,  J 

Though  Reason  weep,  and  cry  "  It  is  thy  last."  jjf 

i 

'  For  further  I  could  say  "  This  man  's  untrue,"  J 

And  knew  the  patterns  of  his  foul  beguiling ; 
Heard  where  his  plants  in  others'  orchards  grew, 
Saw  how  deceits  were  gilded  in  his  smiling ; 
J^nev/  vows  were  ever  brokers  to  defiling ; 
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Thought  characters  and  words  merely  but  art, 
And  bastards  of  his  foul  adulterate  heart. 

'  And  long  upon  these  terms  T  held  my  city, 
Till  thus  he  gan  besiege  me :  "  Gentle  maid. 
Have  of  my  suffering  youth  some  feeling  pity, 
And  be  not  of  my  holy  vows  afraid : 
Tliat  's  to  ye  sworn  to  none  was  ever  said ; 
For  feasts  of  love  I  have  been  call'd  unto, 
Till  now  did  ne'er  invite,  nor  never  woo. 

'  "All  my  offences  that  abroad  you  see 

Are  errors  of  the  blood,  none  of  the  mind; 

Love  made  them  not :  with  acture  they  may  be. 

Where  neither  party  is  nor  true  nor  kind: 

They  sought  their  shame  that  so  their  shame  did  find ; 

And  so  much  less  of  sliame  in  me  remains, 

By  how  much  of  me  their  reproach  contains. 

'  "Among  the  many  that  mine  eyes  have  seen, 

Not  one  whose  flame  my  heart  so  much  as  warm'd, 

Or  my  affection  put  to  the  smallest  teen, 

Or  any  of  my  leisures  ever  charm 'd : 

Harm  have  I  done  to  them,  but  ne'er  was  harm'd; 

Kept  hearts  in  liveries,  but  mine  own  was  free, 

And  reign'd,  commanding  in  his  monarchy. 

' "  Look  here,  what  tributes  wounded  fancies  sent  me, 

Of  paled  pearls  and  rubies  red  as  blood ; 

Figuring  that  they  their  passions  likewise  lent  me. 

Of  grief  and  blushes,  aptly  understood 

In  bloodless  white  and  the  encrimson'd  mood; 

Effects  of  terror  and  dear  modesty, 

Encamp'd  in  hearts,  but  fighting  outwardly. 

* "  And,  lo,  behold  these  talents  of  their  hair, 
With  twisted  metal  amorously  impleach'd, 
I  have  received  from  many  a  several  fair, 
Their  kind  acceptance  weepingly  beseech'd, 
With  the  annexions  of  fair  gems  enrich 'd, 
And  deep-brain 'd  sonnets  that  did  amplify 
Each  stone's  dear  nature,  worth,  and  quality. 

' "  The  diamond, — why,  't  was  beautiful  and  hard, 

Whereto  his  invised  properties  did  tend ; 

The  deep-green  emerald,  in  whose  fresh  regard 

Weak  sights  their  sickly  radiance  do  amend ; 

The  heaven-hued  sapphire  and  the  opal  blend 

With  objects  manifold :  each  several  stone. 

With  wit  well  blazon'd,  smiled  or  made  some  moan. 

* "  Lo,  all  these  trophies  of  affections  hot, 
Of  pensived  and  subdued  desires  the  tender, 
Nature  hath  charged  me  that  I  hoard  them  not. 
But  yield  them  up  where  I  myself  must  render, 
That  is,  to  you,  my  origin  and  ender ; 
For  these,  of  force,  must  your  oblations  be, 
Since  J  their  altar,  you  enpatron  m§. 
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'" O,  then,  advance  of  yours  that  phraseless  hand, 
Whose  white  weighs  down  the  airy  scale  of  praise ; 
Take  all  these  similes  to  your  own  command, 
Hallow'd  with  sighs  that  burning  lungs  did  raise; 
What  me  your  minister,  for  you  obeys, 
Works  under  you ;  and  to  your  audit  comes 
Their  distract  parcels  in  combined  sums. 

*  '*  Lo,  this  device  was  sent  me  from  a  nun, 
Or  sister  sanctified,  of  holiest  note ; 
Which  late  her  noble  suit  in  court  did  shun, 
Whose  rarest  havings  made  the  blossoms  dote ; 
For  she  was  sought  by  spirits  of  richest  coat, 
But  kept  cold  distance,  and  did  thence  remove, 
To  spend  her  living  in  eternal  love. 

'"  But,  O  my  sweet,  what  labour  is 't  to  leave 
The  thing  we  have  not,  mastering  what  not  strives, 
Playing  the  place  which  did  no  form  receive, 
Playing  patient  sports  in  unconstrained  gyves  ? 
She  that  her  fame  so  to  herself  contrives, 
The  scars  of  battle  'scapeth  by  the  flight, 
And  makes  her  absence  valiant,  not  her  might. 

' "  O,  pardon  me,  in  that  my  boast  is  true: 
The  accident  which  brought  me  to  her  eye 
Upon  the  moment  did  her  force  subdue, 
And  now  she  would  the  caged  cloister  fly : 
Religious  love  put  out  Religion's  eye : 
Not  to  be  tempted,  w^ould  she  be  immured, 
And  now,  to  tempt,  all  liberty  procured. 

* "  How  mighty  then  you  are,  O,  hear  me  tell  I 

The  broken  bosoms  that  to  me  belong 

Have  emptied  all  their  fountains  in  my  well. 

And  mine  I  pour  your  ocean  all  among : 

I  strong  o'er  them,  and  you  o'er  me  being  strong, 

Must  for  your  victory  us  all  congest. 

As  compound  love  to  physic  your  cold  breast. 

* "  My  parts  had  power  to  charm  a  sacred  nun. 
Who,  disciplined,  ay.  dieted  in  grace, 
Believed  her  eyes  when  they  to  assail  begun. 
All  vows  and  consecrations  giving  place : 
O  most  potential  love !  vow,  bond,  nor  space. 
In  thee  hath  neither  sting,  knot,  nor  confine, 
Por  thou  art  all,  and  all  things  else  are  thine. 

' "  When  thou  impressest,  what  are  precepts  worth 

Of  stale  example  ?    When  thou  wilt  inflame. 

How  coldly  those  impediments  stand  forth 

Of  wealth,  of  filial  fear,  law,  kindred,  fame! 

Love's  arms  are  peace,  'gainst  rule,  'gainst  sense,  'gainst 

shame, 
And  sweetens,  in  the  suffering  pangs  it  bears. 
The  aloes  of  all  forces,  shocks,  and  fears. 

' "  Now  all  these  hearts  that  do  on  mine  depend. 
Peeling  it  break,  with  bleeding  groans  they  pine; 
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And  supplicant  their  sighs  to  you  extend, 
To  leave  the  battery  that  you  make  'gainst  mine, 
Lending  soft  audience  to  my  sweet  design, 
And  credent  soul  to  that  strong-bonded  oath 
That  shall  prefer  and  undertake  my  troth." 

*  This  said,  his  v/atery  eyes  he  did  dismount, 
Yfhose  sights  till  then  were  levell'd  on  my  face; 
Each  cheek  a  river  running  from  a  fount 
"With  brinish  current  downward  flow'd  apace : 
O,  how  the  cliannel  to  the  stream  gave  grace! 
Who  glazed  with  crystal  gate  the  glowing  roses 
That  flame  through  water  which  their  hue  encloses. 

*  O  father,  what  a  hell  of  witchcraft  lies 
In  the  small  orb  of  one  particular  tear ! 
But  with  the  inundation  of  the  eyes 
What  rocky  heart  to  water  will  not  wear  ? 
What  breast  so  cold  that  is  not  warmed  here  ? 
O  cleft  effect!  cold  modesty,  hot  wrath. 
Both  fire  from  hence  and  chill  extincture  hath. 

*Eor,  lo,  liis  passion,  but  an  art  of  craft, 

Even  tliere  resolved  my  reason  into  tears ; 

There  m.y  white  stole  of  cliastity  I  daff 'd, 

Siiook  off  my  sober  guards  and  civil  fears; 

Appear  to  him,  as  he  to  me  appears, 

All  melting ;  though  our  drops  this  difference  bore, 

His  poison'd  me,  and  mine  did  him  restore. 

*  In  him  a  plenitude  of  subtle  matter. 
Applied  to  cautels,  all  strange  forms  receives, 
Of  burning  blushes,  or  of  weeping  water. 

Or  swooning  paleness ;  and  he  takes  and  leaves, 
In  cither's  aptness,  as  it  best  deceives. 
To  blush  at  speeches  rank,  to  weep  at  woes, 
Or  to  turn  white  and  swoon  at  tragic  shows : 

*  That  not  a  heart  wiiich  in  his  level  came 
Could  'scape  the  hail  of  his  all-hurting  aim, 
Showing  fair  nature  is  both  kind  and  tame ; 

And,  veil'd  in  them,  did  win  whom  he  would  maim: 
Against  the  thing  he  sought  he  w^ould  exclaim ; 
When  he  most  burn'd  in  heart-wdsh'd  luxury, 
He  preach'd  pure  maid,  and  praised  cold  chastity. 

*  Thus  merely  with  the  garment  of  a  Grace 
The  naked  and  concealed  fiend  he  cover'd ; 
That  th'  unexperient  gave  the  tempter  place, 
Which  like  a  cherubin  above  them  hover'd. 
AVho,  young  and  simple,  would  not  be  so  lover'd? 
Ay  me !  I  fell ;  and  yet  do  question  make 
What  I  should  do  again  for  such  a  sake. 


"&' 


'  O,  that  infected  moisture  of  his  eye, 
O,  tliat  false  fire  wliich  in  his  cheek  so  glow'd, 
O,  that  forced  thunder  from  his  heart  did  fly, 
O,  that  sad  breatli  his  spongy  lungs  bestow'd, 
O,  all  that  borrow'd  motion  seeming  owed, 
Would  yet  again  betray  the  fore-bet  ray 'd, 
And  new  pervert  a  reconciled  maid ! ' 
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THE  PASSIONATE  PILGRIM. 

I. 

When  my  love  swears  that  she  is  made  of  truth, 

I  do  believe  her,  though  I  know  she  lies, 

That  she  might  tliink  me  some  untutor'd  youth, 

Unskilful  in  the  world's  false  forgeries. 

Thus  vainly  thinking  that  she  thinks  me  young. 

Although  I  know  my  years  be  past  the  best, 

I  smiling  credit  her  false-speaking  tongue, 

Outfacing  faults  in  love  with  love's  ill  rest. 

But  wherefore  says  my  love  that  she  is  young  ? 

And  wherefore  say  not  1  that  I  am  old  ? 

O,  love's  best  habit  is  a  soothing  tongue. 

And  age,  in  love,  loves  not  to  have  years  told. 
Therefore  I  '11  lie  with  love,  and  love  with  me, 
Since  that  our  faults  in  love  thus  smother'd  be. 

II. 

Two  loves  I  have,  of  comfort  and  despair, 

That  like  two  spirits  do  suggest  me  still; 

My  better  angel  is  a  man  right  fair, 

My  worser  spirit  a  woman  colour'd  ill. 

To  win  me  soon  to  hell,  my  female  evil 

Tempteth  my  better  angel  from  my  side. 

And  would  corrupt  my  saint  to  be  a  devil,  ] 

Wooing  his  purity  with  her  fair  pride.  ' 

And  whether  that  my  angel  be  turn'd  fiend. 

Suspect  I  may,  yet  not  directly  tell: 

For  being  both  to  me,  both  to  eacli  friend, 

I  guess  one  angel  in  another's  hell ; 

The  truth  I  shall  not  know,  but  live  in  doubt. 

Till  my  bad  angel  fire  my  good  one  out. 

III. 

Did  not  the  heavenly  rhetoric  of  thine  eye, 

'Gainst  whom  the  world  could  not  hold  argument,  ] 

Persuade  my  heart  to  this  false  perjury  ?  i 

Vows  for  thee  broke  deserve  not  punishment. 

A  woman  I  forswore ;  but  I  will  prove. 

Thou  being  a  goddess,  I  forswore  not  thee : 

My  vow  was  earthly,  tliou  a  heavenly  love ; 

Thy  grace  being  gain'd  cures  all  disgrace  in  me. 

My  vow  was  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is ; 

Then,  thou  fair  sun,  that  on  this  earth  doth  shine, 

Exhale  this  vapour  vow;  in  thee  it  is : 

If  broken,  then  it  is  no  fault  of  mine. 

If  by  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  so  wise 

To  break  an  oath  to  win  a  paradise  ? 


IV. 

Sweet  Cytherca,  sitting  by  a  brook 

With  young  Adonis,  lovely,  fresh,  and  green, 

Did  court  the  lad  with  many  a  lovely  look. 

Such  looks  as  none  could  look  but  beauty's  queen. 

She  told  him  stories  to  delight  his  ear : 

She  show'd  him  favours  to  allure  liis  eye ; 
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To  win  his  heart,  she  touch 'd  him  here  and  there, — 

Touches  so  soft  still  conquer  chastity. 

But  whether  unripe  years  did  want  conceit, 

Or  he  refused  to  take  her  figured  proffer, 

The  tender  nibbler  would  not  touch  the  bait. 

But  smile  and  jest  at  every  gentle  offer : 
Then  fell  she  on  her  back,  fair  queen,  and  toward: 
He  rose  and  ran  away ;  ah,  fool  too  fro  ward ! 

V. 

If  love  make  me  forsworn,  how  shall  I  swear  to  love  ? 

O  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vow'd : 

Though  to  myself  forsworn,  to  thee  I  '11  constant  prove; 

Those  thoughts,  to  me  like  oaks,  to  thee  like  osiers  bow'd. 

Study  his  bias  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine  eyes, 

Where  all  those  pleasures  live  that  art  can  comprehend. 

If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  shall  suffice; 

Well  learned  is  that  tongue  that  well  can  thee  commend; 

All  ignorant  that  soul  that  sees  thee  without  wonder ; 

Which  is  to  me  some  praise,  that  I  thy  parts  admire : 

Thine  eye  Jove's  lightning  seems,  thy  voice  his  dreadful 
thunder. 

Which,  not  to  anger  bent,  is  music  and  sweet  fire. 
Celestial  as  thou  art,  O  do  not  love  that  wrong, 
To  sing  heaven's  praise  with  such  an  earthly  tongue. 

VI. 

Scarce  had  the  sun  dried  up  the  dewy  morn. 

And  scarce  the  herd  gone  to  the  hedge  for  shade, 

When  Cytherea,  all  in  love  forlorn, 

A  longing  tarriance  for  Adonis  made 

Under  an  osier  growing  by  a  brook, 

A  brook  where  Adon  used  to  cool  his  spleen  : 

Hot  was  the  day ;  she  hotter  that  did  look 

For  his  approach,  that  often  there  had  been. 

Anon  he  comes,  and  throws  his  mantle  by. 

And  stood  stark  naked  on  the  brook's  green  brim : 

The  sun  look'd  on  the  world  with  glorious  eye, 

Yet  not  so  wistly  as  this  queen  on  him. 
He,  spying  her,  bounced  in,  whereas  he  stood : 
'  O  Jove,'  quoth  she, '  why  was  not  I  a  flood  I ' 

VII. 

Fair  is  my  love,  but  not  so  fair  as  fickle ; 
Mild  as  a  dove,  but  neither  true  nor  trusty ; 
Brighter  than  glass,  and  yet,  as  glass  is,  brittle; 
Softer  than  wax,  and  yet,  as  iron,  rusty : 

A  lily  pale,  with  damask  dye  to  grace  her. 

None  fairer,  nor  none  falser  to  deface  her. 

Her  lips  to  mine  how  often  hath  she  join'd. 

Between  each  kiss  her  oaths  of  true  love  swearing ! 

How  many  tales  to  please  me  hath  she  coin'd, 

Dreading  my  love,  the  loss  thereof  still  fearing ! 
Yet  in  the  midst  of  all  her  pure  protestings, 
Her  faith,  her  oaths,  her  tears,  and  all  were  jestings. 

She  burn'd  with  love,  as  straw  with  fire  flameth; 

She  burn'd  out  love,  as  soon  as  straw  out-burnetli ; 

She  framed  the  love,  and  yet  she  foil'd  the  framing ; 

She  bade  love  last,  and  yet  she  fell  a-turning. 
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Was  this  a  lover,  or  a  lecher  whether  ? 
Bad  in  the  best,  though  excellent  in  neither. 

VIII. 

If  music  and  sweet  poetry  agree, 
As  they  must  needs,  the  sister  and  the  brother, 
Then  must  the  love  be  great  'twixt  thee  and  me, 
Because  thou  lovest  tlie  one,  and  I  the  other. 
Dowland  to  thee  is  dear,  whose  heavenly  touch 
Upon  the  lute  doth  ravish  human  sense; 
Spencer  to  me,  whose  deep  conceit  is  such 
As,  passing  all  conceit,  needs  no  defence. 
Thou  lovest  to  hear  the  sweet  melodious  sound 
That  Phoebus'  lute,  the  queen  of  music,  makes; 
And  I  in  deep  delight  am  chiefly  drown 'd 
When  as  himself  to  singing  he  betakes. 

One  god  is  god  of  both,  as  poets  feign ; 

One  knight  loves  both,  and  both  in  thee  remain. 

IX. 

Pair  was  the  morn  when  the  fair  queen  of  love, 

*  -x-  -x-  -x-  *  -x-  -x- 

Paler  for  sorrow  than  her  milk-white  dove, 

Por  Adon's  sake,  a  youngster  proud  and  wild ; 

Her  stand  she  takes  upon  a  steep-up  hill: 

Anon  Adonis  comes  with  horn  and  hounds ; 

She,  silly  queen,  witli  more  than  love's  good  will,  J 

Porbade  the  boy  he  should  not  pass  those  grounds :  J 

'  Once,'  quoth  she, '  did  I  see  a  fair  sweet  youth  "I 

Here  in  these  brakes  deep-wounded  with  a  boar, 

Deep  in  the  thigh,  a  spectacle  of  ruth! 

See,  in  my  thigh,'  quoth  she, '  here  was  the  sore.' 

She  show'd  hers:  he  saw  more  wounds  than  one, 

And  blushing  fled,  and  left  her  all  alone. 

X. 

Sweet  rose,  fair  flower,  untimely  pluck 'd,  soon  vaded, 

Pluck'd  in  the  bud,  and  vaded  in  tlie  spring! 

Bright  orient  pearl,  alack,  too  timely  shaded  ! 

Pair  creature,  kill'd  too  soon  by  death's  sharp  string! 
Like  a  green  plum  that  hangs  upon  a  tree. 
And  falls,  through  wind,  before  the  fall  should  be. 

I  weep  for  thee,  and  yet  no  cause  I  have ; 
Por  why  thou  left'st  me  nothing  in  thy  will : 
And  yet  thou  left'st  me  more  than  I  did  crave; 
Por  why  I  craved  nothing  of  thee  still : 

O  yes,  dear  friend,  I  pardon  crave  of  thee, 

Thy  discontent  thou  didst  bequeath  to  me. 

XI. 

Yenus,  wif  h  young  Adonis  sitting  by  her 

Under  a  myrtle  shade,  began  to  woo  him : 

She  told  the  youngling  how  god  Mars  did  try  her, 

And  as  he  fell  to  her,  so  fell  she  to  him. 

'  Even  thus,'  quoth  she,  '  the  warlike  god  embraced  me.' 

And  then  she  clipp'd  Adonis  in  her  arms; 

'Even  thus,'  quoth  she,  'the  vv^arlike  god  unlaced  me,' 

As  if  the  boy  sliould  use  like  loving  charms ; 
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*Even  thus,'  quoth  she,  'he  seized  on  my  lips,' 
And  with  her  lips  on  his  did  act  the  seizure : 
And  tis  she  fetched  breath,  away  he  skips, 
And  would  not  take  her  meaning  nor  her  pleasure. 

Ah,  that  I  had  my  lady  at  this  bay, 

To  kiss  and  clip  me  till  I  run  away ! 

XII. 

Crabbed  age  and  youth  cannot  live  together : 
Youth  is  lull  of  pleasance,  age  is  full  of  care; 
Youth  like  summer  morn,  age  like  winter  weather; 
Youth  like  summer  brave,  age  like  winter  bare. 
Youth  is  full  of  sport,  age's  breath  is  short ; 

Youth  is  nimble,  age  is  lame; 
Youth  is  liot  and  bold,  age  is  weak  and  cold ; 

Youth  is  wild,  and  age  is  tame, 
Age,  I  do  abhor  thee ;  youth,  I  do  adore  thee; 

O,  my  love,  my  love  is  young ! 
Age,  I  do  defy  thee:  O,  sweet  shepherd,  hie  thee, 

Por  methinks  thou  stay'st  too  long. 

XIII. 

Beauty  is  but  a  vain  and  doubtful  good ; 

A  shining  gloss  that  vadoth  suddenly  ; 

A  flower  tliat  dies  when  first  it  gins  to  bud ; 

A  brittle  glass  that 's  broken  presently : 
A  doubtful  good,  a  gloss,  a  glass,  a  flower, 
Lost,  vaded,  broken,  dead  within  an  hour. 

And  as  goods  lost  are  seld  or  never  found. 

As  vaded  gloss  no  rubbing  will  refresh. 

As  flowers  dead  lie  wither 'd  on  the  ground, 

As  broken  glass  no  cement  can  redress, 
So  beauty  blemish 'd  once  's  for  ever  lost. 
In  spite  of  physic,  painting,  pain  and  cost. 

XIV. 

Good  night,  good  rest.    Ah,  neither  be  my  share: 

She  bade  good  night  that  kept  my  rest  away ; 

And  daff 'd  me  to  a  cabin  hang'd  with  care. 

To  descant  on  the  doubts  of  my  decay. 
'Farewell,'  quoth  she, '  and  come  again  to-morrow: ' 
Fare  well  I  could  not,  for  I  supp'd  with  sorrow. 

Yet  at  my  parting  sweetly  did  she  smile. 
In  scorn  or  friendship,  niil  I  construe  whether: 
'T  may  be,  she  joy'd  to  jest  at  my  exile, 
'T  may  be,  again  to  make  me  wander  thither: 
'  Wander,'  a  word  for  shadov/s  like  myself. 
As  take  the  pain,  but  cannot  pluck  the  pelf. 

XV. 

Lord,  how  mine  eyes  throw  gazes  to  the  east ! 
My  heart  doth  charge  the  watch ;  tlie  morning  rise 
Doth  cite  each  moving  sense  from  idle  rest. 
Not  daring  trust  the  oflice  of  mine  eyes, 
While  Philomela  sits  and  sings,  I  sit  and  mark, 
And  wish  her  lays  were  tuned  like  the  lark  ; 
For  she  doth  welcome  daylight  with  lier  ditty, 
And  drives  away  dark  dismal-dreaming  night: 
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The  night  so  packed,  I  post  unto  my  pretty ; 
Heart  hath  his  hope,  and  eyes  their  wished  sight ; 

Sorrow  clianged  to  solace,  solace  mix'd  with  sorrow; 

For  why,  she  sigh'd  and  bade  me  come  to-morrow. 

Were  I  with  her,  the  night  would  post  too  soon ; 

But  now  are  minutes  added  to  the  hours ; 

To  spite  me  now,  each  minute  seems  a  moon ; 

Yet  not  for  me,  shine  sun  to  succour  iiowers ! 
Pack  night,  peep  day ;  good  day,  of  night  now  borrow: 
Short,  night,  to-night,  and  length  thyself  to-morrow. 


SONNETS  TO  SUNDRY  NOTES  OF  MUSIC. 

[XVI.] 

It  was  a  lording's  daughter,  the  fairest  one  of  three, 

That  liked  of  her  master  as  well  as  well  might  be. 

Till  looking  on  an  Englishman,  tlie  fair'st  that  eye  could  see, 

Her  fancy  fell  a-turning. 
Long  was  tlie  combat  doubtful  that  love  with  love  did  fight, 
To  leave  the  master  loveless,  or  kill  the  gallant  knight: 
To  put  in  practice  either,  alas,  it  was  a  spite 

Unto  the  silly  damsel ! 
But  one  must  be  refused;  more  mickle  was  the  pain 
That  nothing  could  be  used  to  turn  them  both  to  gain, 
Eor  of  the  two  the  trusty  knight  was  wounded  with  disdain: 

Alas,  she  could  not  help  it ! 
Thus  art  with  arms  contending  was  victor  of  the  day, 
Which  by  a  gift  of  learning  did  bear  the  maid  away : 
Then,  lullaby,  the  learned  man  hath  got  the  lady  gay; 

FoY  now  my  soiig  is  ended. 

XVII. 

On  a  day,  alack  the  day !  j 

Love,  whose  month  was  ever  May,  j 

Spied  a  blossom  passing  fair, 

Playing  in  the  wanton  air : 

Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  wind, 

All  unseen,  gan  passage  find; 

That  the  lover,  sick  to  death, 

Wish'd  himself  the  heaven's  breath, 

*  Air,'  quoth  he, '  thy  cheeks  may  blow ; 

Air,  would  I  might  triumph  so  ! 

But,  alas !  my  hand  hath  sworn 

Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn : 

Vow,  alack !  for  youth  unmeet: 

Youth,  so  apt  to  pluck  a  sweet.  ;; 

Thou  for  whom  Jove  Vv^ould  swear  ^ 

Juno  but  an  Ethiope  were;  f 

And  deny  himself  for  Jove,  ;• 

Turning  mortal  for  thy  love.' 

[xviii.] 

My  flocks  feed  not, 
My  ewes  breed  not. 
My  rams  speed  not, 

I 
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All  is  amiss : 
Love 's  denying, 
Faith  's  defying, 
Heart 's  renying, 

Causer  of  this. 
All  my  merry  jigs  are  quite  forgot. 
All  my  lady's  love  is  lost,  God  wot : 
Where  her  faith  was  firmly  fix'd  in  love, 
There  a  nay  is  placed  without  remove. 
One  silly  cross 
Wrought  all  my  loss ; 

O  frowning  fortune,  cursed,  fickle  dame  I 
For  now  I  see 
Inconstancy 

More  in  women  than  in  men  remain. 

In  black  mourn  I, 
All  fears  scorn  I, 
Love  hath  forlorn  me, 

Living  in  thrall : 
Heart  is' bleeding, 
All  help  needing, 
O  cruel  speeding, 

Fraughted  with  gall. 
My  shepherd's  pipe  can  sound  no  deal ; 
My  wether's  bell  rings  doleful  knell ; 
My  curtail  dog,  that  wont  to  have  play'd, 
Plays  not  at  all,  but  seems  afraid; 
My  sighs  so  deep 
Procure  to  weep, 

In  howling  wise,  to  see  my  doleful  plight. 
How  sighs  resound 
Through  heartless  ground, 

Like  a  thousand  vanquish 'd  men  in  bloody  fight  I 

Clear  wells  spring  not, 
Sweet  birds  sing  not. 
Green  plants  bring  not 

Forth  their  dye ; 
Herds  stand  weeping. 
Flocks  all  sleeping, 
Nymphs  back  peeping 

Fearfully : 
All  our  pleasure  known  to  us  poor  swains, 
All  our  merry  meetings  on  the  plains. 
All  our  evening  sport  from  us  is  fled, 
All  our  love  is  lost,  for  Love  is  dead. 
Farewell,  sweet  lass. 
Thy  like  ne'er  was 

For  a  sweet  content,  the  cause  of  all  my  moan: 
Poor  Cory  don, 
Must  live  alone ; 

Other  help  for  him  I  see  that  there  is  none. 

XIX. 

When  as  thine  eye  hath  chose  the  dame. 
And  stall'd  the  deer  that  thou  shouldst  strike, 
Let  reason  rule  things  worthy  blame, 
As  well  as  fancy  partial  might : 
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Take  counsel  of  some  wiser  head, 
Neither  too  young  nor  yet  unwed. 

And  when  tliou  comest  thy  tale  to  tell, 
Smooth  not  thy  tongue  with  filed  talk. 
Lest  she  some  subtle  practice  smell, — 
A  cripple  soon  ca]i  find  a  lialt ;  — 
But  plainly  say  thou  lovest  her  w^ell. 
And  set  thy  person  forth  to  sell. 

What  though  her  frowning  brows  be  bent, 
Her  cloudy  looks  will  calm  ere  night: 
And  then  too  late  she  will  repent 
That  thus  dissembled  her  delight ; 
And  twice  desire,  ere  it  be  day. 
That  which  with  scorn  siie  put  away. 

"What  though  she  strive  to  try  her  strength,' 
And  ban  and  brawl,  and  say  thee  nay. 
Her  feeble  force  will  yield  at  length, 
"When  craft  hath  taught  her  thus  to  say, 
'  Had  women  been  so  strong  as  men, 
In  faith,  you  had  not  had  it  then.' 

And  to  lier  will  frame  all  thy  ways ; 

Spare  not  to  spend,  and  chiefly  tliere 

Where  thy  desert  may  merit  praise, 

By  ringing  in  thy  lady's  ear: 
The  strongest  castle,  tower,  and  town. 
The  golden  bullet  beats  it  down. 

Serve  always  with  assured  trust. 
And  in  thy  suit  be  humble  true ; 
Unless  thy  lady  prove  unjust. 
Press  never  thou  to  choose  anew : 
When  time  shall  serve,  be  thou  not  slack 
To  proffer,  though  she  put  thee  back. 

The  wiles  and  guiles  that  women  work, 
Dissembled  with  an  outv/ard  show. 
The  tricks  and  toys  that  in  them  lurk. 
The  cock  that  treads  them  shall  not  know. 
Have  you  not  heard  it  said  full  oft, 
A  woman's  nay  doth  stand  for  nought  ? 

Think  women  still  to  strive  with  men, 
To  sin  and  never  for  to  saint : 
There  is  no  heaven,  by  holy  then. 
When  time  with  age  doth  tliem  attaint, 
Were  kisses  all  the  joys  in  bed. 
One  woman  would  another  wed. 

But,  soft!  enough,  too  much,  I  fear; 
Lest  that  my  mistress  hear  my  song. 
She  will  not  stick  to  round  me  i'  the  ear, 
To  teach  my  tongue  to  be  so  long : 
Yet  will  she  blush,  here  be  it  said. 
To  hear  her  secrets  so  bewray 'd. 

[XX.] 

Live  with  me,  and  be  my  love, 
And  we  will  all  the  pleasures  prove 
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That  hills  and  valleys,  dales  and  fields, 
And  all  the  craggy  mountains  yields. 

There  will  we  sit  upon  the  rocks, 
And  see  the  shepherds  feed  their  flocks, 
By  shallow  rivers,  by  whose  falls 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals. 

There  will  I  make  tliee  a  bed  of  roses, 
"With  a  thousand  fragrant  posies, 
A  cap  of  llowers,  and  a  kirtle 
Embroider'd  all  with  leaves  of  myrtle. 

A  belt  of  straw  and  ivy  buds, 
Witli  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs ; 
And  if  these  pleasures  may  thee  move. 
Then  live  with  me  and  be  my  love. 

love's  answer. 

If  tliat  the  world  and  love  were  young. 
And  truth  in  every  shepherd's  tongue. 
These  pretty  pleasures  might  me  move 
To  live  with  thee  and  be  thy  love. 

[XXI.] 

As  it  fell  upon  a  day 

In  the  merry  month  of  May, 

Sitting  in  a  pleasant  shade 

Which  a  grove  of  myrtles  made. 

Beasts  did  leap,  and  birds  did  sing. 

Trees  did  grow,  and  plants  did  spring; 

Every  thing  did  banish  moan, 

Save  the  nightinga,le  alone : 

She,  poor  bird,  as  all  forlorn, 

Lean'd  her  breast  up-till  a  thorn, 

And  there  sung  the  dolefulFst  ditty. 

That  to  hear  it  v/as  great  pity : 

'  Fie,  fie,  fie,'  now  would  she  cry; 

*  Tereu,  tereu ! '  by  and  by ; 

That  to  hear  her  so  complain. 

Scarce  I  couhl  from  tejirs  refrain; 

For  her  griefs,  so  lively  shov/n, 

Made  me  think  upon  mine  own. 

Ah,  thought  I,  thou  mourn 'st  in  vain  I 

Kone  t  akes  pity  on  thy  pain : 

Senseless  trees  tliey  cannot  hear  thee; 

Ptuthless  beasts  th.ey  will  not  cheer  thee: 

King  Pandion  he  is  dejid ; 

All  thy  friends  are  lapp'd  in  lead; 

All  thy  fellow  birds  do  sing, 

Careless  of  thy  sorrowing. 

Even  so,  poor  bird,  like  thee, 

None  alive  will  pity  me. 

Whilst  as  fickle  Fortune  smiled, 

Til  on  and  I  were  both  beguiled. 

Every  one  that  flatters  thee 
Is  no  friend  in  misery. 
Words  are  easy,  like  the  wind; 
Faithful  friends  are  hard  to  find : 
Every  man  will  be  tliy  friend 
Whilst  thou  hast  wherewith  to  spend; 
Vol.  VIII.— 25 
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But  if  store  of  crowns  be  scant, 
No  man  will  supply  thy  want. 
If  that  one  be  prodigal, 
Bountiful  they  will  him  call. 
And  with  such-like  flattering, 
'Pity  but  he  were  a  king ; ' 
If  he  be  addict  to  vice, 
Quickly  him  they  will  entice; 
If  to  women  he  be  bent, 
Tliey  have  at  commandement : 
But  if  Fortune  once  do  frown, 
Then  farewell  his  great  renown ; 


They  that  fawn'd  on  him  be- 
fore 
Use  his  company  no  more, 
lie  thiat  is  thy  friend  indeed. 
He  will  help  thee  in  thy  need: 
If  thou  sorrow,  he  will  weep; 
If  thou  wake,  he  cannot  sleep; 
Thus  of  every  grief  in  heart 
He  with  thee  doth  bear  a  part. 
These  are  certain  signs  to  know 
Faithful  friend  from  flattering 
foe. 


THE  PHCENIX  AND  THE  TURTLE. 


Let  the  bird  of  loudest  lay, 
On  the  sole  Arabian  tree, 
Herald  sad  and  trumpet  be. 
To  whose  sound  chaste  wings 
obey. 

But  thou  shrieking  harbinger, 
Foul  precurrer  of  the  flend, 
Augur  of  the  fever's  end. 
To  this  troop  come  thou  not 
near ! 

From  this  session  interdict 
Every  fowl  of  tyrant  wing. 
Save  the  eagle,  feather Yl  king : 
Keep  the  obsequy  so  strict. 

Let  the  priest  in  surplice  white, 
That  defunct! ve  music  can. 
Be  the  death -divining  swan, 
Lest  the  requiem  lack  his  right. 

And  thou  treble-dated  crow, 
Tluit  thy  sable  gender  makest 
With  the  breath  thou   givest 

and  takest, 
'Mongst    our    mourners    shalt 

thou  go. 

Here  the  anthem   doth    com- 
mence : 
Love  and  constancy  is  dead ; 
Phcenix  and  the  turtle  fled 
In  a  mutual  flame  from  hence. 

So  they  loved,  as  love  in  twain 
Had  the  essence  but  in  one ; 
Two  distincts,  division  none; 
Number  there  in  love  was  slain. 

Hearts  remote,  yet  not  asunder ; 
Distance,  and  no  space  was  seen 
'Twixt  the  turtle  and  his  queen ; 
But  in  them  it  were  a  wonder. 

So  between  them  love  did  shine, 
That  the  turtle  saw  his  right 


Flaming  in  the  phoenix's  sight ; 
Either  was  the  other's  mine. 

Property  was  thus  appall'd. 
That  the  self  was  not  the  same ; 
Single  nature's  double  name 
Neither  two  nor  one  was  call'd. 

Beason,  in  itself  confounded, 
Saw  division  grow  together. 
To  themselves  yet  either  neither, 
Simple  were  so  well  compound- 
ed, 

That  it  cried.  How  true  a  twain 
Seemeth  this  concordant  one ! 
Love  hath  reason,  reason  none, 
If  what  parts  can  so  remain. 

Whereupon  it  made  this  threne 
To  the  phoenix  and  the  dove, 
Co-supremes  and  stars  of  love. 
As  chorus  to  their  tragic  scene. 


TIIRENOS. 

Beauty,  truth,  and  rarity, 
Grace  in  all  simplicity. 
Here  enclosed  in  cinders  lie. 

Death  is  nov/  the  phoenix'  nest ; 
And  the  turtle's  loyal  breast 
To  eternity  doth  rest. 

Leaving  no  posterity : 
'T  was  not  their  infirmity, 
It  was  married  chastity. 

Truth  may  seem ,  but  cannot  be ; 
Beauty  brag,  but  't  is  not  she ; 
Truth  and  beauty  buried  be. 

To  this  urn  let  those  repair 
That  are  eitlier  true  or  fair ; 
For   these   dead   birds  sigh  a 
i)rayer. 
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ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 

•*  We  II  not  carry  coals.'''' — Act  I.  Sc.  1. 

One  that  would  carry  coalsy  formerly  meant  a  mean-spirited  fellow^ 
who  would  submit  to  any  indignity  without  resentment.  A  passage  or 
two  from  old  plays  will  abundantly  prove  this : — 

"Now  my  ancient  being  a  man  of  an  un-coal-carrying  spirit" 

Chapman's  May-day,  1610. 

**  Here  comes  one  that  will  carry  coals,  ergo,  will  hold  my  dog." 

Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour. 

"  He  has  had  wcong,  and  if  I  were  he,  I  would  beare  no  coales." 

Antonio  and  Mellida,  1602. 

♦*  /  will  bite  my  thumb  at  them^ — Act  I.  Sc.  1. 

This  mode  of  quarrelling  appears  to  have  been  common  in  our  author's 
time.  "  What  swearing  is  tliere  (says  Decker,  describing  the  various 
groups  that  daily  frequented  the  walks  of  St.  Paul's  church),  what 
shouldering,  what  justling,  what  jeering,  what  byting  of  thumbs  to  beget 
quarrels  /"     The  Dead  Term,  1608.— Malone. 

"  Your  plantain  leaf  is  excellent  for  that.^"* — Act  I.  Sc.  2. 

Tachius  tells  us,  that  a  toad,  before  she  engages  with  a  spider,  will 
fortify  herself  with  some  of  this  plant;  and  that  if  she  comes  off  wounded, 
she  cures  herself  afterwards  with  it. — Dr.  Grey. 

" Court-cupboard" — Act  I.  Sc.  5. 

A  court-cupboard  was  a  moveable,  a  boufet,  a  fixti  re.  The  former 
was  open,  and  made  of  plain  oak;  the  latter  had  foldirg--doprs,  and  was 
both  painted  and  gilded  on  the  inside. — Steevens. 

"  Turn  the  tables  up."— Act  I.  Sc.  5. 

It  should  be  observed,  that  ancient  tables  were  flat  leaves,  joined  by 
hinges  and  placed  on  tressels.  When  they  were  to  be  removed,  they 
were  therefore  turned  up. — Steevens. 
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"  Like  powder  in  a  sicill-less  soldier's  JiasUy — Act-Ill.  Sc.  3. 

To  understand  this  allusion,  it  should  be  remembered,  that  the  ancient 
English  soldiers,  using  match-locks,  instead  of  locks  witli  flints  as  at  pre- 
sent, were  obliged  to  carry  a  lighted  match  hanging  at  their  belts,  very 
near  to  the  wooden  flask  in  which  they  kept  their  powder. — Steevens. 

"  Lie  thou  there:'— Ad  IV.  Sc.  3. 

It  appears  from  several  passages  in  our  old  plays,  that  knives  were  for- 
merly part  of  the  bride's  accoutrements,  and  every  thing  hehoveful  for 
Juliet's  state  had  been  just  left  with  her.  So  in  Decker's  Match  Me  in 
London,  1631 : — 

*'  See  at  my  girdle  hang  my  wedding-knives." 

And  in  King  Edward  III.,  1599:— 

"  Here  by  my  side  do  hang  my  wedding-knives." 

"  And  shrieks  like  mandrakes  drawn  out  of  the  earths* 

Act  IV.  Sc.  3. 

The  mandrake  (says  Thomas  Newton,  in  his  Herball  to  the  Bible,  8vo. 
1587)  has  been  idly  represented  as  "a  creature  having  life,  and  engen- 
dered under  the  earth  of  the  seed  of  some  deade  person  that  hatli  been 
convicted  and  put  to  deathe  for  some  felonie  or  murther;  and  that  they 
had  the  same  in  such  dampishe  and  funerall  places  where  the  saide  con- 
victed persons  were  buried." — Steevens. 

"  One  of  our  order  to  associate  me:'' — Act  V.  Sc.  2. 

Each  friar  has  always  a  companion  assigned  him  by  his  superior,  when 
he  asks  leave  to  go  out;  and  thus  they  are  a  check  upon  each  other. 

Steevens. 


HAMLET. 

"  The  morning  cock  crew  loud:^ — Act  I.  Sc.  2. 

Bourne,  of  Newcastle,  in  his  Antiquities  of  the  Common  People,  in- 
forms us, — "  It  is  a  received  tradition  among  the  vulgar,  that  at  the  time 
of  cock-crowing,  the  midnight  spirits  forsake  these  lower  regions,  and  go 
tx>  their  proper  places.  Hence  it  is  (says  he),  that  in  country  places, 
where  the  way  of  life  requires  more  early  labour,  they  always  go  cheer- 
fully to  work  at  that  time;  whereas,  if  they  are  called  abroad  sooner 
they  imagine  every  thing  they  see  a  wandering  ghost." — Farmer. 

"  They  clepe  us,  drunkards:^ — Act  I.  Sc.  4. 

And  well  our  Englishmen  might;  for  in  Elizabeth's  time  there  was  a 
Done  in  London,  who  is  thus  mentioned  in  a  collection  of  characters,  en- 
titled Looke  to  It,  for  He  Stab  Ye : — 

"  You  that  will  drink  Reynaldo  unto  deth, 
The  Dane  that  >vo,uId  carowse  out  of  his  boote.'* 

And  it  appears  from  one  of  Howell's  Letters,  dated  at  Hamburgh,  in  the 
year  1632,  that  the  then  king  of  Denmark  had  not  degenerated  from  hia 
jovial  predecessors.     In  his  account  of  an  entertainment  given  by  his 
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majesty  to  tlie  earl  of  Leicester,  he  tells  us,  that  the  king,  after  befrinning 
thirty-Jive  toasts,  was  carried  away  in  his  chair,  and  that  all  the  ofiicera 
of  the  court  were  drunk. — Steevens. 

*^  Doomed  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night, 
And,  for  the  day,  confined  to  fast  in  fires.'' — Act  I.  Sc.  5. 

Among  tlie  other  punishments  of  hell  and  purgatory,  continual  hunger 
and  thirst  were  enumerated  Chaucer  says, — "  And  moreover  the  misese 
of  hell  shall  be  in  defaut  of  meat  and  drinke."  Nashs,  in  his  Pierce 
Penniless,  has  the  same  idea: — "Whether  it  be  a  place  of  horror,  stench, 
and  darkness,  where  men  see  meat,  but  can  get  none,  and  are  ever 
thirsty."  So,  likewise,  at  the  conclusion  of  an  ancient  pamphlet,  called 
The  Wyll  of  the  Devyll  :— 

"  Thou  shalt  lye  in  frost  and  fire 
With  sicknesse  and  hunger." 

"  In  her  excellent  white  bosom,  these.'''' — Act  II.  Sc.  2. 

It  was  customary  for  ladies  to  have  a  pocket  at  the  bosom  of  their  dress, 
in  which  they  kept  letters,  or  any  other  valuable  which  they  desired  to 
have  constantly  about  them. 

"  An  eyry  of  children.'''' — Act  II.  Sc.  2. 

This  relates  to  the  young  singing  men  of  the  Chapel-Royal,  or  St. 
Paul's,  of  the  former  of  whom  mention  occurs  in  a  puritanical  pamphlet 
60  early  as  1569: — "  Piais  will  never  be  supprest,  while  her  Alajestles 
unfledged  minions  flaunt  it  in  silkes  and  sattens.  Tliey  had  as  well  be 
at  their  popish  service  in  tlie  devill's  garments.  Even  in  her  Majestie's 
chapel  do  these  pretty  upstart  youthes  profane  the  Lorde's  day  by  the 
lascivious  vvrithings  of  their  tender  limbes,  and  gorgeous  decking  of  their 
apparell,  in  feigning  bawdie  fables  gathered  from  their  idolatrous  heathen 
poets." — Steevens 

"  By  the  altitude  of  a  chopine.'" — Act  II.  Sc.  2. 

"A  thing  made  of  Vv'ood,  and  covered  with  leather  of  sundry  colours, 
some  vt'ith  Vt'hite,  some  with  redde,  some  yellow.  It  is  called  a  chapiney, 
which  they  wear  under  their  shoes.  Many  of  them  are  curiously 
painted,  some  also  of  them  have  I  seen  fairly  gilte.  Tliere  are  many  of 
these  chapincys  of  a  great  height,  even  half  a  yarde  highe,  whiche 
maketh  many  of  their  women,  whiche  are  very  short,  seeme  miich  taller 
than  tlie  tallest  woman  we  have  in  England.  Also,  I  have  heard  it 
observed  among  them,  that  by  how  much  the  nobler  a  woman  is,  by  so 
much  the  higher  are  her  chapineys.  All  their  gentlewomen,  and  most 
of  their  wives  and  widows  that  are  of  any  wealtU,  are  assisted  and  sup- 
ported, eyther  by  men  or  women,  when  they  vvaike  abroade,  to  the  end 
they  may  not  fall.  They  are  borne  up  most  commonly  by  the  left  arme, 
otherwise  they  might  quickly  take  a  fall." — Coryat's  Crudites,  1611. 

^^  Like  French  falconers.'''' — Act  II.  Sc.  2. 

The  amusement  of  falconry  was  much  cultivated  in  France.  In  Sir 
Thomas  Browne's  Tracts,  we  are  told,  that  'the  French  seem  to  have 
been  the  first  and  \\oh\Gs\.  falconers  in  the  western  part  of  Europe."  And, 
that  "  the  French  king  sent  over  his  falconers  to  show  that  sport  to  King 
James  the  First." — Steevens. 
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•*i  have  heard  of  your  paintings,  too^  well  enough." — Act  III.  Sc.  1. 

Painting"  the  skin  was  very  common,  anciently,  and  was  frequently 
alluded  to  by  Shakspeare's  contemporaries.  So,  in  Drayton's  Moon- 
calf:— 

" No  sooner  got  the  teens. 


Snt  her  own  natural  beauty  she  disdains; 

With  oyls  and  broths  most  venomous  and  base, 

She  plaisters  over  her  well-fa vour'd  face; 

And  those  sweet  veins  by  nature  rightly  plac'd, 

Wherewith  she  seems  that  white  skin  to  have  lac'd, 

She  soon  doth  alter,  and,  with  fading  blue, 

Blanching  her  bosom,  she  makes  others  new." — Steevens. 


"  Out-herods  Herod:'— Act  III.  Sc.  2. 

The  character  o^  Herod  in  the  ancient  mysteries  was  always  a  vioient 
one.     The  following  language  is  put  into  his  mouth  in  an  old  play : — 

"Now  I  reign  lyk  a  king  array'd  full  rych, 
Rollyd  in  rynggs  and  robys  of  array, 
Dukys  with  dentys  I  drive  into  the  dych. 
My  dedys  be  full  dovvty  demyd  be  day." 

"Of  bewte  and  of  boldnes  I  her  evermore  the  bellOj 
Of  mayn  and  of  myglit  I  master  every  man ; 
I  dynge  with  my  dovvLiness  the  devyl  down  to  helle. 
For  bothe  of  hevyn  and  of  earth  I  am  kyn^-e  certann." 

Steevens  and  M alone. 

^^  Lying  down  at  Ophelia's  feety — Act  III.  Sc.  2. 

To  lie  at  the  feet  of  a  mistress,  during  any  dramatic  representation, 
seems  to  have  been  a  common  act  of  gallantry.  So  in  The  Queen  of 
Corinth,  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher : — 

"Ushers  her  to  her  coach,  lies  at  her  feet 
At  solemn  masques,  applauding  what  she  laughs  at." 

Steevens. 

"  Behind  the  arras  Vll  convey  myself:'' — Act  III.  Sc.  3. 

The  arras-hangings,  in  the  {>oet's  time,  were  hung  at  such  a  distance 
from  the  wall,  that  a  person  miglit  easily  stand  behind  theni  unperceived 

M  ALONE. 


♦  Liok  here.,  upon  this  picture,  and  on  //i?s." — Act  III.  Sc.  4. 

The  introduction  of  miniatures  in  this  place  is  a  modern  innovation. 
A  print  prefixed  to  Howe's  edition  of  Hamlet,  1709,  proves  this.  There 
the  two  royal  portraits  are  exhibited  as  half  lengths,  hanging  in  the 
queen's  closet;  and  either  thus,  or  as  whole  lengths,  they  were  probaoij 
exhibited  from  the  time  of  the  original  performance  of  this  tragedy,  to  the 
death  of  Betterton.  We  may  also  learn,  from  this  print,  that  the  trick 
of  throwing  down  the  chair,  on  the  appearance  of  the  ghost,  was  adopted 
by  modern  Hamlets,  from  the  practice  of  their  predecessors. 

Malone  and  Steevens. 
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"  T/iunders  in  the  indexj''^ — Act  III.  Sc.  4. 

In  many  old  books  we  find  the  index  inserted  at  the  beginning  instead 
of  the  end,  as  is  now  usual. 

«  Hide  fox,  and  all  after:'— Act  IV.  Sc.  3. 

There  is  a  play  among  children,  called  Hide  fox  and  all  after,  which 
Decker  seems  to  alUide  to  in  his  Satiromastix  :  "  Our  unhandsome-faced 
poet  does  play  at  bo-pecp  with  your  grace,  and  cries, — ^All  hid,  as  boys 
do:  " — HanaMEu. 

"^y  his  cockle  hat  and  staff, 
And  his  sandal  shoon^^ — Act  IV.  Sc.  5. 

This  is  the  description  of  a  pilgrim.  While  this  kind  of  devotion  wag 
in  favour,  love-intrigues  were  carried  on  under  that  mask.  The  cockle- 
shell hat  was  one  of  the  essential  badges  of  this  vocation  ;  for  the  chief 
places  of  devotion  being  be3''ond  sea,  or  on  the  coasts,  the  pilgrims  were 
accustomed  to  put  cockle-shells  in  their  Iiats,  to  denote  the  due  pertorm- 
ance  of  their  vows. —  VVarburton. 

"  The  owl  was  a  baker's  daughter" — Act  IV.  Sc.  5. 

This  is  a  common  story  among  the  vulgar  in  Gloucestershire,  and  ig 
thus  related:  "Our  Saviour  went  into  a  baker's  shop,  where  they  were 
baking,  and  asked  for  some  bread  to  eat.  The  mistress  of  the  shop  imme- 
diately put  a  piece  of  dougii  into  the  oven  to  bake  for  him  ;  but  was  rep- 
rimanded by  her  daughter,  who  insisted  that  the  piece  of  dough  was  toe' 
large,  and  reduced  it  to  a  very  small  size.  The  dough,  however,  imme* 
diately  afterwards  began  to  sv.'ell,  and  presently  became  of  a  most  enor- 
mous size.  Whereupon,  the  baker's  daughter  cried  out — 'Heugh,  heugh. 
beugh!'  which  owl-like  noise  probably  induced  our  Saviour,  for  her  wick 
edness,  to  transform  her  into  that  bird." — Douce. 

«  By  Saint  Charity:'— Act  IV.  Sc.  5. 

In  the  scene  between  the  bastard  Faulconbridge  and  the  friars  and 
nun,  in  The  First  Part  of  the  Troublesome  Raigne  of  King  John, — •«  The 
nunne  swears  by  Gis,  and  the  friar  prays  to  Saint  Withold  (another 
obsolete  saint  mentioned  in  King  Lear),  and  adjure  him  by  Saint  Charitie 
to  hear  them." — Blacksione. 

"  There's  rosemary,  that's  for  remembrance:' — Act  IV.  Sc.  5. 

Rosemary  was  anciently  supposed  to  strengthen  the  memory,  and  waa 
not  only  carried  at  funerals,  but  worn  at  weddings.  Thus,  in  The  Noble 
Spanish  Soldier,  1634:  "I  meet  few  but  are  stuck  with  rosemary:  every 
one  asked  me  who  was  to  be  married."  Pansies  is  for  thoughts,  because 
of  its  name,  pensees ;  so,  in  All  Fools,  a  comedy  by  Chapman.  1605: 

"  What  flowers  are  these  '* 
The  pansie  this. 
O,  that's  for  lovers'  thoughts  I" 

Greene,  ni  his  Quip  for  an  Upstart  Courtier,  1620,  calls  fennel,  women's 
weeds,  "  fit  generally  for  that  sex,  sith  while  they  are  maidens,  they  wisii 
wantonly."  Columbines  are  thus  mentioned  by  Chapman  in  his  All 
Fools: 

"  What's  that  1  —  a  columbine  1 
No :  that  thankless  flower  grows  not  in  my  garden." 
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Ophelia  calls  rue  the  herb  of  grace :  the  following-  passage  from  a  Quip 
for  an  Upstart  Courtier,  is  much  to  the  purpose:  "Some  of  them  smiled 
and  said  rue  was  called  herbe  grace,  which,  though  they  scorned  in  their 
youth,  thoy  might  weare  in  their  age,  and  that  it  was  never  too  late  to 
say  misererey  In  the  same  work,  the  emblematical  character  of  the 
daisy  is  thus  given:  "Next  them  grew  the  dissembl'mg  daisy,  to  warne 
such  light-of-love  wenches  not  to  trust  every  fairie  promise  that  such 
amorous  bachelors  make  them."  The  violet  is  thus  characterized  in  aa 
old  collection  of  sonnets,  printed  1584: 

"Violet  is  for  faithfulnesse, 
Which  in  me  shall  abide; 
Hoping-  likewise  that  from  your  heart 
You  will  not  let  it  slide." 

"  To  play  at  loggats  with  them.'''' — Act  V.  So.  1. 

This  is  a  game  still  played  in  several  parts  of  Enorland.  A  stake  is 
fixed  into  the  ground ;  tliose  who  play,  tlirow  loggats  at  it,  and  he  that 
is  nearest  the  stake  wins:  we  have  seen  it  played  at  sheep-shearino- 
feasts,  where  the  winner  was  entitled  to  a  black  fleece,  which  he  after- 
wards presented  to  the  farmer's  maid  to  spin,  for  the  purpose  of  making  a 
petticoat,  and  on  condition  that  she  knelt  down  on  the  fleece,  to  be  kissed 
by  all  the  rustics  present. — Steevens. 

"  The  age  is  grown  so  'picked.'''' — Act  V.  Sc.  1. 

This  alludes  to  a  very  absurd  fashion.  Shoes  with  pointed  toes,  of  a 
monstrous  length,  were  so  generally  worn  in  England,  that  it  was  re- 
strained at  last  by  proclamation,  so  long  ago  as  the  5th  of  Edward  IV., 
when  it  was  ordered,  "  That  the  beaks  or  pykes  of  shoes  and  boots  should 
not  pass  two  inches,  upon  pain  of  cursing  by  the  clergy,  and  forfeiting 
twenty  shillings,  to  be  paid,  one  noble  to  the  king,  another  to  the  cord- 
wainers  of  London,  and  the  third  to  the  chamber  of  London  :  and  for  other 
countries  and  towns,  the  like  order  was  taken.  Before  tliis  time,  and 
since  the  year  1482,  the  pykes  of  shoes  and  boots  were  of  such  length, 
that  they  were  fain  to  be  tied  up  to  the  knee  with  chains  of  silver,  and 
gilt,  or  at  least  silken  laces. — Steevens. 

"  In  the  bilboes.'"— Act  V.  Sc.  2. 

The  bilboes  is  a  bar  of  iron  with  fetters  annexed  to  it,  by  which  disor- 
derly or  mutinous  sailors  were  anciently  linked  together.  The  word  is 
dfH-ived  from  Bilboa,  a  place  in  Spain,  famous  for  its  steel  manufacture." 
The  legs  of  persons  suffering  the  punishment  were  connected  so  closely, 
that  it  was  impossible  for  one  to  move  without  distressing-  the  other;  so 
that  any  attempt  to  rest  under  such  circumstances  was  wholly  fruitless 
The  bilboes  are  still  shown  in  the  Tower  of  London,  among  the  othei 
epoils  of  the  Spanish  Armada. — Steevens. 

"  I  once  did  hold  itf  as  cur  statists  do, 
A  baseness  to  write  fair. ^^ — Act  V.  Sc.  2. 

"I  ha"e,  in  my  time  (says  Montaigne),  seene  some,  who,  by  writing, 
did  earnestly  get  both  their  titles  and  living,  to  disavow  their  apprentis- 
sage,  marre  their  pen,  and  affect  the  ignorance  of  so  vulgar  a  qualitie.^* 
So,  in  Fletcher's  Woman-Hater: — " 'Tis  well,  and  you  have  learned  to 
write  a  bad  hand,  that  the  readers  may  take  pains  tor  it.  Your  lordship 
hath  a  secretary  that  can  write  fair  when  you  purpose  to  be  understood." 

Boswell. 
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" //an^^ers."— Act  V.  Sc.  2. 

Under  this  term  were  comprehended  four  graduated  straps,  &c.,  that 
hung  down  in  a  belt  on  each  side  of  its  receptacle  for  the  sword.  I  have 
Been  a  most  gorgeous  belt  of  this  description,  at  least  as  old  as  the  time 
of  James  I.  It  was  of  common  velvet,  embroidered  with  gold,  and  had 
belonged  to  the  Somerset  family.  Pope  mistook  the  meaning  of  this 
term,  conceiving  it  to  signify  "short  pendulous  broad-swords." 

Steeveks. 


OTHELLO. 

"  Special  officers  of  night .^^ — Act  I.  Sc.  2. 

Shakspeare  must  have  read  the  Commonwealth  and  Government  of 
Venice,  translated  by  Lewkenor,  in  which  the  following  passage  occurs: 
♦'  For  the  greater  expedition  thereof,  of  these  kinds  of  judgments,  the 
heads  or  chieftains  of  the  (tJUcers  by  night  do  obtain  the  authority  of  which 
the  advocators  are  deprived.  These  ojjicers  of  the  night  are  six,  and  six 
likewise  are  those  meane  officers,  that  have  only  power  to  correct  base 
vagabonds  and  trifling  offences." — Malone. 

^''Valiant  Glhello,  we  must  straight  employ  you, 
Against  the  general  enemy  Ottoman.'''' — Act  I.  Sc.  3. 

Tt  was  part  of  the  policy  of  the  Venotifin  state,  never  to  entrust  the 
command  of  an  army  to  a  native.  "To  exclude  therefore  (says  Conta- 
reno,  as  translated  by  Lewkenor,  l.")99,)  from  the  Venetian  state,  the 
danger  or  occasion  of  ambitious  enterprises,  our  ancestors  held  it  a  better 
course  to  defend  the  dominions  on  the  continent  with  foreign  mercenary 
soldiers  than  with  the  home-bred  citizens.  'J'iieir  charges  and  yearly 
occasions  of  disbursement  are  likewise  very  g-reat;  for  alwaise  they  do 
entertain  in  honorable  sort  with  great  provision  a  captaine  generalle, 
who  alwaise  is  a  stranger  borne. — Malone. 

"  The  Anthropophagi,  and  men  whose  heads 
Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders.^'' — Act  I.  Sc.  3. 

The  Cannibals  and  Anthropophagi  were  known  to  an  English  audi- 
ence before  Shakspeare  introduced  them.  In  Tlie  History  of  Orlando 
Furioso,  played  before  f]ljzabeth,  they  are  mentioned,  and  Raleigh 
speaks  of  people  whose  heads  appear  not  above  their  shoulders.  Histo- 
ries, says  Gilpin,  in  a  sermon  before  Edward  IV.,  notice  "a  people  called 
Anthropophagi,  eaters  of  men.''''  In  Huciiluyt's  Voyages,  1598,  Vv'e  find 
this  passage:  "On  that  branch  which  is  called  Caora,  are  a  nation  of 
people  whose  heades  appear  not  above  their  shoulders:  they  are  reported 
to  have  their  eyes  in  their  shoulders,  and  their  mouthes  in  the  middle 
of  their  breastes." — Reed  and  Steevens. 

"  Thrice  driven  bed  of  down.'''' — Act  T.  Sc.  3. 

A  driven  bed  is  a  bed  for  which  the  feathers  are  selected,  by  driving 
with  a  fan,  which  separates  the  light  from  the  heavy. — Johnson. 

"As  luscious  as  locusts.'''' — Act  L  Sc.  3. 

The  fruit  of  the  locust  tree  is  a  long  black  pod,  that  contains  the  seeds, 
among  which  there  is  a  very  sweet  luscious  juice,  of  much  the  same  con- 
sistency as  fresh  honey. — Steevens. 
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**  Though  thai  her  jesses  were  mrj  dear  heart-strings.'''' — Act  III.  Sc.  3. 

Jesses  are  short  straps  of  leather  tied  about  the  foot  of  a  hawk,  by 
which  she  is  held  on  the  fist. — Hanmer. 

if  the  general  camp, 


Pioneers  and  ally — Act  III.  Sc.  3. 

Pioneers  were  g-enerally  degraded  soldiers,  appointed  to  the  office  of 
pioneer  as  a  punishment  for  misbehaviour.  "  A  soldier  ought  ever  to 
retaine  and  keepe  his  armes  in  saftie  and  forthcoming,  for  he  is  more  tc 
be  detested  than  a  coward,  that  will  lose  or  play  away  any  part  thereof, 
or  refuse  it  for  his  ease,  or  to  avoid  paines ;  wherefore  such  a  one  is  to  be 
dismissed  with  punishment,  or  to  be  made  some  abject  pioneer. ^^  The 
Art  of  War,  by  E.  Davies,  1.619. — Grose. 

"  Crusadoes.'''— Act  III.  Sc.  4. 

The  crusado  is  so  called  from  the  cross  which  is  stamped  upon  it;  it  is 
a  Portuguese  coin,  in  value  about  three  shillings  of  our  money. — Grey. 

**And  it  was  died  in  mummy." — Act  III.  Sc.  4. 

The  balsamic  liquor  running  from  mummies,  was  formerly  celebrated 
for  its  anti-epileptic  virtues.  We  are  now  wise  enough  to  know  that  the 
qualities  ascribed  to  it  are  all  imaginary.  Mummy,  however,  is  still 
much  coveted  by  painters,  as  a  transparent  brown  colour  which  throws  a 
warmth  into  their  shadows. — Steevens. 

"  If  that  the  earth  should  teem  with  woman's  tears. 
Each  drop  she  falls,  would  prove  a  crocodile." — Act  IV.  Sc.  1. 

Shakspeare  here  alludes  to  the  fabulous  accounts  of  crocodiles.  "  It  ia 
written  (says  Bullokar),  that  he  shall  weep  over  a  man's  head,  when  he 
hath  devoured  the  body,  and  then  will  eat  up  the  head  too.  Wherefore, 
in  Latin  there  is  a  proverb,  crocodili  lachrymcB,  crocodile's  tears,  to  sig- 
nify such  tears  as  are  fained."  It  appears,  that  a  dead  crocodile,  "but 
in  perfect  forme,*'  of  about  nine  feet  long,  had  been  exhibited  in  London 
in  our  poet's  time. — Malone. 

"  For  a  joint  ring." — Act  IV.  Sc.  3. 

The  nature  of  a  joint  ring  will  be  best  explained  by  a  passage  in  Dry- 
den's  Don  Sebastian : 

" a  curious  artist  wrought  them. 


With  joints  so  close  as  not  to  be  perceiv'd ; 
Yet  are  they  both  each  other's  counterpart : 
Her  part  had  .Juan  inscrib'd,  and  his  had  Zayda, 
(You  know  those  names  are  theirs)  and  in  the  midst, 
A  heart  divided  in  two  halves  was  plac'd. 
Now  if  the  rivets  of  those  rings  inclos'd, 
Fit  not  each  other,  I  have  forg'd  this  lye: 
But  if  they  join,  you  must  for  ever  part." 

«'  Chrysolite."— Aci  V.  Sc.  1. 

Pliny  informs  us,  that  Ptolemy  Philadelphus  had  a  statue  of  his  wife, 
Arbmoe,  made  of  one  topas,  four  cubits  in  length.  Topaz  and  chrysolite 
wore  once  used  as  synonymous  terms. — Plumtree. 


NOTE. 

tN  order  that  this  edition  of  Shakespeare  might  be  more 
complete,  it  has  been  deemed  requisite  that  a  collection 
of  gems  be  appended  to  it.  Our  design  is  not  to  give 
a  complete  Concordance  of  Shakespeare's  words,  which  would 
imply  the  duplicating  of  the  same  passage  as  well  as  the  in- 
troduction of  many  thousands  of  trivial  passages,  but  rather 
to  select  all  the  desirable  quotations  (care  being  taken  that 
complete  sense  was  retained)  and  insert  them  once,  taking  for 
the  initial  word  that  which  in  our  opinion  is  the  most  prom- 
inent. 

The  usual  reference  to  Play,  Act  and  Scene  has  been 
dropped,  and  that  of  Play,  Volume  and  Page  adopted.  For 
rapid  and  accurate  reference,  the  advantage  of  this  over  the 
other  method  v/ill  readily  be  appreciated. 
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LIST  OF  ABBREVIATIONS 


Tempest    .... 
Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona 
Merry  Wives  of  Windsor 
Measure  for  Measure 
Comedy  of  Errors   . 
Much  Ado  About  Nothing 
Love's  Labor  Lost  . 
Midsummer  Night's  Dream 
Merchant  of  Venice 
As  You  Like  It    . 
Taming  of  the  Shrew 
All's  Well  That,  etc. 
Twelfth  Night 
Winter's  Tale     . 
King  John 
Richard  II. 

1  Henry  IV.     . 

2  Henry  IV. 
Richard  III.     . 
Henry  VIII. 
Troilus  and  Cressida 
Ccriolanus  . 
Titus  Andronicus     . 
Romeo  and  Juliet 
Timon  of  Athens 
Julius  C/ESAr 
Macbeth    .... 
Hamlet 
King  Lear 
Othello 

Antony  and  Cleopatra 
Cymbeline     . 
Pericles    .... 


Tent. 
T.  G.  V. 

M.  W.  IV. 
M.  for  M. 
Cent.  E. 
M.  Ado. 
L.  L.  L. 
M.  N.  D. 
Mer.   V. 
A.   Y.  L. 
Tain,  Sh. 
AlVs  IV. 
Tw.  N. 
IV.  Tide. 

K.  y. 

A\  //. 

1  //.  IV. 

2  //.  IV. 
R.  III. 
H.  VIII. 
Tr.  <Sr-  Cr. 
Cor. 

Tit.  An. 
R.^J. 
Tim.  A. 

y.c. 

Mac. 

Ham. 

K.  L. 

Oih. 

A.  &-  C. 

Cyvi. 

Per. 


398 


CONCORDANCE. 


ABA ^T 

Abattdoned. — Left  and  a.  of  his  velvet  friends A.  Y.  L. 

Abide. — Let  no  man  a.  this  deed  but  we  the  doers y.  C. 

Abjured. — For  whose  dear  love  .   .  .  she  hath  a.  the  sight  of  nun T^v.  N. 

Aboktive. — If  ever  he  have  child  a.  be  it R.  III. 

Abraham. — Conduct  his  sweet  soul  to  the  bosom  of  good  oU  A R.  II. 

Absolute.  —  How  a.  the  knave  is  ! Ham. 

Absolved. — Your  great  goodness,  out  of  holy  pity,  a.  him  with  an  axe...//.   VIII. 

Abstracts. — They  ar-  the  a.  and  brief  chronicles  of  the  time Ham. 

Abusing  of  God's  patience  and  the  King's  English M.  IV.  IV. 

Abysm. — In  the  dark  backward  and  a.  of  time Tetn, 

/-Accidents. — Moving  a.  by  flood  and  field Oth. 

'Accost'  is  front  her;  board  her;  woo  her;  assail  her 'Ihv.  iV". 

Account. — Sent  to  my  a.  with  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head Ham. 

Accoutred. — Upon  the  word  a.  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in y.  C. 

Ache. — Charm  a.  with  air,  and  agony  with  words M.  Ado. 

Achiever. — A  victory  is  twice  itselfwhen  thea.  brings  home  full  vMmhcYS.M.Ado. 

Aconitum. — Though  it  do  work  as  strong  as  a.  or  rash  gunpowder 2  H.  IV. 

Acres. — Holy  fields  overv/hose  a.  v/'alked  those  blessed  feet i  H.  IV. 

Act. — Be  great  in  a.,  as  you  have  been  in  thought K.  y. 

Action. — In  such  business  a,   .  .  .  is  eloquence Cor. 

Suit  the  a.  to  the  word  ;  and  the  word  to  the  a , Ham, 

Actor. — After  a  well-graced  a.  leaves  the  stage R.  II. 

Adam. — A.'s  sons  are  my  brethren M.  Ado. 

Had  he  been  A.  he  had  tempted  Eve L.  L.  L. 

A.  was  a  gardener 2  //.  VI. 

A.  was  the  first  that  ever  bore  arms Ham. 

Whipped  the  offending  A.  out  of  him H.   V. 

Adder. — Whose  tongue  more  poisonous  than  the^.'j  tooth 3  H.  VI. 

It  is  the  bright  day  that  brings  forth  the  a y.  C. 

Admirable. — la  form  and  moving  how  express  and  a.  .' Ilajn. 

Admittance. — 'Tis  gold  which  buys  a Cym. 

AnoRH. — I  did  a.  a  twinkling  star,  but  now  I  worship  a  celestial  sun...  T.  G.  V. 

Ad;jre!1.  —  I  profess  myself  her  «.,  not  her  fiend Cym. 

Adv.\nce. — The  fringed  curtains  of  thine  eye  a Tein. 

Ai>vance.ment. — Do  not  think  I  flatter,  for  what«.  may  I  hope  from  ihe^.Ham. 
f  Advantage. — Made  use  and  fair  ^a;.  of  his  days T.  G.  V. 

Were  nailed  for  our  a.  on  the  bitter  cross i  H.  IV. 

Let's  away;  a.  feeds  him  fat,  while  men  dolay i  H.  IV. 

A.  is  a  better  soldier  than  rashness H.   V. 

T.ike  all  the  swift  a.  of  the  hours A'.  ///. 

Has  an  eye  can  stam.p  and  counterfeit  a Oih. 

Adv.-vntageous. — Here  is  everything  a.  to  life  :  True ;  save  means  to  live.  Tem. 

Adventure. — I  would  a.  for  svich  merchandise R.  ^^  y. 

Adversaries. — Do  as  a.  do  in  law,  strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink.  Ta7ii.  Sh. 

Mounting  barbed  steeds,  to  fright  the  souls  of  fearful  a R.  III. 

Adversai^y. — A  stony  a,,  an  inliuman  wretch Mcr.   V. 

Yet  am  I  noble,  as  the^.  I  come  to  cope A'.  L. 

Adversity. — Sweet  are  the  uses  of  a.,  which  like  the  toad  ugly  and...^.   Y.  L. 

Let  me  embrace  thee,  sour  a.   .   .   .  men  say  it  is  the  wisest  course  ...3  //.   VI. 

A.'s  sweet  milk,  philosophy,  to  comfort  thee R.  &^  y. 

Advertisement.— My  griefs  cry  louder  than  a >/.  Ado. 

Advice. — Restored  with  good  a.  and  little  medicine 2  H.  IV. 

Take  a  homely  man's  a.,  be  not  found  here Mac. 

Advisings.— Fasten  your  ear  on  my  a M./or  I\I. 

Aery. — Your  a.  buildjth  in  our  a.'s  nest R.  III. 

Our  a.  buildeth  in  the  cedar's  top  and  dallies  with  the  wind A'.  ///. 

i^Csop. — Let  AL.  fable  in  a  winter's  night 3  H.  VI. 

Mtha.. — Now  let  hot  y£'.  cool  in  Sicily Tun.  A. 
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400  AFE AWE 

Afeard. — A  conqueror,  and  a.  to  speak  ! L.  L.  L. 

1  am  a.  there  are  few  die  well,  th'at  die  in  battle H.  V, 

Fie,  my  Lord,  fie  !     A  soldier  and  a.  ! Mac. 

Affairs. — Hope  is  a  curtail-dog  in  some  a M.  W.  VV. 

There  is  a  tide  in  the  a.  of  men,  which  tuken  at  tiie  fiood y.  C. 

Affect. — Lest  it  be  rather  thought  you  a.,  a  sorrow  than  have  it A/i's  IV. 

I  do  a.  a  sorrow  indeed,  but  I  have  it  too Ail's  VV. 

Affection. — She  loves  him  with  an  enraged  a.  ;  it  is  past  the  infinite..;^/.  Ado. 

Pleasant  without  scurrility,  witty  without  rt Z,.  I^.  L. 

Affections. — Let  thy  love  be  younger  than  thyself,  or  thy  a  cannot  hold..  l\v.  N. 
Age. — Let  them  die  that^;.  and  sullens  have R.  II. 

The  silver  livery  of  advised  « i  H.  VI. 

That  which  should  accompany  old  a.,  as  honor,  love,  obedience Mac. 

A.  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale  her  infinite  variety A.  &^  C. 

You  see  me  here — a  poor  old  man  as  full  of  grief  as  a K.  L. 

Agony. — Mirth  cannot  move  a  soul  in  a L.  L.  L. 

Aiu. — With  her  breath  she  did  perfume  the  a Tani.  Sh. 

The  a.  a  chartered  libertine,  is  still H.  V. 

Airs. — Bring  with  thee  a.  from  heaven,  or  blasts  from  hell Ham. 

Airy. — Gives  to  a.  nothing,  a  local  habitation  and  a  name AI.  N.  D. 

Albion. — That  nook-shotten  isle  of  A H.  V. 

Ale. — Because  thou  art  virtuous,  shall  there  be  no  more  cakes  and  a.  ?...  Tiu.  N. 
All. — My  pretty  ones?    Did  you  say  ^.  .^   O,  hell-kite!    A.? Mac. 

Take  him  for  a.  in  a.,  I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again Haiit. 

Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs K.  L. 

Alone. — She  is  ^s.,  then  let  her  a T.  G.  V. 

Ambition. — Flii'g  away  a.,  by  that  sin  fell  the  angels H.  VIII. 

Love  and  meekness,  lord,  become  a  churchman  better  than  a H.  VIII. 

A.  should  be  made  of  sterner  stutT y.  C. 

Vaultings,  which  o'erleaijs  itself,  and  falls Jlfac. 

Ambitious. — As  he  was  valiant  I  honor  him  ;  as  he  was  a.  I  slew  him y.  C. 

Amen.— I  had  most  need  of  blessing,  and  A.  stuck  in  my  throat Mac. 

Anatomy. — A  mere  a.,  a  mountebank,  a  threadbare  juggler Co7n.  E. 

Ancestors. — Ail  his  ^.  that  come  after  him M.  W.  JV. 

Give  him  a  statue  with  his  a y  C. 

Angels. — Plays  such  fantastic  tricks  .   .   .  as  make  tlie  ^i.  weep M.for  M. 

A.  and  ministers  of  grace,  defend  us  !     Be  thou Ham. 

Anger. — A  countenance  more  in  sorrow  than  \xva Ilajit. 

Animal. — But  such  a  poor  bare  forked  a.  as  thou  art K.  L. 

Annuls. — If  you  have  writ  your  «.  true  'tis  there Cor. 

Ansv/er. — Here  I  stand  io  a.  thee,  or  any  he 3  H.   VI. 

Ape. — This  is  the  a.  of  form,  monsieur  the  nice L.  L.  L. 

O  sleep  thou  a.  of  death  ! Cym. 

Apollo. — As  sweet  and  musical  as  bright  A.' s  lute L.  L.  L. 

A.  plays,  and  twenty  c;iged  nightingales  do  sing I'am.  Sk. 

App.\rel. — Rich  not  gaudy,  for  the  a.  oft  proclaims  the  man Ilavt. 

Appetite. — Cloy  the  .  .   .  edge  of  a.  by  bare  imagination  of  a  feast R.  II. 

Now  good  digestion  wait  on  a.,  and  health  on  both  1 Mac. 

As  if  increase  of  «.  had  grown  by  what  it  fed  on Ham. 

Applaud. — I  would  a.  thee  to  the  very  echo Mac. 

Appliance.  —Temperance,  that's  the  a.  which  your  disease  requires...//.  VIII. 

With  all  (Z.J  and  means  to  boot 2  //.  IV. 

Apprehension. — The  sense  of  death  is  most  in  a M  for  M. 

Approved. — Of  a.  valor  and  confirmed  honesty M.  Ado. 

April. — Men  are  A.  when  they  woo,  December  when  they  wed A.  Y.  L. 

Argument. — They  fought,  and  sheathed  their  swords  for  lack  of  a //.  V. 

Rightly  to  be  gieat  is  not  to  stir  without  great  a Ham. 

Arm. — This  a.  shall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  spent  A'.  //. 

Both  together  are  confident  against  the  world  in  a.s ; i  //.  IV. 

Or  take  a.s  against  a  sea  of  troubles Ham. 

Armed. — Thrice  is  he  a.  that  hath  his  quarrel  just 2  //.  VI. 

No  terror  ...   in  your  threats — for  I  am  a.  so  strong  in  honesty y.  C. 

Arrows. — The  slings  and  a.  of  outrageous  fortune Ham. 

Art. — Dear  nurse  of  a.s,  plenties,  and  joyful  births //.  V. 

More  matter,  with  less  <i.  .   .  .  Madam,  I  swear  I  use  no  a Ham. 

Artificer. — Another  lean,  unwashed  a , K.  y. 

Aspiring. — Will  the  a.  blood  of  Lancaster,  sink  in  the  groimd  ! 3  //.  VI. 

Ass. — Write  me  down  an  a M.  Ado. 

Your  didl  a.  will  not  mend  his  pace  v/ith  beating Ham. 

AsstTME  a  virtue  if  you  have  it  not Ham. 

Assui^ANCE. — I'll  make  a.  double  sure Mac. 

Every  god  did  .   .   .  set  his  seal  to  give  the  world  «;.  of  a  man Ham. 

Attendance. — To  dance  a.  on  their  lordships'  pleasures H.  VIII. 

Audit.  — And  how  his  a.  stands  who  knows  save  Heaven? Ham. 

Aurora. — To  draw  the  shady  curtains  from  A.'s  bed R.  (Sr"  y. 

Authority. — Man,  proud  man,  dressed  in  a  little  brief  a M. /or  M. 

AvAUNT  !  and  quit  my  sight !  let  the  earth  hide  thee Mac. 

Avouch. — The  sensible  and  true  a.  of  mine  own  eyes Ham. 

Awe. — I  had  as  lief  not  be  as  live  to  be  in  a.  of  such  a  thing  as  1  myself...  y.  C. 
Aweary. — I  anirt.  of  this  moon;  would  he  would  change  ! M.  N.  D. 
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B. 

Babbled. — His  nose  was  sharp,  and  a'  h.  of  green  fields H.  V. 

bAER. — For  I  am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a  b Tain.  Sh. 

1  kiiow  .  .  .  how  tender  'tis  to  love  the  b.  that  milks  me Mac, 

Bachelor. — When  1  said  I  would  die  a  b.,  I  did  not  think  I  should M.  Ado. 

Back. — Time  hath  ...  a  wallet  at  his  b.  wherein  he  puts  alms Tr.  &^  Cr. 

At  least  we'll  die  with  harness  on  our  b Mac. 

Backing. — Call  you  that  b.  of  your  friends  ?  A  plague  upon  such  ^....i  H.  IV. 
Bad. — Thus  b.  begins  and  worse  remains  behind Ham. 

A  miscreant,  too  good  to  be  so,  and  too  b.  to  live R.  II. 

B.\DGE. — Sufferance  is  the  b.  of  all  our  tribe Mer.  V. 

1')Ait  the  hook  well ;  this  fish  will  bite M.  Ado. 

]>AKED  — Funeral  b.  meats  did  coldly  furnish  forth  the  marriage  tables Havt. 

Ballad. — I  love  a  (^.   .  .  .  if  it  be  doleful  matter  merrily  set  down W.  Tale. 

I  love  a  b.  in  print  .  .   .  for  then  we're  sure  they  are  true W.   Tale. 

Ballad-mongeks. — Than  one  of  these  same  metre  b i  H.  IV. 

Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature's  second  course Mac. 

Ba.nd. — We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  b.  of  brothers H.  V. 

Bandy. — I  will  not  b.  with  thee  word  for  word,  but  buckle  thee 3  H.  VI. 

Banishment. — Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  /' R.  II. 

Banners. — Hang  out  our  b.  on  the  outward  walls Mac. 

Bargain. — In  the  way  of  ^.  .  .  .  I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair...i  H.  IV. 

Bakn. — He  loves  his  own /^  better  than  he  loves  our  house 1  H.  IV. 

Base  is  the  slave  th  it  p  lys , H.  V. 

Who  is  here  so  b.  that  would  be  a  bondman? y.  C. 

1"o  what  b.  uses  we  may  return,  Horatio Ham. 

Baseless. — Lilce  the  b.  fabric  of  this  vision I  em. 

B.\STiNADO. — He  gives  the  b.  with  his  tongue  ;  our  ears  are  cudgelled A',  y. 

Bated. — With  b.  breaih,  and  whispering  humbleness Mer.  V. 

Bath. — Sore  labor's  ^.  ,  .  .  great  nature's  second  course Mac. 

Battalions. — They  come  not  single  spies,  but  in  b Ham. 

Bai'tle. — In  plain  shock  and  even  play  of  b H.   V. 

Bauble. — For  that  I  know  an  idiot  holds  his  b.  for  a  god Tit.  An. 

Be. — To  b.  or  rot  to  b.,  that  is  the  question Havt. 

Beadles. — na\e  you  not  b.  in  your  town,  and  things  called  whips? 2  H.   VI. 

Be-all. — That  hut  this  blow  might  be  the  b.  and  the  end-all Mac. 

Bear. — Approach  you  like  the  rugged  Russian  b Mac. 

Valiant  as  the  lion,  churlish  as  the  b Tr.  &=  Cr, 

Beard. — Jove,  in  his  next  commodity  of  hair,  send  thee  a  b Tnv.  N. 

Whoso  b.  the  silver  hand  of  peace  hath  touched 2  //.  IV. 

Bearded. — Full  of  strange  oaths  and  b.  like  a  pard A.  Y.  L, 

Am  I  dared  and  b.  to  my  face? i  H.  VI. 

Beast. — No  b.  so  fierce,  but  knows  some  touch  of  pity R.  Ill, 

Shall  find  the  unkindc^t  b.  more  kinder  than  mankind Tim.  A. 

O  judgement  !   thou  art  fled  to  brutish  b.s,  and  men y.  C. 

Beautiful. — She's  b.,  and  therefore  to  be  wooed  :  She  is  a  woman....!  H.  IV. 
Beauty. — Something  stained  with  grief,  that's  b.'s  canker Tern. 

'I'he  lover  .  .  .  sees  Helen's  b.  in  a  brow  of  Egypt M.  N.  D. 

B.'s  ensign  ...   is  crimson  in  thy  lips,  and  in  thy  checks R.  ^  y. 

Beaver. — I  saw  young  Harry,  v/ith  his  b.  on  ;  his  cuisses i  //.  IV. 

Becomes. — In  peace  there's  nothing  so  b.  a  man,  as  modesty H.  V. 

Bed. — One  heart,  one  b.,  two  bosoms,  and  one  troth M.  N.  D. 

Bedfellov.'s. — Misery  acquaints  a  man  with  strange  b Tein. 

Bee — Where  the  b.  sucks,  there  suck  I Tern. 

Like  the  b.  culling  from  every  flower 2  H.  IV. 

We  .   .   .  like  the  li.j  are  murdered  for  our  pains i  H.  IV. 

Beer. — I  will  make  it  felony  to  drink  small  b 2  H.  IV. 

Beetle. — The  poor  ^.  ...  in  corporal  suffering  finds  a  pang  as  great. 7f/.y<?^  M- 
Beggar. — When  b.s  die  there  are  no  comets  seen y,  C. 

A  b.  begs  tliat  never  begged  before R.  II. 

B.s  mounted  run  their  hor^e  to  death 3  H   VI. 

B.  that  I  am.  I  am  even  poor  in  thanks Ham. 

Begg.\red. — For  her  own  person,  it  b.  all  description A.  ^^  C. 

Begins. — Thus  bad  b.,  and  worse  remains  behind Havt. 

Beginning. — That  is  the  true  b.  of  our  end... M.  N.  D. 

Beguile. — I  .   .  .  often  did  b.  her  of  her  tears,  when  I  did  speak 0th. 

And  fain  I  would  /;.  the  tedious  day  with  sleep Ham. 

Bell. — He  hath  a  heart  as  sound  as  a  b.,  and  his  tongue  the  clapper.... 71/.  Ado. 

If  ever  you   .    .   .   have  been  where  ^,j  have  knolled  to  church A.   V.  L. 

B.,  book,  and  candle  shall  not  drive  me  back K.  y. 

Like  sweet  b.s  jangled  out  of  tune  and  harsh Ham. 

Bend. — That  same  eye  whose  b.  doth  awe  the  world y.  C. 

Benediction. — The  b.  of  these  covering  heavens  fall  on  their  heads Cym. 

Bknison. — The  bounty  and  the  b.  of  heaven  to  boot K.  L. 

1;ENT. — They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  b I/atit. 

Bi'SHKEW  mc  but  I  love  her  htartily Mer.  V. 

Best. — So  perfect,  and  so  peerless  .  .  .  of  every  creature's  ^ Tan. 
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Best. — They  say  h.  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults M.for  M. 

Betimes. — Not  to  be  abed  after  midnight  is  to  be  up  b Tiv.  N. 

Better. — His  l>.  doih  not  breathe  upon  the  earth R.  HI. 

What  you  do  ^  till /".j  what  is  done W.   Tale. 

Poor  Jack,  farewell,  I  could  have  b.  spared  -Si  b.  man i  H.  IV. 

I  said  an  elder  soldier  not  a  b.  :   Did  I  say  '^.  ? ' y.  C. 

Bezonian. — Under  wliich  King  B.  ?     Speak  or  die 2  H.  IV. 

Bird. — The  b.  of  dawnmg  singeth  all  night  long:  and  they  say Ham. 

Birth. — At  my  b.  the  frame  and  huge  foundation  of  the  earth  shaked..i  H.  IV. 

At  my  b.  the  front  of  iieaven  was  full  of  fiery  shapes i  H.  IV. 

The  owl  shrieked  at  thy  b.,  an  evil  sign 3  H.  VI. 

Biscuit.  —  As  dry  as  the  remainder  1^.  after  a  voyage A.  Y.  L. 

Bites. — The  air  /'.  shrewdly.   ...   It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  air Hatn. 

Bl.^ck. — Hung  be  the  Heavens  with  b..  Yield  cay  to  night i  H.  VI. 

Blackberries. — If  reasons  were  as  plentiful  as  b i  H.  IV. 

Br.Asi'HEMY. — That  in  the  captain  .  .  .  which  in  the  soldier  is  flat  b... M.for  M. 

Blast. — When  the  b.  of  war  blows  in  our  ears,  then H.  V. 

Blessed — Rude  am  I  .  .   .  and  little  b.  with  the  soft  phrase  of  peace Oik. 

Blessedness. — Grows,  lives,  and  dies  in  single  b Al.  N.  D. 

Blest. — It  is  twice  b.;  it  blesseth  him  tliat  gives  and  him Mer.   V. 

Bund. — If  love  be  b.,  it  best  agrees  with  night R.  dy'  % 

Blocks. — You  b.,  you  stones,  you  worse  than  senseless  things y.  C. 

Blood. — Ihis  bond  does  give  you  here  no  jot  of  b I\Ter.  V. 

Which  b.  like  sacrificing  Abel's  cries  R.  II. 

Redemi)tion  by  Christ's  dear  b.  shed  for R.  III. 

Will  all  great  Neptune's  ocean  wa>h  this  b.  clean? Mac. 

Thej'  say  b.  will  have  b Mac. 

Blossoms. — To-day  he  puts  forth  the  tend:r  leaves  of  hopes,to-morrow^..//.  VIII. 

}5lo\v  winds  and  crack  your  cheeks  !     Rage  !  b.  ! K.  L. 

Blunt  as  the  fencer's  foils  which  hit  but  hurt  not 71/.  Ado. 

Blushing. — Bhjssoms  and  bears  his  b.  honors  thick  upon  him H.   VIII. 

Bt)ATS. — Light  /'.  sail  swift,  though  greater  hulks  draw  deep Tr.  &=■  Cr 

Bodies. — So  with  two  seeming /^.,  but  one  heart M.  N.  D. 

B<:)DY. — I  never  knew  so  young  a  b.  v/ith  so  old  a  head Mer.  V. 

Wh.it  is  the  b.  when  the  head  is  off 3  H.  VI. 

Bold. — Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  b.  of  voice Mer.  V. 

Had  you  been  as  wise  as  b.,  young  in  limbs,  in  judgment  old Mer.  V. 

Bondage  is  hoarse  and  may  not  speak  aloud A*.  cSr^  y. 

Bond. — Is  it  so  nominated  in  the  b.  ? Mer.  V. 

Bones. — The  evil  .  .  .  the  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  b y   C. 

Heaven  take  my  soul,  and  England  keep  my  b K.  y. 

Book. — My  b.,  wherein  my  soul  recorded  ...  all  her  thoughts R.  III. 

Deeper  than  did  ever  plummet  sound,  I'll  drown  my  B Tein. 

B.s  in  the  running  brooks,  sermons  in  stones A.  Y.  L. 

Bookish. — Leave  the  society  .  .  .  in  ^,  .  .  .  company  of  this  female. .../i.  Y.  L. 

IioOTS. — It  b.  not  to  resist  both  wind  and  tide 3  H.  VI 

Bootless. — Spend  his  prodigal  wits  in  b.  rhymes L.  L.  L. 

Born.— I  was  x\ox.b.  under  a  rhyming  planet M.  A.do. 

Borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry Ham. 

Bosom. — Two  b.s  interchained  with  an  oath M.  N.  D. 

My  b.' s  lord  sits  lightly  on  his  throne R.  <5^  y. 

Bou.n'CE. — He  speaks  plain  cannon-fire,  and  smoke,  and  /; K.  y. 

Bountiful. — Wondrous  affable  and  as  b.  as  mines  of  India 1  H.  IV. 

Bourn. — The  undiscovered  country,  from  whose  b.  no  traveller Ham. 

Bowels. — Thus  far  into  the  b.  of  the  land R.  III. 

Brach. — I  had  rather,  lady,  hear  my  b.  howl  in  Irish i  H.  IV. 

Bkagg.\rd. — O  b.  vile  and  damned  furious  wight H.  V. 

Brain. — A  false  creation  proceeding  from  a  heat-oppressed  b Mac. 

Shall  .   .   .  these  paper  bullets  of  the  <^.  awe  a  man M.  Ado. 

\This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  b Ham. 

>fPutan  enemy  in  their  mouths  to  steal  away  their  b Oth. 

Not  Hercules  could  have  knocked  out  his  b.,  for  he  had  none Cym. 

The  limes  have  been  that  when  the  b.s  were  out  the  man  would  die Alac. 

Brave  not  me  ;   I  will  neither  be  faced  nor  braved Tain.  Sh. 

Breach. — A  custom  more  honored  in  the  b.  than  the Ham. 

Once  more  unto  the  b.,  dear  friends,  once  more H.   V. 

Breakfast. — Read  .   .  .  and  then  to  b   with  what  appetite  you  may  .//.   VIII. 

Breast. — My  sighing  b.  shall  be  thy  funeral  bell 3  //.  VI. 

Breastplate. — What  stroivjer  /;.  thin  a  heart  untainted 2  //.  VI. 

Breath. — If  words  be  /'.  and  b.  life,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe Ham. 

Breed. — Rome,  thou  hast  lost  the  b.  of  noble  bloods y.  C. 

Brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit Ham. 

Bribes. —Shall  we  now  contaminate  our  finc^ers  with  ba-e  b.  ? y.  C. 

Bride. — If  I  must  die  I  will  encounter  darkness  as  a  b M.for  M. 

Brief  as  the  lightning  in  the  collied  night M.  N.  D. 

Britain. — Prithee  think,  there's  livers  out  of  B Cym. 

Brooch. — He  is  the  b.,  indeed,  and  gem  of  all  the  nation Ham. 

Brood. — Something  .   .   .  o'er  which  his  melancholy  sits  on /^ Ham. 

Brook. — I  better  b.  the  loss  of  brittle  life,  than  those  proud  titles i  H.  IV. 

Soldiers  as  little  should  b.  wrong  as  gods Tim.  A. 
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Brother. — He  to-day  that  sheds  his  l)loo(1  with  me  shall  be  my  b H.  V. 

Brow. — This  man's  h.,  like  to  a  title-leaf,  foretells 2  H.  IV. 

Upon  his  b.  shame  is  ashamed  to  sit R.  &"  y. 

Bkuit. — The  b.  is — Hectoi's  slain,  and  by  Achilles Tr.  &^  Cr. 

Bim. — But  let  concealment  like  a  worm  i'  the  b.,  feed Tiv.  N. 

Budget. — I  come  to  her  .   .   .  and  cry  mum,  and  she  cries  b 1\1.  VV    W. 

EuFHET. — O,  I  could  divide  myself  and  ^o  to  b.s i  //.  IV. 

Buff-jerkin. — Is  not  a  3.  a  most  sweet  robe  of  durance i  H.  IV. 

Bush. — Good  wine  needs  no  b A.  V.  L. 

Busied. — Affections  .   .  .  that  most  are  b.  when  they're  most  alone R.  &"  y. 

Butt. — I  am  your  b.  and  I  abide  your  shot 3  H.  VI. 

Buxom. — Firm  and  sound  of  heart,  of  b.  valor H.  V. 

By-drinkings. — You  owe  money  .  .  .  Sir  John,  for  diet  and  b i  H.  IV. 


c. 

Cabinkd. — Now  I  am  <r.,  cribbed,  confined Mac.  3  228 

C.«5AR. — Conjure  .   .   .  Brutus  will  start  a  spirit  as  soon  as  C y.  C.  6  252 

Upon  what  food  doth  this  our  C.  feed,  that  he  is  grown  so  great? y.  C.  6  252 

Not  that  I  loved  C.  less,  but  .   .   .   Rome  more y  C.  6  282 

Great  C.  fell,  O,  what  a  fall  was  there y.  C.  6  286 

When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  C.  hath  wept y.  C.  6  283 

,  Imperious  C.  dead  and  turned  to  clay,  might  stop Ham.  8  168 

Calendar. — Let  this  hour  stand  aye  accursed  in  thee Mac.  3  237 

Calf. — Veal,  quoth  the  Dutchman,  is  not  veal  a  c.  ? L.  L.  L.  2  173 

Call. — I  can  c.  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep i  H.  IV.  4  112 

But  will  they  come  when  you  do  c.  for  them i  H.  IV.  4  112 

Calumnious. — Virtue  itself 'scapes  not  c.  strokes  Ham.  8  97 

Calumny. — The  shrug,  the  hum  or  ha,  those  petty  brands  that  c W.  Tale.  3  88 

Be  chaste  as  ice,  as  pure  as  snow,  thou  shalt  not  escape  c Haiti.  8  127 

Came. — He  c  ,  saw,  and  overcame L.  L.  L.  2  148 

Candle. — When  the  moon  shone,  we  did  not  see  the  c Mer.  V.  2  250 

Out,  out,  brief  <r   .'     Life's  but  a  walking  shadow Mac.  3  252 

Canker. — Now  ill  <:. -sorrow  eat  my  bud,  and  chase K.  y.  3  294 

Banish  the  c.  of  ambitious  thoughts 2//.   VI.  5  13 

As  in  the  sweetest  bud  the  eating  c.  dwells T.  G.  V,  i  76 

Cannons. — The  c.  to  the  heavens,  the  heavens  to  earth Hatn.  8  176 

Cannot  is  false,  and  that  I  dare  not  falser y.  C.  6  270 

Cap. — I  will  c.  the  proverb  with  '  there  is  flattery  in  friendship  *    //.  V.  4  270 

Good  men's  lives  expire  before  the  flowers  in  their  c.s Mac.  3  245 

Capable. — For  1  am  sick  and  c.  of  fears .K.y,  3  282 

Caper. — Faith  I  can  cut  a  c.  and  .  .  .  mutton  to 't Tin.  JV.  1  202 

Captivity. — Every  bondman,  .   .   .  bears  the  power  to  cancel  his  c y.  C.  6  258 

Cards. — Have  I  not  here  the  best  c.  for  the  game A',  y.  3  314 

Cake  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrosive i  H.  VI.  4  345 

Casca. — See  what  a  rent  the  envious  C.  made y.  C.  6  285 

Case. — A  rotten  c.  abides  no  handling 2  H.  IV,  4  197 

Dare  no  man  answer  in  a  c.  of  truth i  H.  VI.  4  330 

Cassio,  I  love  thee,  but  never  more  be  officer  of  mine Oth.  8  214 

Cassius. — Caesar  cried,  '  Help  me  C  or  I  sink.' y.  C.  6  251 

Yond  C.  hath  a  lean  and  hungry  look,  he  thinks  too  much y.  C.  6  253 

C.  is  aweary  of  the  world,  hated  by  one  he  loves y  C.  6  294 

Cast — I  have  set  my  life  upon  a  c,  and  I  will  stand  the  hazard R.  III.  5  251 

Sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  £•.  of  thought Hatii.  8  126 

Castle. — Our  c' s  strength  will  laugh  a  siege  to  scorn Mac.  3  252 

Catch. — If  I  can  c.  him  once  upon  the  hip,  I  will Mer.  V.  2  201 

Catching. — Sickness  is  c,  O,  were  favor  so M.  N.  D.  2  75 

Caucasus. — Who  can  hold  fire  .  .  .  by  thinking  on  the  frosty  C R.  II.  4  20 

Cauldron. — Fire  burn  and  c.  bubble Mac.  3  234 

Cause. — As  thy  c.  is  right  ...  so  be  thy  fortune  in  this  royal  fight R.  II.  4  15 

God  and  our  good  c.  fight  upon  our  side R.  III.  5  248 

Hear  me  for  my  e.,  and  be  silent  that y.  C.  6  282 

Caviare — The  play  .  .  .  was  c.  to  the  general Ham.  8  120 

Cavil. — In  a  bargain  .   .   .   I'll  c.  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair i  H.  IV.  4  114 

Celerity. — She  has  such  a  c.  in  dying,  she  is  cunning A.  ^r'  C.  7  12 

Censure. — Take  each  man's  c,  but  reserve  thy  judgement Hatn.  8  97 

Ceremony. — What  have  kings  that  privates  have  not,  save  c.  ? H.  V.  4  278 

Be  sick  .   .   .  and  bid  thy  c.  give  thee  cure H.  V.  4  278 

When  love  begins  to  sicken  .   .   .   it  uses  an  enforced  c y.  C.  6  290 

Chamberers. — Those  soft  parts  of  conversation  that  c.  have Oih.  8  226 

Chamelf.dn. — The  c.  Love  can  feed  on  air T.  G.  V.  i  87 

Champion. — To  God,  the  widow's  c.  and  defence R.  IF.  4  13 

Chance. — If  c.  will  have  me  king,  why,  c.  may  crown  me Mac.  3  205 

Chances. — I  spake  of  most  disastrous  c,  of  moving  accidents Oih.  8  194 

Changed  to  a  worser  shape  thou  canst  not  be i  //.   VI.  4  366 

Chapmen. — As  c.  do,  dispraise  the  thing  that  you  desire  to  buy Tr.  &>  Cr.  6  58 

Chariot. — Her  c.  is  an  empty  hazel-nut,  made  by  the  joiner  squirrel. .A*.  6?^  y.  %  20 
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Charity. — A  hand  open  as  day  for  meltings 2  H.  IV. 

Chakmed. — I  bear  a  c.  life,  which  must  not  yield  to  one  of  woman  \>ova.....Mac. 
Chaste. — Be  thou  as  c.  as  ice,  as  pure  as  snow,  thou  shalt  not  escape Hunt. 

I  thought  her  as  c   as  imsunned  snow Cyvt. 

Checked — Be  c.  for  silence,  but  never  taxed  for  speech AW s  IV. 

Cheek. — Let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i'  the  bud,  feed  on  her  damask  c.  Tiu.  N. 

Beauty's  ensign  ...  is  crimson  in  thy  lips  and  in  thy  c R.  &=  y. 

Cheer. — Small  c.  and  great  welcome  make  a  merry  feast Covt.  JEr. 

Cherished. — The  starved  snake  c.  in  your  breasts  will  sting 2  H.  VI. 

Cherry. — We  grew  together  like  a  double  c.  seeming  parted M.  N.  D. 

Chekubins. — Still  quiring  to  the  young-eyed  c Mer.  V. 

Chewing  the  cud  of  sweet  and  bitter  fancy A.  Y.  L. 

Chickens. — All  iny  pretty  c.  and  their  dam  at  one  fell  swoop? Mac. 

Child. — It  is  a  wise  father  that  knows  his  own  c Mer.  V. 

Sharper  than  serpent's  tooth  it  is  to  have  a  thankless  c K.  L. 

Childish. — Kis  big  manly  voice  turning  towards  c.  treble A.  Y.  L. 

Childishness. — Second  c.  and  mere  oblivion,  sans  teeth,  sans  eyes A.  Y.  L. 

Choice. — The  c.  and  master  spirits  of  this  age y.  C. 

Christian. — How  like  a  fawning  publican  .  .  .  I  hatehimfor  heisa  C.-.i^/^r.  V. 

This  making  of  C.s  will  raise  the  price  of  hogs Mer.   V. 

Chronicle. — To  suckle  fools,  and  c.  small  beer Oih. 

Church. — 'Tis  not  so  .  ,   .  wide  as  a  <r. -door,  but  it  is  enough R.  &=  y. 

Churchyards. — Where  c.  yawn,  and  hell  itself  breathes  out  contagion. ..//«;«, 
Circumstance. — The  sixth  the  lie  with  c,  the  seventh  the  lie  direct. ..y^.  Y.  L. 

Each  c.  of  place,  time,  fortune,  do  cohere  and  jump Iiu.  N. 

What  m.eans  .  .  .  this  peroration  with  such  c 1  H.  VI. 

Circumstances. — Strong  c,  which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth Oih. 

Cite. — The  devil  can  c.  scripture  for  his  purpose 3Ier.  V. 

Citizens. — Sweep  on  you  fat  and  greasy  c A.  Y.  L, 

Civet. —  Give  me  an  ounce  of  c.  .  .  .  to  sweeten  my  imagination K.  L. 

Civil. — Uttering  such  dulcet  .  .  .  breath  that  the  rude  sea  grew  c M.  N.  D. 

Clay. — Men  are  but  gilded  loam  or  painted  c R.  II. 

What  hope,  what  stay,  when  this  was  now  a  king,  and  now  is  c.  ? K.  y. 

Cleanly. — I'll  purge  .  .   .  and  live  c.  as  a  nobleman  should  do i  H.  IV. 

Cleanse  the  stuffed  bosom  of  that  perilous  stuff Mac. 

Clear. — As  r.  as  morning  roses  washed  with  dew Tarn.  Sh. 

This  Duncan  .  .  .  hath  been  so  c.  in  his  great  office Mac. 

Cloak. — 'Tis  not  alone  my  inky  c.   .   .  .  nor  customary  suits  of  sclemn.. //«;«. 
Clock. — Merry  larks  are  ploughmen's  c.s L   L.  L. 

We  fought  a  long  hour  by  Shrewsbury  c i  H.  IV. 

Clothes. — Through  tattered  c.  small  vices  do  appear K.  L. 

Cloud. — The  more  fair  the  sky,  the  uglier  seem  the  c.s  that  in  it  fly R.  II. 

The  morning's  war,  when  dying  c.s  contend  with  growing  light 3  //.  VI. 

Every  c.  engenders  not  a  storm 3  //.   VI. 

Can  such  things  be  and  overcome  us  like  a  summer  c Mac. 

Cloud-capped  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces,  the  solemn  temples Tcin. 

Cloy  the  edge  of  appetite,  by  bare  imagination  of  a  feast R.  II. 

Clutch. — Age,  with  his  stealing  steps,  hath  clawed  me  with  his  c Ham. 

Come  let  me  c.  thee.     I  have  thee  not,  and  yet Mac. 

Cock. — The  village  c.  hath  twice  done  salutation  to  the  morn R.  III. 

Coffin. — My  heart  is  in  the  c.  there  with  Caesar y.  C. 

Cog. — I  cannot  .   .   .  smile  in  men's  faces,  smooth,  deceive  and  c R.  III. 

Cogitations. — This  breast  hath  buried  thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  c.y.C. 

Coin. — Let  .   .  .  «:.,  be  thj' damnation.  Thou  disease  of  a  friend Tijii.  A. 

Coinage. — This  is  the  very  c.  of  your  brain IJant. 

Colossus. — He  doth  bestride  the  narrow  world  like  a  C y.  C. 

Colts. — Young  hot  c.  being  raged,  do  rage  the  more R.  II. 

Comb. — To  c.  your  noddle  with  a  three-legged  stool Tatn   Sh. 

Combined. — That  which  c.  us  was  most  great,  let  not  a  leaner  action....^,  ^r'  C. 
Come. — The  cry  is  still,  '  They  c.  !'     Our  castle's  strength Mac. 

Why  did  he  swear  he  would  ^.  .  .  and  comes  not A.  Y.  L. 

"We  were  sad  fearing  you  would  not  c,  now  sadder  that  you  come  so.  Taiii .  Sh. 

C.  what  c.  may.  Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  roughest  day Mac. 

Comfort. — He  that  .   .   .  caters  for  the  sparrow,  be  c.  to  my  age A.  Y.  L. 

Command. — I  will  be  correspondent  to  c,  and  do  my  spiriting  gently Tern. 

An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  c. Ham. 

Commandments. — I'll  set  my  ten  c.  in  your  face 2  H.  VI. 

Commend. — We  hold  this  virtue  well.  We'll  but  c.  what  we  intend  to 

sell Tr.&'Cr. 

Commodity. — That  smooth-faced  gentleman,  tickling  c K.  y. 

Common. — All  the  courses  of  my  life  show  I  am  not  ...  of  c,  men i  H.  IV. 

Thou  knowst  'tis  c,  ail  that  lives  must  die Ham. 

Compact. — "J'he  lunatic,  .  .   .  and  the  poet  are  of  imagination  all  ^....ilf.  iV.  Z>. 

Companion. — I  v/ou!d  not  wish  any  c.  in  the  world  but  j'ou Tevi. 

Company,  villainous  c.  hath  been  the  spoil  of  me 1  H.  IV. 

There's  but  a  shirt  and  a  half  in  all  my  c i  H.  IV. 

Good  c. ,  good  wine,  good  welcome,  can  make  good  people //.  VIII. 

Comparisons  are  odorous M.  Ado. 

Compass. — Pleasure  .  .   .  above  the  reach  or  c.  of  thy  thought n  H.   VI. 

Complexion. — He  hath  no  drowning  mark  upon  him,  his  c.  is  .  .  .  gallows..  Tern. 
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Compulsion. — If  reasons  were  ...  I  would  give  no  man  a  reason  on  c.i  H  IV. 

Compunctious. — No  c.  visitmgs  of  nature  shake  my  fell  purpose Mac. 

CoMKADE. — Do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  .  .   .  each  new  hatclied  f Ham. 

Conceit. — Like  a  strutting  player  whose  c.  lies  in  his  hamstring Tr.  &'  Cr. 

C.  in  weakest  liodies  strongest  works Ham. 

Conclusion. — O  most  lame  and  impotent  c Oih. 

CoNCOKP. — Hath  no  music  ...   is  not  moved  with  c.  of  sweet  so\xn'\s..Mer.  V. 

Had  I  the  power,  I  should  pour  the  m.ilk  of  c.  into  hell Mac. 

Confidence. — Your  wisdom  is  consumed  in  c "jf.  C. 

Confident. — As  c.  as  is  the  falcon's  flight  against  a  bird R.  H. 

Confirmations. — Triilcs  .  .   .  are  to  the  jealous  c.  strong  as  proofs  of. Oth. 

CoNjUKArioN. — What  drugs,  what  charm,  what  c,  what  mighty  magic ?...(^/A. 

Conned. — All  his  faults  set  in  a  note-i)ook,  learned,  and  c.  by  heart y.  C. 

Conscience. — Whose  c.  with  injustice  is  corrupted 2  H.  VI. 

The  worm  of  c.  will  begnaw  thy  soul R.III. 

C.  is  but  a  word  .  .  .  devised  to  keep  the  strong  in  awe R.  III. 

Thus  c.  dues  make  cowards  of  us  all Ham. 

Consideration  .  .  .  like  an  angel  came  and  whipped //.  V. 

Constant. — O  heaven  !  were  men  but  c.  he  were  perfect T.  G.  V. 

Friendship  is  c.  \\\  all  other  things  save  .  .  .  love M.  Ado. 

To  one  thing  c.  never M.  Ado. 

In  thee  appears  the  c.  service  of  the  antique  world A.  V.  L. 

C.  you  are,  but  yet  a  woman i  H.  IV. 

Consummation. — 'Tis  a  c.  devoutly  to  he  wished Ham. 

Contempt. — I  hope,  upon  familiarity  will  grow  more  c M.  IV.  J-V. 

Content  is  our  best  havmg H.  VIII. 

Control. — But,  O  vain  boast!     Who  can  <r,  his  fate O/k. 

Contumely. — The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  c Ham. 

Convey,  the  wise  it  call.     Steal!  fob! M.  IV.  IV. 

Cony-catching. — Come  you  are  so  full  of  c Tai/i.  Sh. 

Copy. — If  you  will  lead  these  graces  to  the  grave,  and  leave  no  c Tiu.  N". 

Core. — I  will  wear  him  in  my  heart's  c,  ay  in  my  heart  of  heart Ham. 

Corinthian. — But  a  C,  a  lad  of  mettle,  a  good  boy i  H.  IV. 

Corn. — The  gods  sent  not  c.  for  the  rich  men  only Cor. 

Corners. — Come  the  threes,  of  the  world  in  arms,  and  we  shall  shock  them.  A',  y. 
Corporal. — In  c.  sufferance  feels  a  pang  as  great,  as  when  a  giant  d'\cs..M./orM. 

Costermonger. — Virtue  is  of  so  litde  regard  m  these  c.  times 2  //.  IV. 

Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy Ham. 

Counsel. — Did  you  ne'er  hear  say  ;  two  may  keep  c.  putting  one  away../?.  <&^  y. 

Counten.\nce. — A  c.  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger Ham. 

Counterfeit. — He  is  but  the  c.  of  a  man,  whohalh  not  the  life  of  a  man.i  //.  IV. 

The  c.  presentment  of  two  brothers Ham. 

Country. — We  are  enow  to  do  our  <r.  loss //.  V. 

Who  is  here  so  vile  that  will  not  love  his  c y.  C. 

When  it  shall  please  my  c.  to  need  my  death y.  C. 

Courage. — Screw  your  c.  to  the  sticking-place,  and  we'll  not  fail iVIac. 

Course. — Whate'er  the  c.  the  end  is  the  renown Alfs  IV. 

Court. — A  friend  in  the  c.  is  better  than  a  penny  in  the  purse 2  //.  IV. 

Courteous. — This  is  called  the  retort  c A.  Y.  L. 

Courtesy. — I  am  the  very  pink  of  c R.  &^  y. 

Coventry. — I  will  not  march  through  c.  with  them:  that's  flat i  H.  IV. 

Cow. — God  sends  a  curst  f.  short  horns M.  Ado. 

Coward. — I  call  thee  c.  !     I'll  see  thee  d— d  ere  I  call  thee  c i  //.  IV. 

Con.science  is  but  a  word  that  c.s  use R.  III. 

Cs  die  many  times  before  their  deaths y.  C. 

Cracks. — Now  c.  a  noble  heart,  good-night,  sweet  prince Ham. 

Crack. — V/hat,  will  the  line  stretch  out  to  the  c.  of  doom? Mac. 

Cranking. — See  how  this  river  comes  me  c.  in i  H.  IV. 

Craven. — No  cock  of  mine  :  you  crow  too  like  a  c Taiii.  Sh, 

Cre.\m. — Whose  visages  do  c.  and  mantle  like  a  standing  pond Mer.   V. 

Created. — O  you,  so  perfect  and  so  peerless  are  c,  of  every  creature's  best.  'fern. 

Creation. — A  fdse  c.  proceeding  from  the  heat-oppressed  brain Mac. 

Creatures. — Kings  it  makes  gods,  and  meaner  c.  kings R.  III. 

Creature. — C  issius  is  a  wretched  c.  and  must  bend  ...  if  Caesar  nod....y.  C. 

Crests. — Let  fdl  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  c,  I  bear  a  charmed  life Mac. 

Crimson. — A  maid  yet  rosed  over,  wuh  the  virgin  c.  of  modesty H.   V. 

Critical. — Do  not  put  me  to  't,  for  I'm  nothing  if  not  c Oth. 

Crow. — Thee,  doth  sing  as  sweetly  as  the  lark,  when  neither  is  attended. y)/('r.  V. 

Crown.  — My  c.  is  called  content;  a  c.  it  is  that  seldom  kings  enjoy 3  //    VI. 

Cruel. — Let  me  be  c.  not  unnatural;   I  will  speak  daggers Ham. 

I  must  be  c.  only  to  be  kind Ham. 

Cunning.-— Whose  red  and  v/hite  nature's  own  c.  hand  laid  on  Tn<.  N. 

I  am  a  simple  v>-onian,  much  too  -.veak  to  opviose  your  c //.   VIII. 

Cupid's  butt-shaft  is  too  hard  for  Hercules'  club L.  L.  L. 

C.'s  shaft  quenched  in  the  chaste  beams  of  the  watery  moon .M.  N.  D. 

Curs. — Small  c.  are  not  regarded  when  they  grin 2  H.   VI. 

Curled. — She  shunned  the  v/ealdiy  c.  darhngs  of  our  nation Ot't. 

Current. — We  must  take  the  c   when  it  serves,  or  lose  our  ventures y   C. 

Curses  not  louJ  but  deep .]fac. 

Curtain, — Spread  thy  close  c,  love- performing  night R.  <5r=  y. 
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CUS 


DIE 


Custom. — It  is  a  c.  more  honored  in  the  breach  than  the  observance Ham. 

Cut. — This  was  the  most  unkindest  c.  of  ail y  C.    6 


V.   p. 

99 
28s 


D. 


Dagger. — Is  this  a  d.  which  I  see  before  me,  the  handle  toward  .  .  .  1....Mac. 

I  will  speak  d.s  to  her,  but  use  none Ham 

Thy  words  .   .  .  are  bigger,  for  I  wear  not  my  d.  in  my  mouth Cyin 

Dallies. — Our  aiery  .  .  .  d.  with  the  wind  and  scorns  the  sun R.  III. 

Damnation  — Trumpet-tongued  against  the  deep  d.  of  his  taking  off. Mac 

Damned. — A  knot  you  are  of  ^/.  blood-.suckers R.  III. 

What  d.  minutes  tells  he  o'er,  who  dotes,  yet  doubts Oth 

Dancer. — God  matched  me  with  a  good  d. M.  Ado 

Danger. — Out  of  this  nettle  d.,  we  pluck  the  flower,  safety i  //.  IV. 

Slie  loved  me  for  the  i/.  J- I  had  passed.     I   .   .  .  her  that  she  did  pity  them.  ([^^/^ 

Dangerous. — He  thinks  too  much,  such  men  are  d y.  C. 

Daniel. — A  I),  come  to  judgement!    Yea,  a  D Mer.  V. 

A  second  D.  !   I  thank  thee  Jew  for  teaching  me  that  word Mer.  V. 

Dare. — Letting  '  I  d.  not'  wait  upon  '  I  would,'  like  the  poor  cat Mac. 

Daughter. — Though  I  am  a  d.  to  his  blood,  1  am  not  to  his  manners-.TI/^r.  V. 

Wy  d.  !    O  my  ducats  !   .   .  .  Fled  with  a  Christian Mer.  V. 

Dawning. — The  bird  of  d.  singeth  all  night  long;  and  then Havt 

Day. — We  have  seen  better  rt'. J,  and  have  with  holy  bell A.  Y,  L 

The  d.  shall  not  be  up  so  soon  as  I K.  y. 

He  that  outlives  .   .   .  will  stand  a  tiptoe  when  this  rt?.  is  named H.   V. 

Cry  .  .  .  ruin  and  decay  ;  The  worst  is  death,  and  death  will  have  his  d..R.  II. 

In  the  midst  of  this  bright  shining  d.  I  spy  a  black  cloud 3  H.  VI. 

Let  Hercules  hinisi-lf  do  what  he  may  .  .  .  the  dog  will  have  his  d Hatn 

My  salad  d.s,  when  I  was  green  in  judgement A.  dr'  C. 

Dead. — Unto  the  breach  !  ...  or  close  up  the  wail  with  the  English  rf...//.  V. 

The  sheeted  d.  did  squeak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  streets Ham 

Deadly. — Hair-breadth  scapes  i'  the  imminent  d.  breach Oth 

Deaf. — Ears  more  d.  than  adders  to  the  voice  of  any  true  decision..  TV.  <£^  Cr. 

Deal. — Gratiano  speaks  an  infinite  d.  of  nothing Mer.   V. 

Dearer. — I  to  myself  am  ^.  than  a  friend T.  G.  V. 

Dearest. — Woull  I  had  met  my  d.  foe  in  heaven,  or  ever Ham 

Death. — The  sense  of  d.  is  most  in  apprehension M.  for  M. 

Grim  d.  how  foul  and  loathsome  is  thy  imagf  ! Tarn.  Sk 

To  v/in  renown  even  in  tlie  jaws  of  d K.  y. 

Notliing  we  can  call  our  own  but  d R.  If. 

Thou  owcst  God  art'....!  would  h^.  loath  to  pay i  H.  IV. 

A  man  can  die  but  once;  we  owe  God  a  d 2  H.  IV. 

Now  by  the  d.  of  Him  who  died  for  all 2  H.   VI. 

T).  makes  no  conc^uest  of  this  conqueror,  f^r  now  he  lives  on  fame R.  III. 

The  d.  of  e;'.ch  day's  life,  sore  labor's  bath Mac 

Our  yesterdays  have  lighted  fools  the  way  to  dusty  d Mac, 

Deiionair. — As  free,  as  d.,  unarmed  as  bending  angels Tr,  &•  Cr. 

Debt. — Your  son,  my  lord,  has  paid  a  soldier's  d. Alac 

Deceit. — O,  that  d.  shoulJ  steal  such  gentle  shapes R.  III. 

Deceivers. — Sigh  no  more,  ladies  .  .  .  men  were  ^.  ever M.  Ado 

Decking  with  liquid  pearl  the  bladed  grass M.  N.  D 

Deed. — How  far  that  little  candle  .   .   .  So  shines  a  good  ^.  in  a Mer.   V. 

Foul  d.s  will  rise,  though  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them Ham 

This  foul  d.  shall  smell  above  the  earth y.  C. 

Do  d.s  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amazed Oili 

Such  precious  d.s  in  one  that  promised  nought : Cym 

Deep. — Smooth  runs  the  water  where  the  brook  is  d 2  H.  VI. 

Deep-mouthed. — Rattle  the  welkin's  ear,  and  mock  the  d.  thunder K.  y. 

Deer. — Death  hath  not  struck  so  fot  a  d.,  though  many  dearer 1  H.  IV. 

Why  let  the  stricken  d.  go  v/eep,  the  hart  ungalled  play Ham 

Mice,  rats  and  such  small  d K.  L 

Delay. — Defer  no  time,  d  s  have  dangerous  ends i  H.  VI. 

The  law's  d.,  the  insolence  of  office Ham 

Delight. — These  violent  d.s  have  violent  ends R.  &^  y. 

Desert. — Use  every  man  after  his  d.,  and  wlio  sliould  <;scape  whipping?  Ham 
Despair. — Oiu-  crimes  would  d.  if  they  were  not  cherished  by AW s  IV. 

Hope  gives  not  so  much  warrant  as  d 2  H.  IV. 

Desperate. — Diseases  d.  grown,  by  d.  appliances  are  relieved Ham 

Devil. — Hell  is  empty,  and  all  the  d.s  are  here Tevi 

Let  the  ^.  be  sometimes  honored  for  his  burning  throne M./or  M. 

He  must  have  a  long  spoon  that  sups  with  the  d Com.  E 

D.'s  soonest  tempt,  resembling  spirits  of  light L.  L.  L 

The  d.  can  cite  Scripture  for  his  purpose Mer.  V. 

He  will  give  the  d.  his  due 1  H.  IV. 

Shame  the  d.  by  telling  the  truth  :   tell  the  truth  and  shatne  the  d t  //.  IV. 

Diana. — Let  us  be  D.' s  foresters,  gentlemen  of  the  shade i  H.  IV. 

Die. — Ay,  but  K.od.,  and  go  we  know  not  where M./or  M- 
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DIE EAT  407 


Die. — He  is  old,  I  young. — And  may  not  3'oung  men  d.  as  well  as  old.  Tain.  Sh. 

I  am  afeard  that  few  d.  Will,  that  d.  in  battle H.   V. 

DiFFictiLTiES. — All  d.  are  but  easy  when  they  are  known M./or  M. 

Dior.STioN. — Now  good  d.  wait  on  appetite,  and  health  on  bolh Mac. 

Dim. — So  doth  the  greater  glory  d.  the  less Mer.  V. 

Direct. — He  durst  not  give  me  the  lie  d A.  Y.  L. 

Take  note  .  .   .  O  world,  to  be  d.  and  honest  is  not  safe Oih. 

Discontent. — For  what's  more  miserable  than  d 2  H.  VI. 

Now  is  the  winter  of  our  d.  made  glorious  summer  by  this  sun R.  III. 

DiscoiTRSE. — A  beast  that  w.mis  d.  of  reason  would  have  mourned  longer. //a;«. 

He  tliat  hath  made  us  with  such  large  d.  looking  before  and  after Ham. 

Discretion. — 1'lie  better  part  of  valor  is  d i  //.  IV. 

Disdain. — And  the  red  glow  of  scorn,  and  proud  d A.  Y.  L. 

Disease. — Kill  the  physician  and  the  fee  bestow  upon  thy  foul  d K.  L. 

Dish. — Like  fair  fruit  in  an  unwholesome  d.  are  like  to  rot  untasted..  Z^".  dr'  Cr. 

Let's  carve  him  as  a  d.  fit  for  the  gods,  not  hew  him  as  a  carcnss y.  C. 

Dismay. — With  more  d.  I  view  the  fight  than  those  that  make  the  fray.TI/if?-.  V, 
Disorder. — You  have  ,  .  .  broke  the  good  meeting  with  most  admired  d.-Mac. 

Dissension. — Civile/,  is  a  viperous  worm i  H.  VI. 

Distemper. — Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  ^.sprinkle  cool  patience Hatn. 

Distribution. — So  d.  should  undo  excess,  and  each  man  have  enough K.  L. 

Divers. — Time  travels  in  d.  paces  with  d.  persons A.  Y.  L. 

Divine. — It's  a  good  d.  that  follows  his  ovv'n  instructing Mer.  V. 

Divinity. — There's  such  d.  doth  hedge  a  king,  that  treason Ham. 

There's  a  d.  that  shapes  our  ends,  rough  hew  them  as  we  will Ham. 

Doctor. — By  medicine  life  may  be  prolonged,  yet  death  will  seize  the  d...Cy)n. 
Dog. — I'd  ralherhear  my  rt'.  bark  at  a  crow,  than  a  man  swe.-ir  he  loves  me.i1/.  Ado. 

I  had  rather  be  a  d.  and  bay  the  moon  than  such  a  Reman y.  C. 

Dole. — Ifappy  man  be  his  d.  say  \,  every  man  to  his  business i  H.  IV. 

Done  to  dc;ith  with  slanderous  tongues M.  Ado. 

If  it  were  d.  when  it  is  d.,  then  'twere  wtll,  it  were  d.  quickly ATac. 

Doomsday. — The  v/orld's  grown  honest. — Then  is  d.  near Ham. 

DooR-NAiE. — If  I  do  not  leave  you  all  as  dead  as  a  d. 2  H.   VI. 

Double. — P.,  d.  toil  and  troubL; ;   fire  burn  and Mac. 

Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar,  but  never  d.  I  love Ham. 

'Tis  a  shrewd  d.,  though  it  be  but  a  dream 0th. 

Dove. — Seems  he  a  d.,  his  feathers  are  but  borrowed 2  H.   VI. 

Dovecote. — Like  an  eagle  in  a  d.,  I  fluttered  your  Voices  in  Corioli Cor. 

Dram. — Every  d.  of  woman's  flesh  is  false,  if  she  be l^V.  Tale. 

Dream. — To  die,  to  sleep  ;   to  sleep  :  perchance  to  d. Ham. 

Dreams  which  are  the  children  of  an  idle  train  begot  of  nothing R.  &^y. 

We  are  such  stuff  as  d.  are  made  of. Tern. 

What  d.  may  come  wiien  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil Ham. 

Drink. — I'hese  clothes  are  good  enough  tod.  in;  and  so  be  those  boots.  I\v.  H. 

He's  in  the  third  degree  of  f/. ;  he's  drowned 7'w.  Af. 

Alas  !  it  cried  '  Give  me  some  d.,  Titonius,'  as  a  sick  girl y.  C. 

Drop. — Tiie  wide  sea  hath  d.s  too  few  to  wash  her  clean  again M.  Ado. 

I  to  the  world  am  like  a  d.  of  water,  that  seeks  anotht^r  d Coin.  E. 

Drown. — O  Lord  !  methought,  v/hat  pain  it  was  to  d R.  III. 

Drum — The  spirit-stirring  rf.,  the  ear-piercing  fife Oth. 

Drunk. — I'll  ne'er  be  d.  again,  but  in  honest  .  .  .  godly  company M.  IV.  JV. 

If  I  be  a'.,  I'll  be  d.  with  those  that  have  the  fear  of  God 31.  IV.   IV. 

Dry. — When  I  was  d.  with  rage  and  extreme  tod i  H.  JV. 

Dudgeon. — I  see  thee  still,  and  on  thy  blade  and  d.  gouts  of  blood Mac. 

DtiKEDOM. — Me,  poor  man,  my  library  was  d.  large  enough 7>;;/. 

Dulcet. — Uttering  such  d.  and  harmonious  V;reath M.  N.  D. 

Dust. — Lads  and  girls  all  must  as  chimney-sweepers  come  to  d. Cym. 


E. 

Eagle. — A  lover's  eye  will  gaze  an  e.  blind L.  L.  L. 

Eagles. — Drones  suck  not  JE.  blood,  but  rob  bee-hives 2  //.  VI. 

Earnest. — Turned  my  feigned  prayer,  and  gave  in  e.  what  I  begged R.  HI. 

Ear. — Which  fills  into  my  e.s  as  profitless  as  water  in  a  sieve M.  Ao'o. 

Pitchers  liave  e.s,  and  I  have  mnTiy  servants Tarn.  Sh. 

It  came  o'er  my  <'.,like  the  sweet  sound  that  breathes Tiv.  N. 

S^eed  threatens  steed  .  .  .  pi-.rcing  the  night's  dull  e H.  IV. 

Like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  Ethiope's  e R.  &^  y. 

Lend  me  your  e.s.  I  came  to  bury  Caesar  not  to  praise  him y.  C. 

That  keep  the  word  of  promise  to  the  e.  and  break  it  to  our  hope Mac. 

Give  every  man  thy  e.,  but  few  thy  voice Ham. 

Earth. — I  say  the  e.  did  shake  when  I  was  born i  H.  IV. 

There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  e.,  Horatio,  than Ham. 

Ease. — Shall  I  not  take  nvy  e.  in  mine  inn  but  have  my  pocket  picked ?..i  //.  IV. 
East. — An  hour  before  the  .  .  .  sun  peered  forth  the  .  .  .  window  oi  xhte.R  6'-~y. 

Easy. — '1  is  as  e.  as  lying Ha»i. 

Eat, — I  promised  to  e.  all  his  killing M.  Ado. 


V. 

p. 

3 

36 

4 

276 

I 

305 

3 

228 

2 

250 

2 

319 

8 

229 

5 

40 

5 

163 

b 

93 

8 

151 

4 

146 

2 

298 

7 

319 

6 

37 

6 

264 

2 

225 

3 

230 

4 

3.3a 

8 

144 

7 

370 

2 

293 

2 

197 

8 

1,55 

8 

170 

7 

172 

2 

9 

6 

292 

4 

95 

2 

63 

3 

209 

8 

115 

5 

73 

3 

234 

8 

"3 

8 

230 

5 

37 

0 

243 

3 

90 

8 

125 

8 

20 

I 

61 

8 

125 

I 

200 

I 

206 

6 

252 

2 

47 

3 

157 

S 

182 

8 

228 

I 

134 

I 

134 

4 

as 

3 

213 

I 

24 

2 

^3 

7 

155 

2 

5 

163 
58 

5 

240 

2 

3 

53 
58 

I 

197 

4 
8 

271 
22 

6 

283 

3 
8 

255 
97 

4 

112 

8 

106 

4 

8 

123 
10 

8 

2 

137 
8 

4o8 


EAT FAC 


Eat. — Will  you  not  e.  your  word  ?  With  no  sauce  that  can  be  devised..^/.  Ado. 

Eaten. — He  hath  e.  me  out  of  house  and  home 2  //.  IV. 

Echoes. — He  e.  me.  as  if  there  was  some  monster  in  his  thoughts Oth. 

Eel. — Is  the  adder  better  than  the  e.,  because  his  painted  si<in Ta/n.Sk. 

Egg. — Thy  head  is  as  full  of  quarrels  as  an  e.  is  full  of  meat Tc".  &>  y. 

Elder. — Let  stiii  the  wt)man  take  one  e.  than  herself 'Ihv.  N. 

Elegies. — Hang  odes  upon  hawthorns,  and  e.  on  brambles A.  V.  L. 

Eloquent. — No  matter  how  witty,  so  it  be  e.,  and  full  of  uiventiun 7w.  N. 

Give  it  breath  .  .  .  and  it  will  discourse  you  most  e.  music Ham. 

Empi'.ror. — Your  worm  is  your  only  e.  for  diet Ham. 

Emi'TY. — About  his  shelves  a  beggarly  account  of  e.  boxes R.  ^r'  y. 

Emulator. — An  envious  e.  of  every  man's  good  parts A.  Y.  L. 

End. — 'Tis  a  physic  that's  bitter  to  sv/eet  e M.for  M. 

That  is  the  true  beginning  of  our  e M.N.  D. 

Let  the  e.  try  the  man 2  //.  IV. 

Let  all  the  e.s  thou  aim'st  at  be  thy  country's,  thy  God's //.   VIII. 

The  e.  crowns  all Tr.  &^  Cr. 

Endowed  with  all  that  Adam  had  .  .  .  b^-f^re  he  transgressed M.  Ado. 

Enemies. — Ths  poor  advanced  makes  friends  of  e Ham. 

Enemy. — Be  able  for  thine  e.  rather  in  power  than  use All's  IV. 

.  .  .  that  man  should  put  an  e.  in  his  mouth  to  steal  away  his  brains Oik. 

Engenders. — Your  stomachs  are  .  .  .  young,  and  abstinence  e.  maladies.  L.L.Z,. 

Engineer. — 'Tis  the  sport  to  have  the  e.  hoist  with  his  own  petard Ham. 

England. — That  E.  hedged  in  witli  the  main,  that  water-walled  bulwark.. A'. y. 

This  blessed  plot,  this  earth,  this  realm,  this  E A'.  //. 

English. — Abusing  of  God's  patience  and  the  King's  ^ M.   IV.  JV. 

Enough. — Lay  on,  Macdnff,  and  damned  be  him  that  first  cries,'  Hold,i?..A'Vj<:. 

Envious. — Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  ...  to  silence  e.  tongues //.  VIH. 

Envy  no  man's  happiness,  glad  of  oiher  men's  good A.  V.  L. 

Lean-faced  e.  in  her  loathsome  cave 2  H.   VI. 

Esteem. — Live  a  coward  in  thine  own  e.,  letting  '  I  dare  not  wait Mac. 

Eternity. — Let  Mars  divide  e.  in  twain  and  give  him  half. Tr.  dr'  C>. 

He  wants  nothing  of  a  god  but  e.  and  a  heaven Cor. 

All  that  lives  must  die,  passing  through  nature  to  ^ Ham. 

Eventful. — Last  scene  of  all  tbat  ends  this  strange  e   history A.  V.  L. 

Everlasting. — That  the  E.  had  not  fixed  his  canon  'gainst  self. Ham. 

Evident. — So  e.  that  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man's  eye i  //.   VI. 

Evil. — The  e.  that  men  do  lives  after  them  ;  the  good  is  oft  interred. y  C. 

Example. — Things  done  without  e.,  in  their  issue  are  to  be  feared //.  VIII. 

Excel. — How  far  dost  thou  e.  no  thought  canthinl<,]no  tongue  .  .  .  tell.  L  L.  L. 

Exception. — Thou  hast  taken  against  me  a  most  just  e Oth. 

Excess. — If  music  be  the  food  of  love,  play  on  ;  give  me  c.  of  it 'i\v.  N. 

The  .  .  .  eye  of  heaven  to  garnish,  is  wasteful  and  ridiculous  e K.  y. 

Execution. — That  comfort  comes  too  late  ;  'tis  like  a  pardon  after  e //.  VIII. 

Expectancy. — The  e.  and  rose  of  the  fiir  state,  the  glass Han. 

Expectation. — Oft  e.  fails  and  most  oft  there  where  most  it  promises. ./4//'.s'  IV. 

Experience. — His  years  but  young,  but  his  ^   old T.  G.  V. 

ExPRi'.ss.  —  Patience  and  sorrow  strove  who  should  e.  her  goodliest K.  L. 

In  form  and  moving  how  e.  and  admirable Ham. 

Extempore. — You  may  do  it  e.,  for  it  is  noihiiig  but  ro;iring M.  N.  D. 

ExTENU.'VTE. — Speak  of  me  as  I  am  ;  nothing  e.,  nor  set  down  aught  in Oth. 

Extremity. — You  were  used  to  say  e.  was  the  trier  of  spirits Cor. 

Eye. — His  e.  bgets  occasion  for  his  wit L.  L.  L. 

Thy  e.  Jove's  lightning  bears,  thy  voice  his  .  .  .  thimder L.  L.  L. 

The  heavenly  rhetoric  of  thine  e.  'gainst  whom  the  world L.  L.  L. 

The  poet's  e.  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling,  doth  glance  from  heaven  to M.  N.  D. 

What  stars  do  spangle  heaven  with  such  beauty,  as  those  two  e.s Tam.  Sh. 

Securely  I  espy  virtue  with  valor  couched  in  thine  e R.  II. 

Behold  his  e.,  as  bright  as  is  the  eagle's,  lightens  forth  .  .  .  majesty R.  II. 

A  largess  imiversal  like  the  sun  his  liberal  e.  doth  give H.  IV. 

The  e.s  of  the  ignorant  (are)  more  learned  than  their  ears Cor. 

She  says  nothing  ;  what  of  that  her  e.  discourses R.  &'  y. 

Set  honor  in  one  e.  and  death  1'  the  other,  and  I  will  look  on  both y.  C. 

I  see  my  father. — Where,  my  lord? — In  my  mind's  e.,  Horatio Ham. 

The  front  of  Jove  ...  an  e.  like  Mars,  to  threaten  or  command Ham. 

'^i'he  April's  in  her  ^.  /  it  is  love's  spring 4.  <5~'  C. 

Our  very  e.s  are  sometimes,  like  our  judgments,  blind Cym. 

Eyelid. — Will  sing  the  song  .  .  .  and  on  your  e.s  crown  the  god  of  sleep,  i  HIV. 

Thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  e.s  down,  and  steep  my  senses 2  H.  IV. 


F. 

Face. — Extol  their  graces,  though  ne'er  so  black  .  .  .  have  angch'y^j.  T.  G.  V. 

A  February/".,  so  full  of  frost,  of  storm  and  cloudiness M.  Ado. 

'i'hey.  that,  like  the  sun,  did  make  beholders  wink R.  II. 

Throu-ih  the  .  .  .  flames,  each  battle  sees  the  other's  \\v.\htx^i\  /. //.   V. 

I  beard  thee  to  thy/. i  //.  VI. 
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FAC FIN  409 

Face. — You  have  angels'  /.s,  but  heaven  knows  your  hearts //   VIII. 

Youry.  ...  is  as  a  book  where  men  may  read Mac. 

God  has  given  you  oney.  and  you  make  yourselves  another Hunt. 

Faculties. —  Duncan  hath  borne  his/.j  so  meek,  hath  been Mac. 

Wh.it  a  piece  of  work  is  a  man  !  .  .  .  how  infinite  iny.  .' Ham. 

Faith. — He  wears  his  /.  l)ut  as  the  fashion  of  his  hat M.  Ado. 

Disp.irage  not  they,  ihou  tiost  not  know M.  N.  D. 

Trust  not  him  tliat  hath  once  broken  y 3  //.   VI. 

Fai.l. — 'J'hat  str:iin  again  !  it  had  a  dying  /. J  iv.  N. 

If  angels  fight,  weak  men  musty A'.  //. 

When  hey.j,  hey.j  like  Lucii'er,  never  to  hope  again //.   VJll. 

Some  /.s  are  means  the  happier  to  arise Cy}it. 

Falling-ofk. — O  Hamlet  what  ay  was  there! Ham. 

Falsii. — Cowards,  whose  hearts  are  .  .  ./.,  as  stairs  of  sand Ma-.  V. 

Asy  ...  as  fox  to  lamb Tr.  <Sr=  (Jr. 

F.  face  must  hide  wliat  they,  heart  doth  know Mac. 

Makes  marriage  vows  asy  as  dicers'  oaths Ha»i. 

Falsehood. — C)  what  a  goodly  outsidey  hath Mer.  V. 

F.  f.  cures,  as  fire  cools  fire K.  y. 

Fame. — He  lives  iny  that  died  in  virtue's  cause Tit.  An 

Familiar. — The  Gordian  knot  .  .  .  unloose,  y  as  his  garter H.  V. 

Names  y  in  his  mouth  as  household  words //.   V. 

Be  thouy  but  by  no  means  vulgar Ham. 

Famine. — Here  let  them  lie  tiliy  and  the  ague  eat  them  up Mac. 

Upon  the  next  tree  shalt  thou  hang  alive  tiliy  cling  thee Mac. 

F.-KNCiES. — 'I'roubled  with  thick-commgy ,  that  keep  her  from  her  rest Mac. 

Fancy-free. — In  maiden  med.tationy. M.  N.  D. 

Fantasies. — Lovers  and  madmen  have  .  .  .  such  shaping y M  N.  D. 

Fantastic.  —  Plays  suchy  tricks  before  high  heaven,  as  make M.foi'  M. 

Fakuels. — Who  uoukiy  bear,  to  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  \dc'l...Ham. 
Fashion. — I  see  thaty  wears  out  more  apparel  than  the  man M.  Ado. 

1  like  it  not :  old  /s  please  me  best lam   Sh. 

The  glass  ofy  and  the  mould  of  form Ham. 

Fat. — Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  arey  ;  sleek-headed  men y.  C. 

Wey  all  creatures  else  toy  us,  and  wey  ourselves  for  maggots Ham. 

One  of  them  is  y  and  grows  old  :  God  help  the  whde i  H.  IV. 

If  to  bey  is  to  be  hated,  then  Pharaoh's  lean  kine  are  to  be  loved.... i  //.  IV. 

Fate. — Make  assurance  doubly  sure,  and  take  a  bond  ofy Mac. 

Father. — Know,  youry  lost  ay,  thaty  lest  his Ham. 

The  wish  wasy ,  Harry,  to  that  thought 2  H.  IV. 

Fathers  do  commonly  get  their  children Tarn.  Sh. 

Fathom. — Full  y  five  thy  father  lies  :  of  his  bones  are  coral  made Tern. 

Fault. — She  hath  more  hair  than  wit,  andy^  than  hairs T.  G.  V. 

Condemn  they,  and  not  the  actor  of  it M./or  M. 

They.,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars,  but  in  ourselves y.  C. 

All  hisy^  observed,  set  in  a  note-book  and  conned  by  rote y.  C. 

Favor. — Sickness  is  catching;  O  werey  so,  yours  would  I  catch Af.  N.  D. 

Fawning. — How  like  ay  publican  he  looks  !     1  hate  him Mer.  V. 

Fear. — l,et  pale-faced  y  keep  with  the  mean-born  man 2  //.   VI. 

True  nobility  is  exempt  fromy 2  //.   VI. 

'Yo  /.  the  worst  oft  cures  the  worse TV.  <^  Cr. 

'Tis  the  eye  of  childhood,  that  f.s  a  painted  devil Mac. 

Where  little  y^- grow  great,  great  love  grows  there Ilim. 

Feared. — I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  bey,  than  what  I  fear y.  C. 

Fearful. — Virtue  is  bold,  and  goodness  never  /". AI.  for  M. 

Feast. — If  ever  sat  at  any  good  man'sy ,  if  ever A.   Y.  L. 

Latter  end  of  a  fray  and  beginning  of  ay  fits  ...  a  keen  guest i  //.  IV. 

Feature. — To  show  virtue  her  own  y,  scorn  her  own  image Ham. 

Feeble. — 'Tis  not  enough  to  help  they,  up,  but  to  support  him  after...  Titn.  A. 

Feed. — I  wiliy  fat  the  ancient  grudge  I  bear  him Mer.   V. 

Feel. — Take  physic,  pomp  ;   Expose  thyself  toy  what  wretchesy K.  L. 

Speak  what  wey,  not  what  we  ought  to  say A'.  L. 

Feigning. — 'Twas  never  merry  world  since  lowly  y  was  called Tw.  N. 

Fell. — My  y  of  hair  would  at  a  dismal  treatise  rouse  and  stir Mac. 

Fellow. — Ay  of  infinite  jest,  of  most  excellent  fancy Ham. 

F.s  of  infinite  tongue,  that  can  rhyme  themselves  into  ladies'  favors //.   V. 

Fellowship. — Sweet/^  of  shame  !     One  drunkard  loves  another L.  L.  L. 

Felony. — I  will  make  ity  to  drink  small  beer 2  //.   VI. 

Fence. — And  had  thought  he  had  been  ...  so  cunning  in  /. Tiv.  N. 

Fern-seed. — We  have  the  receipt  ofy,  we  walk  invisible i  //.  IV. 

Ferryman. — That  grimy  that  poets  write  of R    III. 

Fetter  strong  madness  with  a  silken  thread,  charm  ache  with  air M.  Ado. 

Few. — We/".,  we  happyy,  we  band  of  broihers //.   V. 

Fife. — When  you  hear  .   .  .  the  vile  squealing  of  the  wry-neckedy Mer.   V. 

Fight. — 1  dare  noty  ;  but  I  will  wuik  and  hold  out  mine  iron  //.   V. 

Figure. — This  weak  impress  of  love  is  as  ay  trenched  in  ice T.  G.   V. 

Filches. — He  that  f....  my  good  name,  robs  me  of  that  which.. Oth. 

Finger. — No  man's  pie  is  freed  from  his  ambitious  y //.  VIII. 

'Tis  an  ill  cook  that  cannot  lick  his  own  / s R.  iSr'  y. 

A  figure  for  .  .  .  scorn  lo  point  his  slow  unmovingy  at Oih. 
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Fire  that's  closest  kept  burns  most  of  all T.  G.  V. 

As  soon  kindle  _/.  with  snow,  as  quench  they!  of  love  with  words T.  G.   V. 

Littk-y.  grows  great  with  little  wind,  yet  extienie  gusis  will 'J'ant.  Sh, 

O  who  can  hold  a./,  in  his  hand  by  thinking  on  the  frosty  Cane,  sus R.  II. 

His  .   .   .  blaze  cannot  last,  for  violentyij  soon  burn  out  themselves R.  II. 

A  little/  is  quickly  trodden  out,  .   .   .  being  suffered  nvcrs  cannot.. .3  //.   VI. 

FiKM-SET. — 1  hou  sure  and_/".  earth,  hear  not  my  steps Mac. 

Fish.— The  pleasant'st  angling  is  to  sec  the/,  cut  with  his  goidtn  oars. A''.  Ado. 

She's  neitiier_/  nor  llesh  ;   a  man  knows  not  wheie  to  h.,ve  her i  //.  IV. 

Fish-like. — He  smells  like  a  fi->ii ;  a  very  ancient  and_/i  smell 'J'etn. 

FirFUL. — After  life's/,  fever,  he  sleeps  well Mac. 

Flat  burglary  as  ever  was  commiited M.  Ado. 

Flattek. — Because  I  cannot/,  and  speak  fair,  smile  m  men's  faces R.  III. 

Flea. — That's  a  valiant/  that  dare  .  .  .  breakfast  on  the  lip  of  a  lion...//.  V. 
Flesh. — The  words  expressly  are  '  a  pound  of/  .•  '  t;ike  then  ihy  Mer.   V. 

What  !  could  not  all  this/  keep  in  a  liitle  life i  //.  IV. 

O,  that  this  too,  too  solid/  would  melt Ilain. 

Fleshed.— Full  bravely  liast  thou/  thy  maiden  sword i  H  IV. 

Flood. — Darest  thou  .  .   .  leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry/  ? /  C. 

Floor. — 'I'he/  of  heaven  is  thick  inlaid  with  patines  of. Mer.   V. 

Flower.— Western/  before  milk-white,  now  purple  wiih  love's  wound. .(^.  N  D. 

Sweet/j  are  slow  and  weeds  make  haste R,  ///. 

He  is  not  the/  of  courtesy,  but  I'll  warrant  him  gentle R.  &r  J. 

F.  of  this  purple  dye,  hit  with  Cupid's  archery M.  N.  D. 

Floweky.— The/  way  that  leads  to  the  broad  gate,  and  the  great  fire. ^4/'/ 'j  W. 

Foes. — O  Time  most  accurst !   'mongst  all /.  ,   .  .  be  the  v.-orst ! T.  G.  V. 

Folly. — We  call  a  nettle  a  nettle,  and  the  faults  of  fools  but/ Cor. 

Food  for  powder;   they'll  fill  a  pit  as  well  as  better i  H.  IV. 

Fool.— Hath  .  ,  .  wit's  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned /. L.  L.  L. 

Lord,  what /.J  these  mortals  be! AI.  N.  D. 

A/,  a/  .'    I  met  a/  in  the  forest,  a  motley/ A.  Y.  L. 

Tliey.  doth  think  he  is  wise,  but  the  wise  man  knows A.   Y.  L. 

Belter  a  witty/  than  a  foolish  wit 'lui.  N. 

This  fellow  IS  wise  enough  to  play  the/ 'I'uk  N. 

How  ill  white  hairs  become  a/  and  jester! 2  //.  IV. 

A  f.'s  bolt  is  soon  sliot //   V. 

If  he  should  lead  her  into  a  f.'s  paradise  as  they  say R.  &^  y. 

Mine  eyes  are  made  the  f.s  of  the  other  senses,  or  else Mac. 

Foolewy  — P'oHy  in  fools  bears  not  .'"o  strong  a  note  as/  in  the  wise....Z.  L.  L. 

The  little/  that  wise  men  have  makes  a  great  show A.   Y.  L. 

FooLiNCi. — In  sooth  thou  wast  in  very  gracious/  last  night T^v.  N. 

Fxcellent !  why  thi<;  is  the  best/  when  all  is  dene Tiu.  N. 

Foot. — The  inaudible  and  noiseless/  of  Time All's  W, 

There's  language  in  her  eye  .   .  .   her  lip;   nay  her/  speaks Tr.&'Cr. 

Forcible.- Let  that  suffice  most/  Feeble 2  H.  IV. 

Fordoes. — This  is  the  night  that  either  makes  or/  me  quite Oth. 

Foregone. — But  this  denoted  a/  conclusion Oth. 

Forehead. — Be  turned  to  .   .  .  apes  v.ith /j  villianous  low Tevi. 

FonFEiT. — Alas  !  wliy  all  the  souls  that  were,  were/  once M./or  M. 

Forc;etfulness. — And  steep  my  senses  in/ 2  H.  IV. 

Forked. — When  a'  was  naked,  he  was,  for  all  the  world,  like  ay.  radish. 2  H.  IV. 
Form. — I  see  thee  yet  in  /  as  palpable  as  this  which  now  I  draw Mac. 

The  very  age  and  body  of  time  his/  and  pressure Ham. 

A/  indeed  where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal Ham. 

Forsworn. — Take  .   .   .  those  lips  away  that  so  sweetly  were/ M./or  M. 

Thou  dost  swear  only  to  be/ A".  /. 

Fortune. — To  be  well-favored  is  the  gift  of/,  but  to  write  and  read....i'I/.  Ado. 

Well  ify  be  a  woman  she's  a  good  wench  for  this  gear Mer.   V. 

Go  forth,  and  /  play  upon  thy  .  .   .  helm! All's  IV. 

O  lady  F.  I  stand  thou  auspicious  ! IV.   Tale. 

Will/  never  come  with  both  hands  full  ? 2//.  IV. 

Giddy /j^  furious,  fickle  wheel,  that  goddess  blind H.  V. 

There  is  a  tide  .   .  ,  which  taken  at  the  flood  leads  on  to/ /.  C. 

The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  / Ham. 

'Tis  a  question  whether  ]o\e  lead  /,  or  else/  love Ham. 

F.  that  arrant  whore,  ne'er  turns  the  key  to  the  poor K.  L. 

Forward. —  The  most/  bud  is  eaten  by  the  canker  ere  it  blow T.  G.   V. 

A  violet  .  .   ./.  not  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting Ham. 

Foul  words  is  buty.  wind,  and/  wind  is  but/  breath AI.  Ado. 

So/  a  sky  clears  not  without  a  storm K.  /. 

Fountain. — By  paved/,  or  the  rushy  brook,  or  in  the  beached  margent.yi/.  A''.  D. 

A  woman  moved  is  like  a/  troubled,  muddy  .  .  .  thick Tani.  Sh. 

Fox. — The/  barks  not  when  he  would  steal  the  lamb 2  H.   VI. 

Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman Ha7>:. 

Free. — I  will  be/  even  to  the  uttermost,  as  I  please  in  words 7'aiii.  Sh. 

Fresh. — As/  as  morning  dew  distilled  on  flowers 'lit.  An. 

Frets — Struts  andy  his  hour  upon  the  stage,  and  then  is  heard  no  mor^. Miir. 

Fretted. — This  majestical  roofy  with  golden  fire Ham. 

Friend. — Money,  means,  and  content  .   .   .   three  good/.y A.  Y.  L. 

Honor,  love,  obedience,  troops  oi/.s,  I  must  not Mac. 
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Fkifnd. — These  yi J'  thou  hast  .  .  .  tried,  grapple  ihem  to  thy  soul Ham. 

Who  not  needs  shall  never  lack  a/". Ham. 

Fkiknuly. — A  y^  eye  could  never  s^e  such  faulis,  a  (lattercr's y.  L. 

Fkienuskip. — In  the  beaten  way  oi/.,  what  make  you? Ha}n. 

Mosty".  is  feigning,  most  loving  m..rc  folly A.  Y.  L. 

Frights. — That  dreadful  bell,  \X. /.  the  isle  from  her  propriety 0th. 

Front. — Th^;  very  head  and/I  of  my  ofl'endi;ig  hath  this  extent Otk. 

Fkost. — All  envious  sneapingy.  th  it  bites  the  fust-liorn  infants  of. L.  L.  L. 

Fkosty. — Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lusty  winter, y^  but  kindly A.   V .  L. 

Fkou'.v. — I'o  bandy  word  for  word,  andy.  fory". Taut.  Sh. 

Fruit. — Thi;  ripest/  first  fi^lls R.  II. 

Furnish. —  Ihe  funeral  baked  m.eats  did  coldlyy".  forth  the  marj-iagc  tables. //t;«. 
FuKY. — A  tale  told  by  an  idiot  full  of  sound  andy. Miic. 


G. 

Gait. — His_^.  mnjestical,  and  his  behavior,  vain L.  L.  L. 

Gall. — I  am  pigeon-livered  and  lack^.  to  make  oppression  bitter Ham. 

The  toe  of  the  peasant  comes  so  near  .  .   .  he^.j  his  kibe Hun. 

Galled. — Let  the ^.  jade  wince,  my  withers  are  unwnmg Ham. 

Gallows. — He  hath  no  drowning  mark  .  .  .  his  complexion  is  perfect^..  yi5';«. 

The^.  is  budt  stronger  than  the  church Ham. 

G.\MESTER. — The  gentler^,  is  the  soonest  winner //.   V. 

Gape. — I'll  speak  to  it  though  hell  itself  should^.,  and  bid  me  hold Ham. 

G-VRDEN. — 'Tis  an  unweeded^  that  grows  to  seed Ham. 

Garland. — Peace  should  still  her  whcaten,^.  wear Ham. 

G.\RLic. — Eat  no  onions  nor^.  for  we  are  to  utter  sweet  breath aVI.  iV.  D. 

Gates. — Heaven,  set  ope  thy  everlasting^.,  to  entertain  my  vows 2  //.  VI. 

See  how  the  morning  opes  her  goldon^.  .ind  takes  .  .  .  farewell 3  H.  VI. 

Gentle. — The  quality  of  mercy  .  .  .  droppeth  as  the  g,  rain  from  h  ;aven...y)/i?r.  V. 

Voice  .   .  .  g.  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  women K.  L. 

Gentlemen. — It  was  never  merry  Engl  md  since  ^.  came  up  2  H.  VI. 

Gentleness. — Your^.  shall  force  more  than  your  force  move  us A.  V.  L. 

Gently. — I  wdl  .   .  .  do  my  spiriting  ^ Tern. 

I  will  roar  you  as^.  as  any  suckmg  dove M.  N.  D. 

So  may  he  r  s; ;  Kis  faults  lie^.  on  him ...//.  VIII. 

Ghost. — There  nee  Is  no  ,^.   .  .  .  come  from  the  grave  to  tell  ils  this Ham. 

G.S.  did  shriek  and  squeal  about  the  streets y.  C. 

Towards  his  design  moves  like  a  g Mac. 

Giant. — It  is  excellent  to  have  7i  g.s  strength,  but  tyrannous ...M.for  M. 

The  poor  beetle  .   .   .  feels  a  pang  as  greit  as  when  a  ^.  dies !\I./or  M. 

Gibes. — Where  be  your ^.  now?  your  gambols?  your  songs? Ham. 

Giddy. — He  that  is^.  thinks  the  world  turns  round fam   Sli. 

Gift. — Of  nature's  ^.j  thou  mayest  with  lilies  boast  and K.  y. 

Pr.iyers  and  tears  have  moved  me.g-.s  could  never ?  H.   VI. 

Of  your  o\vn£:s  make  yourself  praise  1,  but  reserve Tim    A. 

Gild. — To^.  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  iUy,  to  throw  a  perfume K.  y. 

Gilded  timber  do  worms  enfold Mfr.  V. 

GiNGEK. — Yes,  by  Saint  Anne,  and^.  shall  be  hot  m  the  mouth  loo Itv.  N. 

Girdle. — I'll  put  a^.  about  the  earth  in  forty  minutes At.  N'.  D. 

Gr/s  the  devil  his  due H.  V. 

\'\\g.  you  boot,  \'\\ g.  you  three  for  one Tr.  <5^  Cr. 

If  we^.  you  anything  we  hope  to  gain  by  you Cor. 

G    thy  thoughts  no  tongue,  nor  any  unproportioned Ham. 

Given. — God  has_^.  you  one  face,  and  you  make  yourselves  another Ham. 

Giving. — I  am  not  in  the^.  vein  to-day R   HI. 

Glamis  hath  murdered  sLep,  and  therefore  Cawdor  shall  sleep  no  more IVLrc. 

Glass. — He  was  .   .  .  the_f.  wherein  the  noble  youth  did  dress -?  H.  IV. 

Glasses. — Women  are  frail  .  .  .  as  the ^.  wherein  they  view M./or  M. 

Glib. — I  want  that^.  and  oily  art,  to  speak  and  purpose  not K.  L. 

GuMPiiES. — In  complete  steel  revisit'st  the  ^.  of  the  moon Ham. 

Glisters. — All  that^.  is  not  gold,  often  have  you  heard  that  told Mer.  V. 

Globe. — This  great ^.   .  .  .  yea  all  which  it  inherit  shall  dissolve Tetn. 

Glory. —  This  springof  love  resembleth  the  uncertain  ^.  of  an  April  day..  7".  C  K 

So  doth  the  greater^,  dim  the  less Piler.  V. 

I  see  thy^.,  like  a  shooting  star,  fall  to  the  base  earth R.  II. 

G.  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water,  v/hich  never  ceases  to  enlarge  itself  ...i  //.   VI. 

Glove. — O  that  I  were  a^.  upon  that  hand,  that  I  might R.  cer"  y. 

Gnarling  sorrow  hath  less  power  to  bite  the  man  that  .  .  .  sets  it  right. .y^.  //. 

Go, — He  must  needs  ^.  the  devil  drives All's  IV. 

God. — When  miidens  sue  men  give  like  G.'s M./or  M. 

O  G., — thy  arm  was  here,  and  not  to  us,  but  lo  thy  arm  alone H.  V. 

Had  I  but  served  my  G.  wi.h  half  the  zeal  I  served  my  king H.   VIH. 

G.  shall  be  my  stay,  my  guide  and  lantern  to  my  feet 2  //.   VI. 

Going. — Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  thy_^. ,  but  go  at  once Mac. 

Men  must  endure  their ^.  hence,  even  as  their  coming  hither A'.  L. 

Gold. — Thou  gaudy  ^.,  hard  food  for  Midas,  I'll  none  of  ihec Aler.  V. 
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Gold  were  as  good  as  twenty  orators,  and  will  .  .  .  tempt  him R  IIT. 

Nor  ope  her  lap  to  saint  sediiciniJijij R.  ^  y. 

Plate  sin  with^.,  and  the  strong  lance  of  jusiice  hurtiess  hreaks K.  L. 

'Tis^.  which  makes  tlie  true  man  killed,  and  saves  the  thief Cym. 

Gone. — Farewell  !  Othello's  occupation's^.  / Oth. 

Good. — There  live  not  three  ^.  men  unhanged  .   .  .  and  one  of  tliem...i  H.  IV. 

The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them,  the_f. ..  .  interred  with  their  bones. .y.C. 

To  do  harm  is  often  laudable,  to  do^.  sometime  folly Mac. 

G.  wine  is  a.g-.  familiar  creature,  if  it  be  wcli  used Oih. 

G.  name  in  man  and  woman  ...   is  the  jewel  of  their  souls Oth. 

Though  it  be  honest  it  is  never^.  to  bring  bad  news A.  &^  C. 

My  ^.  will  is  great  though  the  gift  small /Vr. 

Goodness. — There  is  some  soul  of  g:  in  things  evil,  would  men  .  .  .  distil  it..//    y. 

GooD-NUiiiT. — That  fatal  bellman  that  gives  the  stern'si^ Afac. 

Gorgeous. — Nature  needs  not  what  thou^.  wear'st,  which  scarcely A'.  L. 

Gory. — Thou  canst  not  say  I  did  it,  never  shake  thy_^.  locks  iit  me Afuc. 

Gr\ce. — Nor  the  judge's  robe  becomes  thee  with  .   .   .  i,o  good  :i  g....Af. /or  Af. 

When  once  our^.  we  have  forgot,  nothing  goes  right Al.for  AJ. 

To  some  kind  of  men  their^.j  serve  them  but  as  enemies A.  Y.  L. 

God  and  the  devil?     One  brings  thee  in ^^.,  the  other  .   .   .  out All's  W. 

He  does  it  with  a  better,^.,  but  I  do  it  mi^re  natural T'ui.  N. 

See  what  a^.  was  seated  on  his  brow  :   Hyperion's J/a?ii. 

Gracious. — No  witch  hath  power  to  charm,  so  g.  is  the  time Ha/it. 

Grain. — 'Tis  in^.;  Noah's  flood  could  not  do  it Com.  E. 

His  reasons  are  as  two^.j  ...  in  two   busliels  of  chaff. Aler.   V. 

Grandam. — My^.  having  no  eyes  .   .  .  wept  herself  blind T.  G.   V. 

A  woman's  story  .  .  .  authorized  by  her^ Af<ic. 

Grandsire. — Sit  like  his^.  cut  in  alabaster .Aler.   V. 

Graitle. — Friends  .   .   .   tried j^.  them  to  thy  soul  with  hoops  of  steel Ham. 

Grass. — She  rides  me  and  I  long  for  _^    .  .   .   I  am  an  ass Cot/i.  E. 

I  am  no  Nebuchadnezzar,  I  have  not  .   .  .  skill  in  g: Alfs  IV. 

Grew  like  the  summer^.,  .   ,  .  unseen  yet  cruscive H.   V. 

Graves  yawn  and  yield  your  dead A'l.  Ado. 

"The^.j  all  gaping  wide,  every  one  ieis  forth  his  sprite Ri.  N.  D. 

Duncan  is  in  his_^. ,  ,   .  .   after  life's  fitful  fever,  he  sleeps  well Alac. 

The^.j.  stood  tenantless,  and  the  sheeted  dead  di.d  squeak  and Ham. 

Great. — Some  men  are  born^.,  some  achieve  greatness Tiv.  N. 

If  I  do  grow^.,  I'll  grow  less;  for  I'll  purge  and  leave  sack i  H.  IV. 

G.  men  have  reaching  hands 2  //.  VI. 

A  thousand  hearts  are^.  within  my  bosom R.  III. 

Righ;ly  to  be  .f.  is  not  to  stir  without  g.  argument Ham. 

Fishes  live — as  men  do  ;  the  ^.  ones  eat  up  the  little  ones Per. 

Greater. — Where  thef.  malady  is  n.xed,  the  lesser  is  scarce  f^lt K.  L. 

Greatest. — The  empty  vessel  makos  the_^.  sound H.  V. 

Greatness. — O  .  .  .  g.  !  millions  of  false  eyes  are  stuck  upon  thee.../!/,  /or  Af. 

Some  achieve^.,  and  some  have^.  thrust  upon  'em T-w.  N. 

Farewell  !    a  long  farewell  to  alt  my_§-.  .'  this  is  the  state  of  man H.  VIII. 

Greek. — For  mine  own  part  it  was  G.  to  me /.  C. 

(Jkeen. — The  .  .  .  seas  incarnadine,  making  the^.  one  red Mac. 

Grf.en-eyed. — Shuddering  fear  and  g.  jealousy A^er.  V. 

The.^.  monster  which  doth  mock  the  meat  it  feeds  on Oth. 

Greenwood. — Under  the^.  tree  who  loves  to  lie  with  me A.  V.  L. 

Grey-eyed. — Thc^.  morn  smiles  on  the  frowning  night R.  &r>  y. 

Greyhound — Thy  wit  is  as  the_^.'j  mouth  ;  it  catches 71/  Ado. 

You  stand  like^.j  on  the  slip,  straining  upon  the  start //.   V. 

Grief — He's  something  stained  with_^.  that's  beauty's  canker Tevt. 

G.  fills  the  room  up  of  my  absent  cluld,  lies  in  his  he?l .....K.  y. 

The_^.  that  does  not  speak,  whispers  the  heart,  and  bids  it  break ATac. 

Great^  J,  I  see,  medicine  the  less Cym. 

Relating  tales  of  others' ^.j  .   .   .   'twill  teach  us  to  forget  our  own Fe-r. 

Where  joy  most  revels^,  doth  most  lament Ham. 

Grim-visaged  war  hath  smoothed  his  wrinkled  front R.  III. 

Grin. — Small  curs  are  not  regarded  when  they^ 2  H.  VI. 

Gripe. — They  placed  ...  a  barren  sceptre  in  my  .e". AJac. 

Grizzled. — "I'he^.  north  disgorges  such  a  tempest  forth Pir. 

Groan. — Made  a  o-.  of  her  last  breath,  and  now  she  sings  in  hzawcix.... All's  ff^. 

Go,  count  thy  way  with  sighs,  I  mine  with  ^  j R.  II. 

Gross. — Lies  .   .  .  ^.  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable i  //.  IV. 

A  g.  fat  man. — As  fat  as  butter i  H  IV. 

Ground. — Would  .  . .  give  a  thousand  furlongs  of  sea  for  one  acre  of  barren^.  Tejn. 

Let's  sit  upon  the^.  and  tell  sad  stories  of  the  death  of  kings R.  II. 

The  blood  of  English  shall  manure  the^ A*.  //. 

Groundlings. — Tear  a  passion  .   .  .  to  split  the  ears  of  the  _.j Ham. 

Growth. — When  I  have  plucked  the  rose,  I  cannot  give  it .  . .  ^.  . .  .  again.. t^//^. 

Grub. — Sijuirrel  or  old  o'. ,  .   ,  ,  the  fairies'  coachmakers R.  &' y. 

Grudge  — If  I  catch  him  ...  I  will  feed  fat  the  ancient^.  I  bear  him...yi/i?r.  V. 

Guard. — Never  anger  made  good  g.  for  itself. A.  6^  C. 

Guests. — Love  thy  husband,  look  to  thy  servants,  cherish  thy  g-.s i  //.  IV. 

Guiltiness. — Her  blush  is  ^.  not  modesty M.  Ado. 

They  vanish  tongue-tied  in  their  ^ y.  C. 
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Gttt.ty. — And  then  it  started  like  a^.  thing  tipon  a  .  .   .  summons Ham. 

GuLi'. — Approaches  as  fierce,  as  waters  to  the  sucking^. H.   V. 

In  tlie  swallowing _^.  of  .  .   .  dark  oblivion R.  III. 

Gum. — Drop  tears  as  fast  as  the  Arabian  trees  their  medicinal  j^. Oth. 

Gyves. — March  wide  between  the  legs,  as  if  they  had  ^.j  on i  //.  IV. 


H. 

Hapit. — How  use  doth  breed  a  h.  in  a  man T.  G.  V. 

Costly  tliy  h   as  thy  pur>e  can  buy,  but  not  expressed  in  fancy flam. 

Habitation. — Gives  to  airy  nothing  a  local  h.  and  a  name M.  N.  D. 

Haik. — As  sweet  .  .   .  as  bright  Apollo's  lute  stnmg  with  his  h L.  L.  L. 

Haik-bkeadth  'scapes  in  the  imminent  deadly  breach Oth. 

Hal. — No  more  of  that,  //.,  an'  thou  lovest  me i  H.  IV. 

Half. — Sent  before  my  time  into  this  breathing  world,  scarce  A.  made  up../?.  ///. 

Hallowmas. — To  speak  piding  like  a  beggar  at //. T.  G.  V. 

Hand. — A  giving  h.,  though  foul,  shall  have  fair  praise L.  L.  L. 

The  earthy  and  cold  h.  of  death  lies  on  my  tongue i  H.  IV. 

We  go  to  use  our  h.s  and  not  our  tongues R.  III. 

Ail  the  perfumes  of  Arabia  will  not  sweeten  this  little  h Mac. 

Do  not  saw  the  air  too  much  with  the  h  ,  use  all  g-  ntly Ham. 

Handsaw. — When  the  wind  is  southerlj',  I  know  a  hawk  from  a  h Ham. 

Handsome. — Faults  look  h.  in  three  hundred  pounds  a  year M.  IV.  IV. 

Hanc;. — We  rot  and  rot :  and  thereby  A  .y  a  tale A.  V  L. 

'Doflf  it  and  h.  a  calf-skin  on  these  recreant  limbs K.  y. 

0  thereby  h.s  a  tail. — Whereby  h.s  a  tale,  sir? Oth. 

Hanging. — The  ancient  saying  ...//.  and  wiving  goes  by  destiny Mer.  V. 

Many  a  good  h.  prevents  a  bad  marriage T.  W.  N. 

Happiek. — Some  fills  are  means  the  h.  to  rise Cyjti. 

Happiness. — Envy  no  man's  h.,  glad  of  other  men's  good A.  V.  L. 

How  l)ittcr  ...  to  look  into  h.  through  another  man's  eyes A.  V.  L. 

Hakd. — Upon  my  knee  made  h.  with  kneelmg,  I  do  pray  to  thee K.  y. 

How  h.  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counsel y.  C. 

It  is  as  A.  .  .  .  as  for  a  camel  to  thread  ...  a  small  needle's  eye R.  II. 

Rcsty  sloth  finds  the  down  pillow  h Cyvi. 

Harm. — Frame  your  mind  to  mirth,  .   .  .  which  bars  a  thousand /z.j...  7ii;«.5/z. 

Thou  hast  done  much  h.  upon  me,  Hal,  God  forgive i  H.  iV. 

1  am  in  this  earthly  world,  where  to  do  h.  is  ofien  laudable Mac. 

Harmony. — Soft  stillness  and  .  .  .  become  the  touches  of  sweet // I\Ier.  V. 

Tongues  of  dying  men  enforce  attention  like  deep  h R.  II. 

Harness. — Come  v/rack  !     At  least  we'll  die  with  h.  on  our  back Mac. 

Harp  not  on  that  string,  madam,  that  is  past A'.  ///. 

Harrow. — A  tale  .   .   .  whose  lightest  word  would  h.  up  thy  soul Ham. 

Hat. — What,  man  !  Ne'er  pull  your/t.  upon  your  brows,  give  sorrow  words..yi/ar. 
Hate. — 'I'o  plead  for  love  deserves  more  fee  than  h T.  G.   V. 

If  she  did  not  //.  him  deadly,  she  would  love  him  deaily M.  Ado. 

Owe  no  man  h. ,  envy  no  man's  happiness A.  V.  L. 

In  time  we  /;.  that  which  we  often  fear A.  ^r'  C. 

Hated. — Heresies  are  h.  most  of  these  they  did  deceive M.  JV.  D. 

Haunt. — Our  life  exempt  from  public  h.  finds  tongues  in  trees A.  Y.  L. 

A  devil  h.s  thee  in  the  likeness  of  an  old  fat  man i  H.  IV. 

Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  h.  you Oth. 

Have  is  A.,  however  men  do  catch K.  y. 

Let  me  clutch  thee.     I  h.  thee  not,  and  yet  I  see  thee  still Mac. 

Havoc. — Cry  '  //.,'  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war y.  C. 

Hazard. — To  set  so  rich  a  main  in  the  nice  h.  of  one  doubtful  hour 1  H.  IV. 

I  have  set  my  life  upon  .  .   .  and  I  will  stand  the  h.  of  the  die R.  III. 

Head. — Uneasy  lies  the  h.  that  wears  a  crown 2  H.  IV. 

A  good  soft  pillow  for  that  good  white  h H.  V. 

This  dishonor  .   .  .  will  bring  thy  h.  with  sorrow  to  the  ground 2  H.  VI. 

At  his  h.  a  grass-green  turf,  at  his  heels  a  stone Ham. 

Health. — Angels  and  .  .  .  !  Be  thou  a  spirit  of  A.  or  goblin  damned? Havi. 

Heaps. — They  have  . . .  piled  up  the  cankered  h.  of  strange-achieved  gold..?  H.  IV. 
Hear — For  aught  that  I  could  ever  .   .  .  h.  by  tale  or  history AI.  N.  D. 

H.  me  for  my  cause,  and  be  silent  that  you  may /z y.  C. 

He.\rt. — The  white,  cold  .  .  .  snow  upon  my  h.  abates  the  ardor  of. 7'e7U. 

His  tears  pure  messengers  sent  from  his  h T.  G.   V. 

My  h.  pravs  for  him  though  my  tongue  do  curse Cot/i.  E. 

A  light  h.  lives  long L.  L.  L. 

A  heavy  h.  bears  not  a  humble  tongue L.  L.  L. 

One  h..  one  bed,  two  bosoms  and  one  troth yl/.  A'.  D. 

If  my  h.  were  great,  'twould  burst  at  this All' s  IV. 

My  h.  is  great,  but  it  must  break  with  silence R.  II. 

I  will  case  my  h.,  albeit  I  make  a  hazard  of  my  head i  //.  IV. 

Why  that's  well  said,  a  good  h.' s  worth  g<jld 2  //.  //-'. 

O  England  .   .   .  like  little  body  .with  a  mighty  A //.   V. 

A  h.  unspotted  is  not  easily  daunted 2  H.  VI. 
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V.  p. 

Heart. — A.  thousand  h.s  are  great  within  my  bosom  :  Advance R.  HI.  5  250 

I  mock  at  death  with  as  big  h.  as  thou Cor.  6  206 

Friends  whose  double  bosoms  seem  to  wear  one  h Cor,  6  216 

His  k.  cl  ft  with  the  blind  bow-boy's  butt-shaft R.  <5j^  y.  8  33 

My  h.  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Caesar y .  C.  6  284. 

I  come  not,  friends,  to  steal  away  yovir  h.s,  I  am  no y.  C.  6  286 

I  had  rather  coin  my /«.,  and  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas y  C.  6  293 

Grief  that  doe-^  not  speak,  whispers  the  k.,  and  bids  it  break Mac.  3  246 

Thou  hast  cleft  m-y  A.  in  twain.     O,  throw  away  the  worser  part Hiim.  8  144 

I  will  wear  my  k   upon  my  sleeve  for  daws  to  pick  at 0th.  8  184 

My  h.  is  turned  to  stone  ;   I  strike  it  and  it  hurts  my  hand Oth.  8  241 

Heartbkeak. — Better  a  little  chiding  than  a  great  deal  of  A M.  W.  IV.  i  187 

Heakt's-eash. — Witat  infinite  h.  must  kings  neglect,  that  private  men H.  V.  4  278 

Heat. — Upon  the  A.  ...  of  thy  distemper,  sprinkle  cocl  patience Ham.  8  144 

Heaven. — He  who  the  sword  of  A.  will  bear,  should  be  as  holy  assevcre..yT/.y^ryi/.  i  297 

Poet's  eye  .  .  .  doth  glance  from  h.  to  earth,  from  earth  to  k M.  N.  D.  2  112 

It  droppeth  as  the  gentle  rain  from  h Mer.  V.  2  240 

The  life  .   .   .  and  truth  of  all  this  realm  is  fled  to  h K.  y.  3  310 

Comfort's  in  /;.,  and  we  are  on  the  earth,  where A'.  //.  4  31 

I  will  send  thy  soul  to  //.,  if  h.  will  take  the  present R   III.  5  166 

//.  is  here  where  Juliet  lives R.  &'  y.  8  cjo 

Nor  A.  nor  earth  have  been  .it  peace  to-night  y.  C.  6  268 

The  Its  themselves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  princes y.  C.  6  269 

Ihing  with  airs  from  h.  or  blasts  from  hell Hani.  8  100 

Ihere  arc  more  things  in  h.  and  earth   .  .   .  than Ham.  8  106 

Do  deeds  to  make  h.  weep,  all  earth  amazed Oth.  8  228 

Heaven-kissing. — Like  .   .   .   Mercury,  new-lightt;d  on  a /«.  hill Ham.  8  142 

Heavenly. — My  vow  was  earthly,  thou  a  h.  love L.  L.  L.  2  156 

A  showing  of /t.  effect  in  an  earthly  actor All's  IV.  2  345 

Hector. — A  second  H.  for  his  grim  aspect,  and  large  proportion  of.....i  H.   VI.  4  328 

Hecuba. — What's  //  to  him,  or  he  to  //. ,  that  he  should  weep  for  her  ?...//a///.  8  122 

Hedge. — Such  divinity  doth  h.  a  king,  that  treason  can  but  peep Ham.  8  155 

Heels. —  D.-stniction  straight  shall  dog  them  at  the  h R.  II.  4  69 

Hell. —  Devil  will  not  have  damned,  lest  theoil  ..  .should  set  A.  on  fire. .A/.  IV.  IV.  1  189 

And  for  your  love  to  lead  h  ir  apes  in  h Tam.  Sh.  3  27 

Not  in  the  legions  of  horrid  h.  can  come  a  devil  more  damned Mac.  3  242 

Had  I  the  power,  I  should  pour  the  sweet  milk  of  concord  into  It Mac.  3  243 

I'll  speak  to  it,  though  h.  itself  should  gape Ham.  8  95 

Hell-broth. — For  a  charm  of  toil  and  trouble,  like  a  h.  boil  and  bubble... 71//*^.  3  234 

Hellespont. — You  are  in  love,  and  yet  you  never  swam  the  H. T.  G.  V.  i  75 

Helm.  —  Fortime  and  victory  sit  on  thy  It-  ! R.  HI.  5  243 

Help.  —  Presiunption  .  .  .  when  the /z.  of  heaven  we  count  the  act  of  men.. ^/^ 'j  ]V.  2  3^2 

Herald. — Silence  is  the  perfectest  A.  of  joy  ;  I  were  but  little  happy  '\{..M.  Ado.  2  22 

Love's  h.s  should  be  thoughts,  which  ten  times  faster  glide  than R.  <&^  y.  8  38 

It  was  the  lirk,  the  /;.  of  the  morn,  no  nightingale R.  &?>  y.  ^  54 

Hercules. — No  more  like  my  father  than  I  to  //. Ham.  8  gj 

Heritage. — Service  is  noA All's  IV.  2  332 

Hekod. —  It  out-herods  H.,  pray  you  avoid  it Ham.  8  129 

Hew. — Let's  carve  .       .  not  h.  him  as  a  carcass  fit  for  houn  Is y.  C.  6  264 

Hide. — Thou  wear  a  lion's /i.  .'    Doff  it  for  shame K.  y.  3  285 

Hideous. — Rcvisit'st  thus  the  glirjpscs  of  the  moon,  making  night  h Ha»r.  8  100 

High. — What  stature  is  she  of?   J Mt  as  h.  as  my  heart A.  V.  L.  2  292 

In  the  most  h.  and  palmy  state  c*^  Rome,  a  little  ere Ham.  8  88 

Hill. — The  morn  .  .   .  walks  o'er  tne  dew  of  yon  high  eastward /z Ham.  8  89 

Hind. — The  h.  that  would  be  mated  by  the  lion  must  die  for  love All's  IV.  2  327 

Hinges. — Let  ton   ue  lick  .  .  ,  and  crook  the  pregnant  h.  of  the  knee Ham.  8  130 

Hint. — Upon  this  A.  I  spake  •  She  loved  me  for  the  dangers Olh.  8  1^5 

Hog  in  sloth,  fox  in  stealth,  wolf  in  greediness A'.  L.  7  359 

Hold. — He.  ..  on  a  slippery  place,  makes  nice  of  no  vile  A.  to  stay  him  up. /iT.  y.  3  295 

Hole. — Cae.sar  dead  .   .  .  might  stop  a  A.  to  keep  the  wind  away Ham.  8  168 

Holy. — He  who  the  sword  of  heaven  will  bear,  should  be /i.  as. severe.../!/. y^r  A/.  1  297 

Trifles  .  .  .  are  to      .  .  confirmations  strong  as  A.  writ Oth.  8  227 

Home. — Ghosts  wandering  here  and  there  troop  h.  to  graveyards M.  N.  D.  2  103 

'Tis  common  that  men  are  merriest  when  they  are  from /j //.  V.  4  240 

Homely. — Home-keeping  youths  have  ever  A.  wits T.  G.  V.  ^  75 

Honest. — Wives  may  be  merry,  and  yet  A.  too.. M.   IV.  IV.  *  176 

//.  plain  words  best  pierce  the  ear  of  grief. L.  L.  L.  2  135 

Though  .       .   not  naturally /;.,  I  am  so  sometimes  by  chance W.  Tale.  3  132 

An  h.  tale  speeds  best  being  plainly  told R.  III.  5  234 

Honesty. — Corniption  wins  not  more  than  h , ~  //.  V'lII  5  307 

There  is  no  terror  ...  in  your  threats,  for  I  am  armed  so  strong  in  h....y  C.  6  293 

Honor. — One  in  whom  the  ancient  Roman /i.  more  appears jller.  V.  2  230 

Jealous  in  A.,  sudden  and  quick  in  quarrel A.  J'.  L.  2  284 

New-made  //.  doth  forget  men's  names R.  y.  3  265 

An  easy  leap  to  pluck  bright  A.  from  the  pale-faced  moon i  //.  IV.  4  89 

//  pricks  me  on:  Yea,  but  how  if /z.  prick  me  off? i  H.  IV.  4  138 

Can  It.  set  to  a  leg,  or  an  arm,  or  take  away  the  grief  of  .   .   .  ? i  //.  IV.  4  138 

H.  hath  no  skill  in  surgery,  then?  .  .  .  What  is  that  h.  ?  air i  H.  IV.  4  138 

H.  is  a  mere  scutcheon,  and  so  ends  my  catechism 1  H.  IV  4  138 

The  fewer  men,  the  greater  share  of /4 H.  V.  4  282 
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Honor. — Blossoms,  and  bears  his  blushing  h.s  thick  upon  him H.  VIII. 

Set  //.  in  one  eye,  and  death  in  the  other y.  C. 

Believe  me  for  mine  h.,  and  have  respect  to  my  h.,  that  you y.  C. 

Greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw,  when  h.'s  at  stake Ham. 

Honorable. — Brutus  is  an  h.  man,  so  are  they  all,  all  //.  men y.  C. 

Honored. — A  custom  more  /t.  in  the  breach  than  the  observance Hitnt. 

Hope. — I  h.  to  be  not  so.     //.  is  a  curtal  dog  in  some  affairs M.  W.  VV. 

The  miserable  have  no  other  medicine,  but  only  h M./or  M. 

True  h.  is  swift  and  flies  with  swallow's  wings R.  III. 

To-day  puts  forth  the  tender  leaves  of  h.s,  to-morrow  blossoms //.  VIII. 

Horror. — The  very  stones  .  .  .  take  the  present  A.  from  the  times Mac, 

I  have  supped  full  with  h.s Alac. 

On  h.'s  head,  h.s  accumulate Oth. 

Horse. — My  purpose  is,  indeed,  a  h.  of  that  color Tiv.N. 

I  was  not  made  a  h.,  yet  I  bear  a  burthen  like  an  ass R.  II. 

They  sell  the  pasture  now  to  buy  the  h H.  V. 

Ah.!  a /z.  .'  my  kingdom  for  a /z R.  III. 

Horsemanship. — And  witch  the  world  with  noble  h i  H.  IV. 

Hour. — Lovers  break  not  h.s,  unless  it  be  to  come  before  their  time T.  G.  V. 

Pleasure  and  action  make  the /i.j  seem  short Oth. 

Better  three  h.s  too  soon,  than  a  minute  too  late M.  W.  W. 

So  from  h.  to  h.,  we  ripe  and  ripe  ;  and  then  from  h.  to  h.  we A.  Y.  L. 

House. — You  take  my  /[.,  when  you  do  take  the  prop  that  doth  sustain..iT/i?r.  V. 

Though  he  comes  slowly  he  carries  his  h.  on  his  head A.  Y.  L. 

A  plague  of  both  your/i..r.' R.  &"  y. 

A  gravemaker :  the  h.s  he  makes  last  till  doomsday Hani. 

Hue. — The  h.  of  resolution  is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of. Ham. 

Hum. — The  h.  of  either  army  stilly  sounds H.  V. 

Humbleness. — With  bated  breath  and  whispering  h Aler.  I''. 

Humility, — If  a  Jew  wrong  a  Christian  what  is  his  h.?     Revenge Mer.  V. 

I  have  sounded  the  very  base-string  of  h i  H.  IV. 

Humor. — In  some  sort  it  jumps  with  my  h i  H.  IV. 

Hundred, — Fourteen  h.  years  ago  were  nailed,  for  our  advantage  to...i  H.  IV. 

Hurly-burly. — When  the  h.'s  done  ;  when  the  battle's  lost  and  won Mac. 

Hi;rt. — Courage,  man,  the  h.  cannot  be  much. — No  !  'tis  not  so  deep.,/?,  &>  y. 
Husband. — I  may  sit  in  a  corner  and  cry  heigh-ho  for  a  h M.  Aiio. 

A  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy  h Mer.  V. 

Fools  are  as  like  h.s  as  pilchards  are  to  herrings  ;  the  h.'s  the  bigger.,.  Zw.  N. 
Hyperion. — So  excellent  a  king ;  .  .  .  to  this,  .&,  to  a  satyr. Ham. 


I. 

Ice. — To  reside  in  thrilling  region  of  thick-ribbed  /. M./or  M. 

Icicle. — Chaste  as  the  /.  that's  curdled  by  the  frost  from  purest  snow Cor. 

Idiot, — A  talc  told  by  an  /.,  full  of  sound  and  fury,  signifying  nothing Mac. 

Idleness. — Sterile  with  i.  or  manured  with  industry Oth. 

Idolatry. — 'Tis  mad  i.  to  make  the  service  greater  than  the  god TV.  <5r*  Cr. 

If. — Your  /.  is  the  only  peace-maker;  much  virtue  in  /. A.  Y.  L. 

Ill  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  word Com.  E. 

How  oft  the  .  .  .  means  to  dot.  deeds  makes  deeds  i.  done A',  y. 

Against  /.  chances  men  are  ever  merry  ;  but  heaviness 2  H.  IV. 

Didst  thou  never  hear  that  things  z'.-got  had  ever  bad  success 3  H.  VI. 

I.  blows  the  wind  that  profits  nobody 3  H.  VI. 

Makes  us  rather  hear  those  i.s  we  have  than  fly  to  others Ham. 

Ill-roasted. — Thou  art  damned  like  an  /.  egg,  all  on  one  side A.  Y.  L. 

Image. — Look  on  death  itself!  up,  up,  and  see  the  great  doom's  i Mac. 

Imagination. — The  lunatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet  are  of  z,  all  compact.. 71/.  A^.  D. 

As  i.  bodies  forth  the  forms  of  things  unknown M.  N.  D. 

Give  me  an  ounce  of  civet  ...  to  sweeten  my  i K.  L. 

Imaginings. — Present  fears  are  less  than  horrible  /. Mac. 

Immortal. — Such  harmony  is  in  /.  souls Aler.  V. 

Imp. — An  z.  of  fame  ,  .  .  of  fist  most  valiant H.  V. 

Impartial. — In  this  I'll  be  /.  /  be  you  judge  of  your  own  cause M./or  M. 

Impediment. — Thus  far  .  .  .  have  we  marched  on  without  i R.  III. 

Imperfections. — Sent  to  my  account  with  all  my  i.  on  my  head Hant. 

Impose. — What  fates  z'.,  that  men  must  needs  abide  ;  it  boots  not  to  resist... .3//.  VI. 

Impotent.— Delay  leads  /.  and  snail-paced  teggary R.  III. 

Imprisoned  m  the  viewless  winds,  and  blown  with  restless M.  for  M. 

Impudency. — Audacious  without  /.,  learned  without  opinion L.  L.  L. 

Incarnadine. — The  midtitudinous  seas  /.,  making  the  green  one  red Mac. 

Inches. — I  would  I  had  your  /.  ;  thou  shouldst  know  there  were  a A.  ^  C. 

Incline. — These  things  to  hear  would  Desdemona  seriously  / Oth. 

Inconstant. — (),  swear  not  by  the  moon,  the  /  moon,  that  changes.../?.  &^  y. 

Inexorable. — More  /.  far  than  empty  tigers  or  the  roaring  sea R.  &'.  y. 

Inexplicable. — Capable  of  nothing  but  /.  dumb-shows Ham. 

Infancy. — For  she  was  as  tender  as  i.  and  grace W.  Tale. 

Infant. — A  frost  that  bites  the  firstborn  i.s  of  the  .spring L.  L.  L. 
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Infinite. — I  knew  him,  Horatio,  a  fellow  of  /.  jest Ham. 

Infirmities. — A  frietid  should  bear  his  friend's  / y.  C. 

Infirmity. — God  send  you  .  .  .  a  speedy /.,  for  the  better  incieasing....  yVy.  iV^. 
Influknce. — A  breath  thou  art,  servile  to  all  the  skyey  i.s M.for  M. 

The  moist  star  upon  whose  /.  Niptune's  empire  stands Ham. 

Ingenious. — A  parlous  boy  ;  bold,  quick,  i.,  forward R.  HI. 

Ingratitude. — Thou  art  not  .so  unkind  as  man's  i A.  Y.  L. 

J.  more  stiong  than  traitor's  arms  quite  vanquished  him y.  C. 

J.  th<»u  marble-hearted  fiend  ! K.  JL. 

Filial  /.  .'    Is  it  not  as  this  mouth  should  tear  this  hand K.  L. 

Injury. — Hot  as  gunpowder,  and  quickly  will  return  an  / H.  V. 

Injustice.  — Heaven  will  ,   .   .  plague  ;.  with  the  pains  of  hell R.  H. 

Whose  conscience  wiih  ;'.  is  corrupted 2  H.  VI. 

Ink. — Turning  your  books  to  graves,  your  /.  to  blood,  your  pens 2  H.  IV. 

Inky. — 'Tis  not  your  i.  brows,  your  black  silk  hair,  your  bugle A.  Y.  L. 

Innocence. — Whose  white  investments  figure  / 2  H.  IV. 

The  trust  I  have  is  in  mine  /.,  and  therefore  am  I  bold 2  H.  VI. 

Innocent. — Look  like  the  /.  flower,  but  be  the  serpent  under  't Mac. 

I.  sleep,  sleep  that  knits  up  the  ravelled  sleave  of  care I\Iac. 

Inseparable. — Like  true,  /.,  loves,  sticking  together  in  calamity A',  y. 

Insolence. — The  pangs  of  .   .  .  the  law's  delay,  the  i.  of  office Ham. 

iNsriKATiON. — Holy  men  at  their  death   have  good  i.s Mer.  V. 

Instances. — A  beard  of  formal  cut ;  full  of  wise  saws  and  modern  i...A.  Y.  L. 
Instinct  is  a  great  matter  ;  I  was  now  a  coward  on  / i  H.  IV. 

You  are  lions  too,  you  ran  away  upon  i. i  H.  IV. 

By  a  divine  /.  men's  minds  mistrust  ensuing  dangers R.  III. 

Instruction. — It  shall  go  hard,  but  I  will  better  the  / Mer.  V. 

Instrument. — To  win  us  to  our  harm,  the  i.s  of  darkness  tell  us  truths.. ..iT/ac. 

The  gods  ...  of  our  pleasant  vices  make  i.s  to  plague  us K.  L. 

What  poor  an  /.,  may  do  a  noble  deed  ? A.  6^  C. 

Integrity. — My  robe  and  my  /  to  Heaven  is  all  I  dare  now  call  my  own..//.  VIII. 
Intent. — Thoughts  are  no  subject ;  is  but  merely  thoughts M./or  M. 

Be  thy  i.s  wicked  or  charitable,  thou  comest  in  such  .   .  ,  shape Havi. 

My  stronger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  i Havt. 

Interred. — Evil  that  men  do  .   .  .  the  good  is  oft  /.  with  their  bones y.  C. 

Interrupted. — Whose  rage  doth  rend  like  /.  waters Cor. 

Invention. — The  most  notorious  geek  and  gull  that  e'er  i.  played  on....  Iw.  N. 

O  for  a  Muse  .   .   .  that  would  ascend  the  brightest  heaven  of  i H.  V. 

Inventor. — Bloody  instructions,  which  .  .  .  return  to  plague  the  / Mac. 

Invulnerable. — Is  as  the  air, /. ,  and  our  vain  blov/s  .  .  .  mockery Hatn. 

Inward. — Of-inion  .  .  .  makes  us  scan,  The  outward  habit  by  the  i.  man../Vr. 
Ikon. —  Put  up  your  /  ;  you  are  well  fleshed Tiu.  N. 

None  but  in  this  /.  age  would  do  it K.  y. 

Nor  Imks  of  /.  can  be  retentive  to  the  strength  of  spirit y.  C. 

Isle. — This  sceptered  /. ,  this  earth  of  majesty,  this  sent  of  Mars R.  II. 

Silence  that  .   .   .  bell:  it  frights  the /.  from  her  propriety 0th. 

Issues. — Spirits  are  not  finely  touched  but  to  fine  /". M./or  M. 

Itekation. — Thou  hast  damnable  /.,  and  art  able  to  corrupt  a  saint i  H.  IV. 
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Jack. — Banish  phimp  y.,  and  banish  all  the  world i  H.  IV. 

y.  Falstaff  with  my  familiars,  John  with  my  brothers  and  sisters 2  H.  IV. 

January. — You  will  never  run  mad,  niece.     No,  not  till  a  hot  y. I\I.  Ado. 

Janus. — By  .  .  .   y.,  Nature  hath  framed  strange  fellows  in  her  time  .  Afer.  V. 

J.^UNDICE. — What  grief  doth  set  they',  on  your  cheeks? 7>.  (S^  Cr. 

Jay.  —  Is  they,  more  precious  than  the  lark,  because  his  feathers  .  .  .  ^..Tam.  Sh. 
Jealousy. — For  love,  thou  knowest,  is  full  of  y T.  G.  V. 

O,  beware,  my  lord,  of  y.  ;  it  is  the  green-eyed  monster 0th. 

Jerusalem. — So  part  me  sadly  .  .   .  to  meet  with  joy  in  sweet  ^ 3//.  VI. 

Jests. —  Hey.  at  scars  that  never  felt  a  wound R  <5^  y. 

Jew. — Hath  not  a  y.  eyes?  hath  not  a  y.  hands,  organs  .  .  .  senses  ?...il/<!'r.  V. 

In  converting  y  s  to  Christians  we  raise  the  price  of  pork Mer.  V. 

A  second  Daniel !  I  thank  thee,  y.,  for  teaching  me  that  word Mer.  V. 

I  am  a  5'-  else,  an  Ebrew  y. i  //.  IV. 

Jewel. — Like  the  toad  .   .   .     wears  yet  a  precious  y.  in  his  head A..   Y.  L. 

My  chastity's  they,  of  our  house,  bequeathed  down All's  IV. 

Hangs  upon  the  cheek  of  night,  like  a  rich  /.  in  an  Ethiop's  car R.  ^r'  y. 

Good  name  in  men  and  women  ...   is  the  immediate  y.  of  their  souls....  (9//i. 

Jocund  day  stands  tiptoe  on  the  misty  moinitain  tops R.  6^  y. 

Joint. — Her  wanton  spirits  look  out  at  every  y.   .   .   .  of  her  body Tr.&'Cr. 

The  time  is  out  of  y.  .*    O  cursed  spite,  that  ever  I  was  born Ham. 

Journey. — Now  is  the  sun  upon  the  highmost  hill  of  this  day's  y R.  ^  y. 

Jove. — Could  .  .  .  men  thunder  as  y.  .  .  .  does,  y.  would  ne'er  bequiet.../!/.  /(^r /If. 
Joy. — If  he  be  sick  with  j.,  he'll  recover  without  physic 2  //.  IV. 

Eighty  j'ears  .  .  .  and  each  hour's  y.  wrecked  with  a  week  of  teen R.  III. 

There's  tears  for  his  love,  y.  for  his  fortune,  honor  for  his  valor y.  C. 
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Joy. — Fill  full.     I  drink  to  the  general  7.  of  the  whole  table Mac. 

Wherey.  most  revels,  grief  cloth  most  lament;  griefy.j,  y.  grieves Hatn. 

Briefly  die  their  y.j  that  place  them  on  the  truth Cy>n. 

Junr.E. — Northey.'j  robe,  become  them  with  one-half  so  good  a  gracc.i^.y^r  M. 

F'orebear  toy,  for  we  are  sinners  all 2  H.   VI. 

JuuGEMKNT. — Some  god  direct  my  y. Mer.  V. 

Oy.  .'  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  btasis,  and  men  have  lost  their  reason y.  C. 

Judicious. — Though  it  make  the  unskilful  laugh,  cannot  but  make  ihej'.Nam. 

JULIET. — Hang  up  philosophy  !     Unless  philosophy  can  make  a  y. /?.  dr»  y. 

Jump. — Here,  upon  this  hank  and  shoal  of  time,  we'dy.  the  life  to  come...A/ac. 
Just. — Thrice  is  he  armed  that  hath  his  quarrel  y 2  //.  K/. 

The  gods  are  y,  and  of  our  pleasant  vices  make  .   .   .  us K.  L. 

Justice. — They,  in  fair  round  belly  with  good  capon  lined A.  Y.  L. 

And  poise  the  cause  iny.  equal  scales,  whose  beam  stands  sure 2  H.  VI. 


K. 

Keen. — The  tongues  of  mocking  wenches  are  as  k.  as  is  the  razor's  edge.../..  Z.  L. 

Keeping. — Call  you  that  k.  for  a  gentleman  of  my  birth? A.  Y.  L. 

Kernel. — There  can  be  no  k.  in  this  light  nut ;  the  soul  of  this  man's...,4//'j  IV. 

Key. — Bend  low  and  in  a  bondsman's  k.,  with  bated  breath  and Mer.  V. 

KiDisEY. — Think  of  that — a  man  of  my  k. — think  of  that  ! M.  W.  W. 

Kill. — I  would  not  k.  thy  unprepared  spirit ;    No  ;  heaven  forfend  ! 0th. 

The  first  thing  we  do,  let's /j.  all  the  lawyers 2  H.   VI. 

Kin. — One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  k Tr.  6)^  Cr, 

A  little  more  than  k.,  and  less  than  kind Havt. 

Kindness  nobler  ever  than  revenge  and  nature  .  .  .  made  him A.  Y.  L. 

This  is  a  way  to  kdl  a  wife  with  k Tam.  Sh, 

I  fear  thy  nature;  it  is  too  full  o'  the  milk  of  human  k Mac. 

King. — Not  the  k.'s  crown,  nor  the  deputed  sword,  the  marshal's M.for  M. 

The  attribute  .  ,   .  wherein  doth  sit  the  dread  and  fear  of  ^.j Mer.  V. 

It  is  enthroned  in  the  heart  of  k.s,  it  is  the  attribute  to  God  himself...71/rr.  V. 

Not  all  the  water  .  .  .  can  wash  the  balm  from  an  anointed  k R.  II. 

K.s  and  mightiest  potentates  must  die,  for  that's  the  end  of  human... i  H.  VI. 

K.  Stephen  was  a  worthy  peer,  his  breeches  cost  him  but  a  crown 0th. 

Falsehood  is  worse  in  k.s  than  beggars Cyvi. 

Kiss. — There  is  not  half  a  k.  to  choose,  who  loves  .  .  .  best W.  I'ale. 

Like  fire  and  powder,  which  as  they  k.  consume R.  ^r'  y. 

Kissed.— She  is  not  to  be  k.  fasting,  in  respect  of  her  breath T,  G.  V. 

Kisses. — His  k.  are  Judas's  own  children A.  Y.  L. 

Kitten. — 1  had  rather  be  a  k.  and  cry  mew,  than  one  of  these i  H.  IV. 

Knave. — How  absolute  the  k.  is,  we  must  speak  by  the  card Havt. 

You  sir,  more  k.  than  fool,  after  your  master K.  L. 

Knavery's  plain  face  is  never  seen  till  used Oih. 

Knee. — Show  me  thy  humble  heart  and  not  thy  k R.  II. 

Supple  k.s  feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  man's  fees Tr.  &'  Cr. 

Ofterer  on  her  k.s  than  on  her  feet,  died  every  day  she  lived Mac. 

Knell. — Hoar  it  not  .  .  .  for  it  is  a  k.,  that  summons  thee  to  heaven  or. ..Mac. 

Knights. — The  armorers  accomplishing  the  k.,  with  busy  hammers //.   V. 

Know. — I  will  swear  to  study  so,  to  k.  the  thing  I  am  forbid  to  k L.  L.  L. 

\  k.  ?L  trick  worth  two  of  that,  i'  faith i  H.  IV. 

Lord,  we  k.  what  we  are,  but  k.  not  what  we  may  be Ham. 

To  k.  a  man  well  were  to  k.  himself. Ham. 

Knowledge. — O  k.  ill-inhabited,  worse  than  Jove  in  a  thatched  house  \..A.  Y.  L. 

K.  IS  the  wing  wherewith  we  fiy  to  heaven 2  //.  VI. 


L. 

Labor. — Hal ;  'tis  no  sin  for  a  man  to  /.  in  his  vocation 1  H.  IV. 

The  /.  we  delight  in  physics  pain Mac. 

Laeorek.— I  am  a  true  /.  .•  I  earn  that  I  eat,  get  that  I  wear A.  Y.  L. 

Lace. — O  cut  my  /.  in  sunder,  that  my  pent  heart  may  have  some  scope.. .7?.  ///. 
Ladies. — If  /.  be  but  young  and  fair.  They  have  the  gift  to  know  \X...A.  Y.  L. 
Lady. — He  capers  nimbly  in  a  I.' s  chamber,  to  the R.  III. 

To  mnkc  a  sv/eet /.  sad  is  a  sour  offence Tr.  6^  Cr. 

Now  get  you  to  my  l.'s  chamber,  and  tell  her,  let  her  paint Ham. 

Lamb.— We  were  as  twinned  l.s  that  did  frisk  i'  the  sun W.   I'ale. 

In  war  was  never  lion   ...   in  peace  was  never  gentle  /.  more  mild A'.  //. 

You  are  yoked  with  a  /.,  that  carries  anger  as  the  flint  bears  fire y.  C. 

Lament. — Where  joy  most  revels,  grief  doth  most  / Horn. 

I^amentably. — A  very  pleas.nnt  thing  indeed,  and  sung  / W.  Tale. 

Land. — Money  buys  /.,  and  wives  are  sold  by  fate M.  W.  IV. 

My  love  .   .   .   Prizes  not  quantity  of  dirty /.j Tiv.  N. 

Landlord  of  England  art  thou,  not  king ;  the  state  of  law  is  bond  slave...  A.  //. 

Vol.  VIII.— 27 
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LAN LIV 


Languagb. — There  was  .  .  .  /.  in  their  very  gesture IV.  Tale. 

Lakds. — FalstafT sweats  to  death,  and  /,  the  l-^an  earth  as  he  walks i  H.  IV. 

Largess. — A  /.  universal  like  the  sun,  his  liberal  eye  doth  give  to  every  one..//.  V. 
Lark. — More  tunable  than  /.  to  shepherd's  ear M  N.  D. 

It  was  the  /.,  the  herald  of  the  morn R,  ^  y. 

Hark,  hark!    The  /.  at  heaven's  gate  sings Cym. 

Lascivious. — I  will  find  you  twenty  /.  turtles  ere  one  chaste  man M.  IV.   IV. 

Last. — The  /.  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well  ! y.  C. 

Laugh  to  scorn  the  power  of  man,  for  none  of  woman  born  shall  harm Mac. 

C)ur  castle's  strength  will  /.  a  siege  to  scorn Afac. 

Laughter — To  move  wild  /.  in  the  throat  of  death L.  L.  L. 

Law.— One  that  knows  the  /.,  go  to  ;  and  a  rich  fellow  enough,  go  to. ..71/.  Ado. 

In  these  nice,  sharp  quillets  of  the  /.,  good  faith  I  am  no i  H.  VI. 

Villian,  thou  knowest  no  /.  of  God  nor  man , R.  III. 

The  proud  man's  contumely,  the  pangs  of  despised  love,  the  /.'j  delay. .//«/«. 
Lawykr. — O'er  l.'s  fingers,  who  straight  dream  on  fees R.  &=  y. 

Why  may  not  that  be  the  skull  of  a  /.  ?  Where  be  his  quiddities  .  .  .  ? Main. 

Like  the  breath  of  an  unfeed  /. ,  you  gave  me  nothing  for  't K.  L. 

Lazarus. — As  ragged  as  L.  in  the  painted  cloth i  H.  IV. 

Leanness. — Long  time  have  I  watched  :    Watching  breeds  /. R.  II. 

Learned  without  opinion  and  strange  withoutheresy L.  L.  L. 

Learning. — Ther^*  w.ll  little  /.  die  then,  the  day  thou  art  hanged Tim.  A. 

Least. — Though  last  not  /.  in  love y.  C. 

Leaving. — Nothing  in  his  life  became  him  like  the  /.  it Mac. 

Leek. — His  eyes  were  green  as  l.s M.  N.  D. 

Leg. — Your  l.s  did  better  service  than  your  hands 3  H.  VI. 

We  petty  men  walk  under  his  huge  l.s,  and  peep  about y.  C. 

Lender. — Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  /.  be  ;  for  lo.m  oft  loses Ham. 

Less. — Speak  /.  than  thou  knowest.  Lend  /.  than  thou  owest K.  L. 

Lessened. — One  pain  is  /.  by  another's  anguish R.  &^  y. 

Lethe. — Let  fancy  still  my  sense  in  L.  steep To.  N, 

Wine  hath  steeped  our  senses  in  soft  and  delicate  L A.  6^  C. 

Leviathan. — Be  thou  here  again  ere  the  /.  can  swim  a  league M.  N.  D. 

Liar. — An  infinite  and  endless  /.,  an  hourly  promise-breaker All's  IV. 

There  are  l.s  .  .  .  enow  to  beat  the  honest  men  and  hang  up  them Alac. 

Lick. — Let  the  cand  ed  tongue  /.  absurd  pomp,  and  crook Hatn. 

Lie. — I  love  to  hear  him  /.,  and  I  will  use  him  for  my  minstrelsy L.  L.  L. 

Speak  of  frays,  like  a  fine  bragging  youth,  and  tell  quaint  l.s Mer.  V. 

So  to  the  /.  circumstantial,  and  /.  direct A.  Y.  L. 

He  will  /.,  sir,  with  such  volubility,  that All's  W. 

Lief. — I  had  as  /.  not  be,  as  live  to  be  in  awe  of  such  a  thing y.  C. 

Life. — And  our  little  /.  is  rounded  with  a  sleep Tern. 

So  the  /.  that  died  with  shame,  lives  in  death  with  glorious  fame M.  Ado. 

You  take  my  /.  when  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live Mer.   V. 

JL.  is  as  tedious  as  a  twir.e-told  tale  vexing  the  dull  ear K.  y. 

What  a  sign  it  is  of  evil  /.,  when  death's  approach  is  seen  so  terrible  \..iH.  VI. 

0  God  forgive  him  !  so  bad  a  death  argues  a  monstrous  /. 2//.  VI. 

Now  he  lives  in  fame,  though  not  in  / R.  III. 

If  any  think  brave  death  outweighs  bad  / Cor. 

Nothing  in  his  /.  became  him  like  leaving  it Mac. 

1  would  set  my  /.  on  any  chance,  to  mend  it,  or  be  rid  on  't Mac. 

Life-blood. — 'This  sickness  doth  infect  the  very  /.  of  our  enterprise...!  //.  IV. 

Light. — In  delay  we  waste  our  l.s  in  vain,  like  lamps  by  day R.  &'  y. 

Like. — He  was  a  man  ;  I  shall  not  look  upon  his  /.  again Ham. 

Limit. — A  merrier  man,  within  the  /.  of  becoming  mirth,  I  never L.  L.  L. 

Limping. — April  on  the  heel  of/,  winter  treads R.  <2r»  y. 

Line. — I  am  angling  now.  though  you  perceive  me  not  how  I  give  / VV.  Tale. 

Linger. — Yet  merciful,  I  would  not  have  thee  /.  in  thy  pain Oth. 

Lion. — Doing  in  the  figure  of  a  lamb,  the  feats  ofa  / M.  Ado. 

Let  me  play  the  /. ,  .  .  I  will  roar  that  I  will  do  any  man's  heart  good..il/.  N.  D. 

There  is  not  a  more  fearful  wild  fowl  than  your  /.  living M.  N.  D. 

Thou  wear  a  I.' s  hide  !  doff  it  for  shame  and  hang  a  calfskin K.  y. 

The  /.  dying  thrusteth  forth  his  paw,  and  wounds  the  earth R.  II. 

We  were  two  l.s  littered  in  one  day,  and  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible....  J?''.  C 
Lip. — Take,  O  take  those  l.s  away,  that  so  sweetly  were  foresworn.../!/. yi7r  M. 

Masterly  done,  the  very  life  seems  warm  upon  her  /. W,  Tale. 

A  cherry  /.,  a  bonny  eye,  a  passing  pleasing  tongue R.  III. 

Their  l.s  were  four  red  roses  on  a  stalk,  which R.  III. 

They  met  so  near  with  their  l.s  that  their  breaths  embraced Oth. 

Let  me  my  service  tender  on  your  l.s Cym. 

Liquid. — Ii\  the  morn  and  /.  dew  of  youth « Ham. 

Liquors. — In  my  youth  I  never  did  apply  hot  and  .  .  .  /.  in  my  blood... /?.  Y.  L. 
Little. — Though  she  be  but  /.,  she  is  fierce M.  N.  D. 

For  then  ...  he  found  the  blessedness  of  being  / H.  VIII. 

A  /.  month  or  ere  these  shoes  were  old Hajn. 

L.  of  this  great  world  can  I  speak,  more  than  pertains  to  feats  of, .  .  battle.  Oth. 
Live. — I've  hope  to  /.,  and  am  prepared  to  die M./or  M. 

Faith  I  will  /.  so  long  as  I  may,  that's  the  certain  of  it H.   V. 

I  had  as  lief  not  be  as  /.  to  be  in  awe  of  such  a  thing y.  C. 

Livelong. — The  obscured  bird  clamored  the  /.  night Mac. 
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Liver  white  and  pale,  which  is  the  badge  of  pusillanimity 2  H.  IV. 

LiVEKY. —  To  achieve  the  silver  /.  of  advised  age 2  H.   VI, 

Loaf. — Easy  it  is  of  a  cut  /.  to  steal  a  shlve,  we  know Tit.  An. 

1-OAM. — Men  are  but  gilded  /.  or  painted  clay R-  II. 

Loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend Ham. 

Loath. — I  am  /.  to  gall  a  new-healed  wound 2  H.  IV. 

I,ocKS. — These  grey  /.  the  purstiivants  of  death 1  H.  VI. 

Lode-staks. — O  happy  f,dr!  your  eyes  are  / M.  N.  D. 

L<JN(iiNCiS. — I  have  immortal  /.  in  me A.  &"  C. 

Look. — Even  such  a  man  ...  so  spiritless,  so  dull,  so  dead  in  / 2  //.  IV. 

Yond  Cassias  has  a  lean  and  hungry  I.  .  .  .  such  men  are y.  C. 

L.  with  thine  ears  :  see  how  yond  justice  rails  upon  yond  .  .  .  thief. K.  L. 

This  /.  of  thine  will  hurl  my  soul  from  heaven 0th. 

Looking. — With  such  large  discourse,  /.  before  and  after Ham. 

Lord  of  thy  presence  and  no  land  beside K.  y. 

I^oss. — The  most  p.itient  man  in  /. ,  the  .  .  .  coldest  that  ever  turned  up  ace.  Cynt. 
Losses. — A  fellow  that  hath  had  /. ,  and  one  that  hath  two  gowns M.  Ado. 

L:iughed  at  my  /.,  mocked  at  my  gains,  scorned  my  nation Aler.  V. 

Love. — They  do  not  /.  that  do  not  show  their  / T.  G.  V. 

0  they  /.  least  that  let  men  know  they  / T.  G.  V. 

If  you  /.  her  you  cannot  see  her.     Why?     Because  L.  is  blind T.  G.  V. 

1  break  my  fast,  dine,  sup  .  .  .  upon  the  very  naked  name  of/ T.  G.   V. 

As  soon  go  kindle  fire  with  snow  as  .  .  .  quench  the  fire  of  /.  with 7'.  G.  V. 

L.  is  like  a  child,  that  longs  for  eveiything  that  he  can  come  by T.  G.  V. 

The  course  of  true  /.  never  did  nui  smooth M.  N.  D. 

0  hell !    to  choose  /.  by  another's  eyes M.  N.  D. 

Things  base  and  vile  .  .  .  I.  can  transpose  to  form  and  dignity M.  N  D. 

L.  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  with  the  mind,  therefore  is  . .  .  Cupid. yl/.  N.  D. 

As  .  .  .  boys  in  game  .  .  .  the  boy  L.  is  peijured  everywhere M.  N.  D. 

Playing  on  pipes  of  corn  and  versing  /.  to  amorous  Phillida M.  N.  D. 

1,.  is  merely  a  madness  and  .  .  .  deserves  ...  a  dark  house  and  a  whip  A.  Y.L. 

L.  and  quiet  life,  and  awful  rule  and  right  supremacy....^ Tain.  Sh. 

She  never  told  her  /. ,  but  let  concealment  like  a  worm  i'  the  bud 7?//.  N. 

As  man  and  wife,  being  two,  are  one  in  / H.   V. 

1  owe  him  little  duty  and  less  / i  //.   VI. 

As  my  hand  has  opened  boimty  to  you,  my  heart  dropped  / H.  VIII. 

The  heart-blood  oi  beauty,  l.'s  invisible  soul Tr.  &"  Cr. 

Wife  and  child  .  .  .  those  strong  knots  of  / Afac. 

Doubt  that  the  sun  doth  move :  Doubt  truth  .  .  .  ;  but  never  doubt  I  /...Ham. 

Where  /.  is  great,  the  littlest  doubts  are  fear Ham. 

Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  /.  grows  there Ham. 

A  round,  unvarnished  tale  .  .  .  of  my  whole  course  of/ Oih. 

I  do  /.  thee,  and  when  I  /.  thee  not,  chaos  is  come  again Oik. 

Loved. — Who  ever  /.  that  /.  not  at  first  sight? A.  Y.  L. 

Lover  — A  l.'s  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  blind  ;  a  l.'s  ear  will  hear L.  L.  L. 

The  lunatic,  the  /.,  and  the  poet M.  N.  D. 

And  then  the  /.  sighing  like  a  furnace,  with  a  woeful  ballad A.  Y.  L. 

The  stroke  of  death  is  as  a  I.'  s  pinch,  which  hurts  and  is  desired A.  dr*  C. 

Lovers  and  madmen  have  such  seething  brains M.  N.  D. 

In  this  state  she  gallops  by  night  through  l.s'  brains R.  6^  y. 

At  l.s'  perjuries  they  say  Jove  laughs R.  <5r»  y. 

Love-rhymes  — Dan  Cupid  :  regent  of/.,  lord  of  folded  arms L.  L.  L. 

Loving  — Most  friendship  -s  feigning;  most  /.,  mere  folly A.  Y.  L. 

Low. — Spe;ik  /.  if  you  speak  love M.  Atia. 

My  creditors  grow  cruel,  my  estate  is  very  /. Aler.   V. 

Lowliness  is  young  ambition's  ladder y.  C. 

Lucifer. — And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  hke  L,.,  never  to  hope  again //.  VIII. 

Luck. — I  hope  good  /.  lies  in  odd  numbers AI.  IV.  W. 

Lush. — How  /.  and  lusty  the  grass  looks  !  how  green  ! Te>n. 

Lust. — Till  the  wicked  fire  of/,  have  melted  him  in  his  own  grease..7>/.  W.  VV. 
Lying. — Lord,  Lord,  how  this  world  is  given  to  .  .  .  /. i  H.  IV. 
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M. 

Macduff. — Lay  on,  M.,  and  damned  be  him  that  first  cries,  '  Hold Mac. 

Mad. — Cupid  is  a  knavish  lad,  thus  to  make  poor  females  m AI.  N.  D. 

As  m.  as  the  vexed  sea K.  L. 

Madcap. — The  nimble-footed  m..  Prince  of  Wales i  H.  IV. 

Madness. — And  what's  a  fever  but  a  fit  of  m.  ? Com.  E. 

Begot  of  thought,  conceived  of  spleen,  born  of  m A.   Y.  L. 

Why  this  is  very  midsiimmer  m Tin.  N. 

How  pregiiant  .  .  .  his  replies  are  !  a  happiness  that  often  m.  hits  on. ..Ham. 

O,  that  way  m.  lies  ;  let  me  shiui  that A'.  L. 

Magnanimous. — As  valiant  as  the  wrathful  dov?  ,  or  most  m.  mouse... 2  H.  IV. 
Maid. — She  can  milk,  look  you.  a  sweet  virtue  in  a  m.  with  clean  hands..  T.G.  V. 

AI.  are  May  when  they  are  m.,  but  the  sky  changes  when  they  are  wives. ..4  V.L. 
Maiden. — Now  purple  with  love's  wound,and  /«.jcall  it  love-in-idleness../!/ A/IZ?. 
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Majesty. — This  earth  of  w.,  this  seat  of  Mars,  this  other  Eden R.  II. 

With  what  a  ;«.  he  bears  himself,  how  insolent  ...  lie  is  become 2  H.  VI. 

Makes. — This  is  the  night  that  either  ;«.  me  or  fordoes  me  quite 0th. 

Malick. — Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incision;  forget,  forgive R.  II. 

Mammets. — This  is  no  world  10  play  with  vt.  and  to  tilt  with  lips i  H.  IV. 

Man. — That  111.  that  hath  a  tongue,  ...   is  no  in.  if  ...  he  cannot...  7".  G.  V. 

M.,  proud  ;;/.,  drcst  in  a  litile  brief  authority  .   .  .  plays  such Al./or  M. 

If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  suspect  iiim  ...  to  be  no  true  ;//... M.  Ado. 

Tiie  will  of  m.  is  by  his  reason  swajed M.  N.  D. 

I  am  no  such  a  thing  :  I  am  a  ;«.  as  oiher  men  are M.  N.  D. 

God  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pass  for  a  ;/; Mer.  V. 

When  he  is  best,  he  is  a  little  worse  than  a  m Mer.  V. 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  ;«.  ;  who  dares  do  more  is  none Mac. 

A  pound  of  VI.' s  fl'^sh  taken  from  a  m.  is  not  so  estimable Mer.  V. 

A  goodly  portly  ;//.,  i'  faith,  and  a  corpulent i  H.  IV. 

Even  such  a  fn.,  so  ...  so  dull,  so  dead  in  look,  so  woe-begone 2  H.  IV. 

More  than  I  seem,  and  less  than  I  was  born  to  :  a  in.  at  least 3  H.  VI. 

Nor  more  can  you  distinguish  of  a  rn.,  than  of  his  outward  show R.  III. 

'Tis  cruelty  to  load  a  fallmg  fu //.  VIII. 

I  wished  myself  a  fn.,  or  that  we  women  had  men's  privilege TV.  «£h  Cr. 

A  woman  impudent  ...  is  not  more  loathed  than  effeminate  vt....Tr.  ^  Cr. 

Shall  Rome  stand  under  one  in.' s  awe? y.  C. 

Nature  might  stand  up  and  say  to  all  the  world,  'This  was  a  in.  /' y.  C. 

Dispute  it  like  a  fn.      .  .  But  I  must  also  feel  it  as  a  fn AInc. 

He  was  a  w/.,  take  him  for  all  in  all,  I  shall liant. 

Give  every  ;;/.  thy  ear,  but  few  thy  voice;  take  each  in.'s  censure Ham. 

What  a  piece  of  work  is  a  vt.!  how  noble  in  reason  !  how  infinite  .  .  .  \..Ha>n. 

Wert  thou  a  ;«.,  thou  would'st  have  mt  rcy  on  me A.  &^  C. 

Manukake. — Would  curses  kill,  as  doth  the  tn.s  groan,  I  would  invent..2  H.  VI. 
Manhooo. — If  fn.,  good  tn.,  be  not  forgot  upon  the  face  of  the  earth. ..i  H.  IV. 
Manly. — A  fn.  enterprise,  to  conjure  tears  up  in  a  poor  maid's  eyes  \..M.  N.  D. 
Manners. — Though  I  am  a  daughter  to  his  blood  1  am  not  to  his  ;// Aler.  V. 

Whose  tn.  still  our  tardy  apish  nation  limps  after R.  II. 

Foul  .  .  .  lump,  as  crooked  in  thy  tn.  as  thy  shape! 2  H.   VI. 

Men's  evil  f/i.  live  in  brass,  their  virtues  we  write  in  water H.   VIlI. 

Manyheaded. — He  himself  stuck  not  to  call  us  the  fn.  multitude Cor. 

Mar. —  Striving  to  do  better,  oft  we  vt.  what's  well K.  L. 

It  makes  us,  or  it  vt.s  us  ;  think  on  that,  and  fix  .  .  .  thy  resolution 0th. 

Marhle. — He  plies  her  hard,  and  much  rain  wears  the  tn 3  //.  VI. 

When  I  am  forgotten  .  .  .   ,  and  sleep  in  dull,  cold  ;« H.  VIII. 

March.— Remember  M.,  the  ides  of  M.  remember J.  C. 

Mark. — There  is  no  vice  so  simple  but  assumes  some  vt.  of  virtue Mer.  V. 

A  fellow  of  no  in.  nor  likelihood i  //.  IV. 

Marriage. — God,  the  best  maker  cf  all  vt.s,  combine  your  hearts  in  one  \..H.V. 

M.  is  a  matter  of  more  worth,  than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorneyship i  //.  VI. 

Makes  vt.  vows  as  false  as  dicers'  oaths Ham. 

Married. — A  young  man  vt.  is  a  man  that's  marred All's  W. 

She's  not  well  in.  that  lives  vt.  long A',  dr^  y. 

But  she's  best  in.  that  dies  in.  young R.  6^  y. 

Marry. — If  thou  wilt  needs  in.,  vt.  a  fool ; Ham. 

Martyr. — Then  if  thou  fall'st,  .  .  .  Thou  fall'st  a  blessed  vt H   VIII. 

Master. — Every  one  can  vt.  a  grief  but  he  that  has  it M.  Ado. 

Masterdom. — All  our  .  .  .  days  to  come,  give  .  .  .  sovereign  sway  and  in..Mac. 

Masterpiece. — Confusion  now  hath  made  his  in.  ! Mac. 

Mates. — Leaked  is  our  bark,  and  we,  poor ;«.,  stand  on  the  dying  deck...  T/'w.-'i. 

Matin. — The  glowworm  shows  the  m.  to  be  near,  and  'gins  to  pale Ham. 

Matter. — I  do  not  much  dislike  the  w.,but  the  manner  of  his  sptech..^.  &=  C. 
May.— Exceeds  ...   in  beauty  as  the  first  oi  M.  doth  the  l;ist  of  Y)^c..M.  Ado. 

Love  whose  month  is  ever  71/.  spied  a  blossom  passing  fair L.  L.  L. 

As  full  of  spirit  as  the  month  of  M. 1  //•  IV. 

M^ymorn. — The  very  M.  of  his  youth,  ripe  for  exploits  and  mighty //.   V. 

Means. — There's  place  and  in.  for  every  man  alive AW s  W. 

I  would  my  vt.  were  greater  and  my  waist  slcm'erer 2  H.  IV. 

When  the  vt.  are  gone  that  buy  this  praise,  the  breath  is  gone Tim.  A. 

Meanborn. — Let  pale-faced  fear  keep  with  the  ;;/.  man 2  H.  VI. 

Meaning. — He  hath  some  w.  in  his  mad  attire Tain.Sh. 

Not  the  first  who,  with  best  vt.,  have  incurred  the  worst A".  L. 

Measure. — Sowed  cockle,  reaped  no  corn  ;  justice  .  .  .  whirls  in  equal  fn..L.  L.  L. 

Are  all  thy  conquests,  glories  .  .  .  shrunk  to  this  little  vt.  ? y.  C. 

Meat. — Upon  what  w.  does  this  our  Caesar  feed,  that  he  is  grown  so  great  ?..y.  C. 
Mechanical. — A  crew  of .  .  .  rude  vt.s,  that  work  for  bread M.  N.  D. 

Being  ;;/.,  you  ought  not  to  walk  upon  a  laboring  day y.  C. 

Medicines. — Let  us  make  m.  of  our  great  revenge,  to  cure  this  .  .  .  grief...  A/^i:. 

Meet. — When  shall  we  three  vt.  again — in  thunder,  lightning,  or  .  .  .  ? Mac. 

Melancholy. — I  can  suck  in.  out  of  a  song,  as  a  weasel  sucks  eggs...^.  V.  L. 

You  are  a  vt.  fellow.     I  am  ...  I  do  love  it  better  than  laughing A.   Y.  L. 

With  a  green  and  yellow  m.,  she  sat  like  patience Tuk  N. 

Melody. — Lulled  with  sound  of  sweetest  vt 2  H.  IV. 

The  birds  chant  vt.  on  every  bush Ttt.  An. 

Melt.— O,  that  this  too,  too  solid  flesh  would  ;;/.,  thaw  and  resolve Ham. 
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Melting. — One  whose  .  .  .  eyes,  albeit  unused  to  the  ;«.  mood,  drop  tears. .0th. 
Memory. — Cancelling  your  fame,  blotting  your  names  from  books  of  ;«..2  //.  y/. 

That  ;«.,  the  warder  of  the  brain,  shall  be  a  fume Mac. 

Pluck  from  the  ne.  a  rooted  sorrow,  raze  out  the Mac. 

There's  hope  a  great  man's  ;«.  may  outlive  his  life  half  a  year Hutn. 

Men. — What  great  in.  have  been  in  love? — Hercules,  master — Most L.  L.  L. 

The  souls  of  animals  infuse  themselves  into  the  trunks  of  vi Mer.  V. 

]\I.  have  died  from  time  to  time  and  worms  have  eaten  them A.  Y.   L. 

When  fortune  means  to  vi.  most  good,  she  looks  .  .  .  with  a  threatening.. /T.  y. 

Should  dying  vt.  flatter  . .  .  those  that  live  ?  No,  no,  vt.  living  flatter  those../>^.  //. 

Wise  in.  ne'er  sit  and  wail  their  woes,  but  presently  prevent A'.  //. 

O  give  me  the  spare  vi.,  and  spare  me  the  great  ones 2  //.  IV. 

Lord,  Lord,  how  subject  we  old  in.  are  to  this  vice  of  lying 2  //.  IV. 

He  hath  heard  that  ni.  of  few  words  are  the  best  in H.  V. 

Grace  of  mortal  ni.,  which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of  God R.  III. 

0  that  we  women  had  in.' 5  privilege  of  speaking  first TV.  6^  Cr. 

M.  like  butterflies  show  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  the  summer...  Tr.  &'  Cr. 

"^Ihere's  daggers  in  vt.'  s  smiles  ;  the  near  in  blood,  the  nearer  bloody Mac. 

We  are  in.,  my  liege.     Ay,  in  the  catalogue  ye  go  for  in Mac. 

M.  must  endure  their  going  hence,  even  as  their  coming  hither K  L. 

Know  thou  this  that  in.  arc  as  the  time  is K.  L. 

Mend  your  speech  a  little,  lest  it  may  mar  your  fortunes K.  L. 

Merciful. — I  that  am  cruel  am  yet  vi.  :   I  would  not  have  thee  linger  '\x\...Oth. 

Mercury. — Be  M.,  set  feathers  to  thy  heels,  and  fly  like  thought K.  J. 

Mercy. — Not  the  .  .  .  become  them  with  one-half  so  good  agrace  as  in. .M.  for  M. 

The  quality  oiiit.  is  not  strained,  it  droppeth  as  the  gentle  dew Mer.  V. 

But  in.  is  above  this  sceptred  sway  :  it  is  enthroned  in  the Mer.  V. 

Earthly  power  doih  then  show  likest  God's,  when  in.  seasons  justice..yi7^r.  V. 

Sweet  ;//.  is  nobility's  true  badge Tit.  A. 

Merit. — The  .  .  .  spurns  that  patient  in.  of  the  unworthy  takes Ham. 

Merrier. — A  in.  man,  within  the  limits  of  becoming  mirth,  I  never L.  L.  L. 

Merriment. — Flashes  of  7«.  that  were  woiU  to  set  the  table  on  a  roar Ham. 

Merry. — A  in.  heart  goes  all  the  day,  yOur  sad  tires  in  a  mile — a VV.  Tale. 

'Tis  ;//.  in  hall,  when  beards  wag  all ;  and  welcome  ;//.  Shrovetide....2  H.  IV. 
Message  — Sometimes  from  her  eyes  I  did  receive  fair  speechless  in. s... Mer.  V. 
Metal. — Not  till  God  make  men  of  some  other  in.  than  earth M.  Ado. 

Here's  m.  more  attractive Ham, 

Method. — Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there's  in.  in  't Ham. 

Mew. — Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may,  the  cat  will  in.,  the  dog.. ..Ham. 

Mewling. — At  first  the  infant,  m.  and  puking  in  the  nurse's  arms A.  Y.  L. 

Midnight. — The  iron  tongue  oi  m.  hath  told  twelve  :  Lovers  to  bed....i1/.  A''.  D. 

To  go  to  bed  after  in.  is  to  go  to  bed  betimes Tw.  N. 

Midwife. — The  fairies  w/.,  and  she  comes  in  shape  no  bigger  than  an../i.  &r'  y. 

Mightiest. — 'Tis  in.  in  the?«.  .•  it  becomes  the  throned  monarch Mer.  V. 

Mighty. — Model  to  thy  inward  greatness,  like  litt  e  body  with  a  in.  heart..//".  V. 

'Tis  best  to  weigh  the  enemy  more  in.  than  he  seems H.  V. 

Mild. — More  in.,  but  yet  more  harmful,  kind  in  hatred R.  III. 

Milk. — They'll  take  suggestions,  as  a  cat  laps  in Tem. 

For  moving  such  a  dish  of  skim  in.,  with  so  honorable  an  action i  H.  IV. 

There's  no  more  mercy  in  him  than  there  is  m.  in  a  male  tiger Cor. 

Miller. — More  water  glideth  by  the  mill,  than  wots  the  m.  of Tit.  An. 

Milliner. — He  was  perfumed  like  a  in i  H.  IV. 

Mind. — He  grows  kind.     I  like  not  fair  terms  and  a  villain's  /;/ Mer.  V. 

A  gol  len  m.  stoops  not  to  show  of  dross Mer.  V. 

Not  sick,  my  lord,  unless  it  be  in  in.  ;  nor  well,  unless  in  in Mer.  V. 

'Tis  ...  a  base  .  .  .  in.,  that  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  soar...2  H.  VI. 

Fearless  m.s  climb  soonest  unto  crowns 3  //.  VI. 

Suspicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  m.  :    The  thief  doth  fear 3  H.  VI. 

Since  . . .  heavens  have  shaped  my  body  so,  let  hell  make  my  in.  crooked..3  H.  VI. 

1  have  a  man's  in.,  but  a  woman's  might y.  C. 

Art  thou  but  a  dagger  of  the  in.,  a  false  creation  ? Mac. 

Balm  of  hurt  m.s  .   .  .  chief  nourisher  in  life's  feast Mac. 

Than  on  the  torture  of  the  m.  to  lie  in  restless  ecstasy Mac. 

We  bring  forth  weeds,  when  our  quick  m.s  lie  still A.  dr"  C. 

Minister. — Canst  thou  not  in.  to  a  mind  diseased,  pluck  from  the  memory  ...Mac . 

Therein  the  patient  must  m.  to  himself:    Throw  physic Mac. 

Minutes. — I'll  put  a  girdle  round  about  the  earth  in  forty  m M.  N.  D. 

Miracles. — It  must  be  so,  for  in.  have  ceased H.  V. 

Mirror. — Buckingham,  the  m.  of  all  courtesy H.  VIII. 

To  hold,  as  't  were,  the  in.  up  to  nature Ham. 

Mirth. — Very  tragical  m.  .  .  .  Merry  and  tragical  I  tedious  and  brief.. y1/.  N.  D. 
Miscreant. — .A.  traitor  and  a  m.,  too  good  to  be  so,  and  too  bad  to  live.../?.  //. 
Miserable. — The  in.  have  no  other  medicine,  but  only  hope M.  for  M. 

But  m.  most,  to  live  unloved M.  N.  D. 

Miseries. — All  the  voyage  of  their  life  is  bound  in  shallows  and  in  m y.  C. 

Misery. — Kings  .  .  .  must  die,  for  that's  the  end  of  human  ni i  H.  VI. 

Engirt  with  in  ,  for  what's  more  miserable  than  discontent? 2  H  VI. 

MiSLiKE. — 'Tis  not  my  speeches  that  you  do  m.,  but  'tis  my  presence. ..2  //.  VI. 
Mis-shapen. — A  foul  m.  .  .  ,  marked  by  the  destinies  to  be  avoided 3  H.  VI. 

M  chuos  of  well-seeming  forms  ! •* .^.,  ^  y. 
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Mistress. — Opinion  a  sovereign  vi.  of  eiTects,  throws  a 0th. 

Mock. — Like  ihe  forfeits  in  a  baiber'.s  shop,  as  nuicli  in  m.  as  mark...^!/. y^r  AI. 

A  better  death  than  die  with  rn.s,  which  is  bad  as  die  with  tickUng...yi/.  At^o. 

I'll  trust,  by  leisure,  him  that  tu.s  me  once 7>V.  Ah. 

Mockery. — Out  of  fashion  like  a  rusty  mail  in  monumental  m 'Jr.  &'  Cr. 

Hence,  horrible  shadow  !     Unreal  ;//.,  hence  ! Mdc. 

Model. — 'I'hnt  small  ;«.  of .  .  .  earth  which  serves  as  cover  to  our  bones. .^.  //. 

Like  one  that  draws  a  in.  of  a  house,  btyond  his  power  to  build 2  H.  IV. 

Modesty. — Have  you  no  m.,  no  maiden  sliame,  no  touch  of  .  .  .  ? M.  N.  D. 

In  pure  and  vestal  in.,  still  blush  as  thinking  her  own  kisses  sin A',  df  y. 

Mole — Tread  sofily,  that  the  blind  m.  may  not  hear  a  foot-fall I'ein. 

Molehill. — As  if  Olympus  to  a  ;;/.  should  in  supplication  nod Cor. 

Monarch. — It  becomes  the  throned  in.  better  than  his  crown Mer.   V. 

Money  is  a  good  soldier  and  will  on M.  IV.  IV. 

Called  me  dog;  and  for  these  courtesies  I  lend  you  .  .  .  in.s Jl/er.  V. 

1'ell  me  not  of  niercy  ;  this  is  the  fool  that  lent  out  m.  gratis Afcr.   V. 

Nothing  comes  amiss,  so  in.  comes  withal 'Jam.  Sh. 

I  say,  put  in.  in  thy  purse Oih. 

Monmouth. — A  river  in  Macedon;  and  there  is  ...  a  river  at  il/. //.  V. 

Monstrous. — 111  speak  in  a  m.  little  voice M.  N.  D. 

M(;.NUMKNT. — Like  a  taper  in  some  /;/.  doth  shine  upon  the  dead Jit.  An. 

Mood. — He  must  observe  their  in.  on  whom  he  jests... Tiv.  N. 

In  ihat  in.  the  dove  will  peck  the  estridge A.  ir"  C. 

Moody. — Give  me  some  music;  music  in.  food  of  us  that  trade  in  love.^^.  tSr*  C. 
MooN.^ — Flying  between  the  cold  in.  and  the  earth,  Cupid  all  armed.. .71/.  N.  D. 

Qu  nched  in  the  chaste  beams  of  the  watery  in AT.  A''.  J). 

And  the  in.  changes  even  with  your  mind 'Jam.  S/t. 

Arise,  fair  sun,  and  kill  the  envious  ;/;.  .  .  .  already  sick  and  pale J^.  &■  y. 

Yonder  blessed  in.  .  .  .  that  tips  with  silver  all  these  .  .  .  tree-tops R.  ^  y. 

The  111.' s  a  .  .  .  thief,  and  her  pale  tire  she  snatches  from  the  sun 'J^tnt.  A. 

MooNiSH. — Being  ...  a  ;//.  youth  ...  be  effeminate,  chanjeabl.: A.  Y.  L. 

Moonlight. — How  sweet  the  ;;/.  sljeps  upon  this  bank! Mer.  V. 

Moke. — The  ;;/.  I  give  to  thee,  the  in.  I  have A',  e^  y. 

Morn. — Each  new  in.,  new  widows  howl,  new  orphans  cry Mac. 

The  in.  in  russet  mantle  cl;;d,  walks  o'er  tlie  dew  of Ham. 

Morning. — Yon  grey  is  not  the  m.' s  eye,  'tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of A',  ir"  y. 

Mortality. — We  cannot  hold  in.' s  strong  h.^nd K.  y. 

Mother. — By  my  in.' s  son,  and  that's  myself,  it  shall  be  .  .  .  what  I.  'J'ain.  Sk. 

All  my  in   came  into  my  eyes,  and  gave  me  up  to  tears //.   V. 

Motion. — This  sensible,  warm  in.  to  become  a  kneaded  clod M./jr  M. 

I'here  is  no  in.  that  tends  to  vice  in  m.m  but  ...  is  the  woman's  part....  Cy>//. 

Motley. — O  noble  fool  1    A  worthy  fool !    M.' s  the  only  wear A.  Y.  /-. 

Mountain. — Gross  as  a  tn.,  open,  palpable i  //.  IV. 

Curse  away  a  winter's  night  though  standing  naked  on  a  in.  top 2  //.  VI. 

Mourn. — The  tiger  will  be  mild  whiles  she  doth  ;;/ -5  H    VI. 

Mourned. — A  beast  that  wants  discourse  of  reason,  would  have  in.  longer. Ham. 

MousH. — Playing  the  in.,  in  absence  of  the  cat //.  V. 

Mouth. — The  whilst  his  iron  did  .  .  .  cool,  with  open  in.  swallowing  a....  A',  y. 

If  you  m.  it,  as  many  .  .  .  players  do.  I  had  as  lief  the  town-crier Ham. 

Much. — Whereof  a  little  more  than  a  little  is  by  in.  loo  in i  H.  IV. 

Something  too  ;;;.  of  this Hutn. 

Murder. — Truth  will  come  to  light;  in.  cannot  be  hid Mer.  V. 

Macbeth  does  in.  sleep Mac. 

1'hey  rise  again,  with  twenty  mort..l  ins  on  their  crowns Mac. 

M.  most  foul  as  in  tlie  best  it  is,  Ijut  this  most  foul,  strange  and Ham. 

It  hath  the  primal  eldest  curse  upon  it,  a  brother's  in Ham. 

Music.  —  I  am  never  merry  when  I  licar  sweet  in Mer.  V. 

The  man  th:.t  hath  no  in.  in  himself^  nor  is  not  moved  with  concord. .>/i^r.   V. 

Nought  so  stockish  hard  .  .  .  but  in.  .  .  .  doth  change  his  nature Mer.   V. 

\{  in    be  the  food  of  love,  play  on  ;  give  me  exciss  of  it Iiv   N. 

In  sweet  ;//.  is  such  art,  killing  care  and  grief  of  heart H.   VIII. 

MusiNtiS.  —  Drew  sleep  out  of  mine  eyes,  in.  into  my  mind Per. 

Mutiny. — That  should  move  the  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  in y.  C. 
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Nail. — As  one  «.  by  strength  drives  out  another T.  G.  V. 

When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall,  and  Dick  the  shepherd  blows  his  n  ..L.  L.  L. 

One  fire  drives  out  one  fire;  one  n.,  one  n.  ;  iii^hts  by  rights  falter Cor. 

Naked. — He  but  «.,  though  locked  tip  in  steel,  whose  conscience 2  H.   VI. 

He  would  not,  m  mine  age,  have  left  me  n.  to  mine  enemies //.   VIII. 

Name. — The  honor  of  a  maid  is  her  n All' s  iV. 

None  else  of  k.  and  noble  estimate A'.  II. 

So  .  .  .  feared,  that  with  his  n.  mothers  still  their  babes i  H.   VI. 

That  which  we  call  a  rose,  by  any  other  n.  would  smell  as  sweet R.  ^^  y. 

;Good  n.  in  man  or  woman  ...  is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls Oth. 

Native. — Though  I  am  it.  here  and  to  the  manner  born Ham. 


94 


6 

2?7 

.S 

.SO 

s 

^08 

2 

361 

4 

34 

4 

328 

8 

27 

8 

223 

8 

99 

NAT NUR  423 

Nativity. — At  my  n.  the  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  shapes i  //.  /K 

Nati'kal. — He  doth  it  with  a  better  grace,  but  I  do  it  more  « '/hv.  N. 

Nature  never  lends  the  smallest  scrupL  of  her  excellence M  for  M. 

I'o  be  well  favored  .  .  .  but  to  write  and  read  comes  by  n M.  Ado. 

Frank  «.,  rather  curious  than  in  haste,  hath  well  composed  thee All's  W. 

In  n.  there's  no  blemish  but  the  mind Tw.  N. 

At  thy  birth  «.  and  fortune  joined  to  make  thee  great K.  % 

Diseased  n.  oftentimes  breaks  forth  in  strange  eruptions i  //.  /K 

Disguise  fair  «.  with  hard-favored  rage //.  V. 

These  moral  laws  oi  n.  and  of  nations  speak  aloud Jr.  ct^  Cr. 

On  J  touch  of  «.  makes  the  whole  world  kin TV.  ^  Cr. 

The  earth  that's  n.'s  mother  is  her  tomb R.  cr'  y. 

That  A'^.  miglit  stand  up,  and  say  to  all  the  world,  '  This  was  a  man'....  y.  C. 

Now  o'er  the  one-half  world,  n.  seems  dtad Afac. 

This  special  observance,  that  you  outstep  not  the  modesty  of  « Ham. 

For  use  almost  can  change  the  stamp  of  «  Ham. 

Thou,  «.,  art  my  goddess  ;   to  thy  laws  my  services  are  bound K.  L. 

You  are  old,  n.  in  you  stands  on  the  very  verge  of  her  confine K.  L,. 

Allow  not  n.  more  than  n.  needs,  man's  life's  as  cheap  as  beast's K.  L. 

N.  wants  stuff  to  vie  strange  forms  with  fancy A.  &"  C. 

How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  sparks  of  «. .' Cym. 

NAviCfATiON. — 1  hough  the  yesty  waves  confound  and  swallow  n.  up A/ac. 

Necessities. — Are  these  things  then  n.  ?  let  us  meet  them  like  n 2  H.  IV. 

Necessity. — To  make  a  virtue  of  «.,  aiid  live  as  we  do T.  G.  V. 

There  is  virtue  like  n R.  //. 

Nature  must  obey  « y.  C. 

Nectar. — Love's  ihrice  rcpured  n Tr.  S"  Cr. 

Need. — Make  friends  with  speed,  never  so  few  and  never  yet  more  n....2  H.  IV. 
Needles. — Have  with  our  «.  created  both  one  flower I^.  N.  D. 

Gentlewomen  that  live  honestly  by  the  prick  of  their  n H.  V. 

Neeze  and  swear  a  merrier  hour  was  never  wasted  there M.  N.  D. 

Negligent. — Cekrity  is  never  more  admired  than  bj'  the  n A.  6^  C. 

Neighing. — Farewell  the  n.  steed,  and  the  shrill  trump,  the  spirit  stirring.  C?//;. 

Nee'ti_'ne. — Your  isle  which  stands  as  iV.'j  park Cy?>z. 

Nerves. — Take  any  shape  but  that  and  my  firm  n.  shall  never  tremble Afac. 

Nettle. — The  strawberry  grows  underneath  the  n H.  V. 

Never. — The  hopeless  word  of  '  n.  to  return'  breathe  I  against  thee R.  II. 

News. — The  first  bringer  of  unwelcome  n.  hath  but  a  losing  office 2  H.  IV. 

Though  it  be  honest,  it  is  never  good  to  biing  bad  n A.  &'  C. 

Nice. — It  is  not  meet  that  every  n.  olTence  should  bear  his  comment y.  C. 

Night. — Brief  as  the  lightning  in  the  collied  n M.  N.  D. 

It  is  not  fi.  when  I  do  see  your  face,  therefore M.  N.  D. 

0  weary  «.,  O  long  and  tedious  n.,  abate  thy  hours  ! AI.  N.  D. 

In  the  «.,  imagining  .   .   .,  how  easy  is  a  bush  supposed  a  bear! AI.  N.  D. 

In  such  a  n.  stood  Dido  with  a  willow  in  her  hand Aler.  V. 

This  «.,  melhinks,  is  but  the  daylight  sick Aler.  V. 

In  winter's  tedious  n.s,  sit  by  the  fire  with  good  old  folks R.  II. 

N.  is  fled  whose  pitchy  mantle  over  veiled  the  earth i  H.  VI. 

1  he  dragon  wing  of  n.  o'erspreads  the  earth Tr.  &^  Cr. 

Come  civil  n  ,  thou  sober  suited  matron,  all  in  black R.  (^  y . 

N.'s  candles  are  burned  out,  and  jocund  day  stands  tiptoe R.  &"  y. 

Come  seeling  «.,  scarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day Mac. 

The  n.  is  long  that  never  finds  the  day Alac. 

Nightingale  — I  will  roar  you  an'  'twere  any  « M.  N.  D. 

Except  I  be  by  Silvia  in  the  night,  there  is  no  music  in  the  n ^.  T.  G.  V. 

Nimbly. — The  air  n.  and  sweetly  recommends  itself  unto  our  .  .  .  senses. .Mac. 

Niobe  — She  followed  my  poor  father's  body,  like  N.,  all  tears Ham. 

Nipping. — The  air  bites  shrewdly  .   .   . — It  is  a  «.  and  an  eager  air Havt. 

Noble. — O  what  a  n.  mind  is  here  o'erihrown  ! Ham. 

Nobleman. — I'll  purge,  .  .   .  and  live  cleanly  as  a  «.  should  do i  H.  IV. 

If  I  blush,  it  is  10  see  a  n.  want  manners H.   VIII. 

Nobler. — Whether  'tis  «.  in  the  mind  to  suffer  the  slings Ham. 

Noblest. — This  was  the  n.  Roman  of  them  all y.  C. 

Noiseless. — The  inaudible  and  «.  foot  of  time,  steals  ere '..All's  IV. 

North. — You  are  now  sailed  into  the  «.  of  my  lady's  opinion T-iv.  N. 

Nose. — Sometimes  she  gallops  o'er  a  courtier's  «.,  and  then  he  dreams..^?.  &^  y. 

Tickling  a  parson's  n.  as  a'  lies  asleep,  then  dreams  he  of  another R.  &>  y. 

Nostril. — Now  set  the  teeth  and  stretch  the  «.  wide,  hold  hard  the  breath..//.  V. 
Note. — Hammers  closing  rivets  up  give  dreadful  n.  of  preparation H.  V. 

Take  «.,  take  «.,  O  woild  !     To  be  direct  and  honest  is  not  safe Oth. 

Nothing. — Is  whispering  n.  ?  Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek?  Is  meeting... /K  Tale 

We  are  on  earth  where  n.  lives  but  crf)sses,  cares,  and  griefs R.  II. 

He  was  a  kind  of  «. ,  titleless,  till  he  had  forged  himself  a  name Cor. 

Noun. — That  .  .  .  talk  of  a  n.  and  verb,  and  such  abominable  words. .2  //.  VI. 
Numbers. — This  is  the  third  time,  I  hope  good  luck  lies  in  odd  n M.  W.  IV. 

There  is  divinity  in  odd  «.,  .   .   .  in  nativit]^',  chance,  or  death M.  VV.   IV. 

Numbered  —  The  sands  are  n.  that  make  up  my  life  ;  here  must  I  stay. 3  //.  VI. 
Nursh. — Time  is  the  «.  and  breeder  of  all  good 7".  G.  V. 

Melancholy  is  the  n.  of  frenzy Tam.  Sit. 

Your  prattling  «.   .   ,  .  lets  her  baby  cry,  while  she  chats  him Cor. 

Nurture. — A  devil  .  .  .  on  whose  nature  «.  can  never  stick 'I'er/i. 
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Oak. — With  thy  .  .  ,  bolt  split'st  the  unwedgeable  and  gnarled  o M.  for  M. 

Many  strokes,  though  with  a  little  axe  hew  down  ,   .  .  the  .   .  .  o 3  H.  VI. 

Oars. — To  see  the  fish  cut  with  their  golden  o.  the  silver  stream M.  Ado. 

Oaths. — Stuffed  with  protestations,  full  of  new-found  <? T.  G.  V. 

Swearing  till  my  very  roof  was  dry  with  o.  of  love Mer.  V. 

'Tis  not  the  many  o.  that  make  the  truth,  but  the  plain  single  \ovf ...All's  IV. 

For  o.  are  straws,  men's  faiths  are  wafer-cakes,  and  holdfast H.  V. 

Obey. — Let  them  o.  that  know  not  how  to  rule 2  H.  VI. 

Oblivion. — In  the  swallowmg  gulf  of  blind  forgetfulncss  and  dark  o R.  III. 

Time  hath  ...  a  wallet  at  his  back  wherein  he  puts  aims  {ox o Tr.  St'  Cr. 

Oblivious. — With  some  sweet  o.  antidote  cleanse  the  stuffed  bosom Mac. 

Observed, — The  o.  of  all  observers Hatn. 

OusTKUCTiON. — To  die  and  go  we  know  not  where ;  to  lie  in  cold  0...M.  for  M. 
Occasion. — O,  that  woman  that  cannot  make  her  fault  her  husband's  o..A  Y.  L. 

A  slippery  and  subtle  knave,  a  finder  of  o.s Olh. 

Ocean. — All  the  water  in  the  o.  can  never  turn  the  swan's  black  legs Tz'l.  An. 

His  legs  bestrid  the  o.,  his  reared  arm  crested  the  world A.  iSr"  C. 

Odds. — But  Hercules  himself  must  yield  to  o 3  H.  VI. 

Odor. — That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets,  stealing  and  giving  o T7v.  N. 

Odoriferoits. — O  amiable,  lovely  death  !  Thou  o.  stench,  sound  rottenness..A'.  y. 
Offence. — O,  my  o.  is  rank,  ...  it  hath  the  primal,  eldest  curse  upon  't..Hatn. 
Offends. — \io.  me  to  the  soul,  to  hear  a  robustious,  periwig-patcd  feIlow..//(tw. 

Offended. — If  any,  speak;  for  him  have  I  o. — I  pause  for  a  reply y.  C. 

Offer. — To  o.  up  an  innocent  lamb  to  appease  an  angry  God  Jlfac. 

Office. — Friendship  is  constant  .   .  .,  save  in  the  o.  and  affairs  oHovc.M.  Ado. 

To  sell  and  mart  your  o.s  for  gold   to  undeservers y  C. 

So  clear  in  his  great  o.,  that  his  virtues  will  plead  .  .  .  truinpet-tongued...VI/<^tc. 

Officer. — The  thief  doth  fear  each  bush  and  o 3  //.  VI. 

Old. — Not  yet  o.  enough  for  a  man,  nor  young  enough  for  a  boy Tiu.  N. 

If  to  be  o.  and  merry  be  a  sin,  then  many  an  o.  host  ...  is  damned... i  H.  IV. 

They  say  an  o.  man  is  twice  a  child Hani. 

O.  fools  are  babes  again  ;  and  must  be  used  with  checks  as  flatteries K.  L. 

Olympus. — As  if  O.  to  a  molehill  should  in  supplication  nod Cor. 

One  cried  '  God  bless  us  ! '     And  'Amen,'  the  other Mac. 

There's  o.  did  laugh  in's  sleep,  and  o.  cried  '  Murder' Mac. 

This  only  child;  but  now  I  see  this  o.  is  o.  too  much R.  &>  y. 

O.  pain  is  lessened  by  another's  anguish R.  is'  y. 

O.  sin,  I  know,  another  doth  provoke Per. 

O.  sorrow  never  comes  but  brings  an  heir Per. 

Ope. — And  winking  May-buds  begin  to  o.  their  golden  eyes Cyin. 

Opens. — The  poor  souls  for  whom  this  hungry  war  o.  his  vasty  jaws H.  V. 

Opinion. — If  I  .   .   .  for  my  o.  bleed,  o.  shall  be  surgeon  to  my  hurt 1  //.  VI. 

A  plague  of  ^.  .'  a  man  may  wear  it  on  both  sides  like  a  .  .  .  jerkin..  Tr.  <S^  Cr. 
Opposite. — That  have  the  office  o.  to  St.  Peter  and  keep  the  gate  of  hell  \..Oth. 

Oracle. — As  who  should  say,  I  am  Sir  O.,  and  when  I  ope  my  lips Mer.  V. 

Orator. — I  am  no  o.  as  Brutus  is,  but  as  you  know  me  all,  a  .  ,  .  man y.  C. 

Order. — You  must  confine  yourself  within  the  modest  limits  of  o Try.  IV. 

Ordnance. — Have  I  not  heard  greats,  in  the  field? Tarn.  Sh. 

Ornament. — The  world  is  still  deceived  with  o Mer.  V. 

Approve  it  with  a  text,  hiding  the  grossness  with  fair  o Mer.  V. 

Orpheus'  lute  was  strung  with  poets'  sinews T.  G.  V. 

Ostrich. — Make  thee  eat  iron  like  an  o.,  and  swallow  my  sword 2  H.  VI. 

Ounce. — My  sweet  o.  of  flesh  !  my  incony  Jew  ! L.  L.  L. 

Outlives. — He  that  o.  this  day  and  comes  safe  home,  will  stand  a  tiptoe..//.  V. 
Outward. — No  vice  but  assumes  some  mark  of  virtue,  on  his  o.  pa.ns.. Afer.  V. 

Between  titles  and  low  names,  .  .   .  nothing  differs  but  the  o.  fame R.  III. 

Owl. — The  o.  shrieked  at  thy  birth, — an  evil  sign 3  //.   VI. 

It  was  the  o.  that  shrieked,  the  fatal  bellman,  which  gives Alac, 

They  say  the  o.  was  a  baker's  daughter Ham. 

Oyster. — The  world's  my  o.,  which  I  with  sword  will  open M.  W.  W. 

Canst  tell  how  an  o.  makes  his  shell? — No. — Nor  I  neither K.  L. 
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Pace. — To  climb  steep  hills,  requires  slow  /.  at  first H.  VIII. 

To-morrow,  and  to-morrow  creeps  in  this/,  from  day  to  day Mac. 

Pageant. — Like  this  insubstantial  /.  faded,  leave  not  a  rack  behind 7'etn. 

Paid. — He  is  well/),  that  is  well  satisfied Mer.  V. 

Pain. — They  breathe  truth,  that  breathe  their  words  '\\\  p R.  II. 

Paint. — Cuckoo-buds  of  yellow  hue  do  p.  the  meadows  with  delight.../..  L.  L. 

Let  her/,  an  inch  thick,  to  this  favor  she  must  come Hatn. 

Painting. — This  is  the  very/,  of  your  fear Mac. 
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Pair. — So  turtles/,  that  never  mean  to  part JV.  Tale. 

Palace. — The  cloud-capped  towers,  the  gorgeous /.j,  the  solemn  temples..  7>;«. 

0  that  deceit  should  dwell  in  such  a  gorgeous/). .' R.  &•  y. 

Palu. — I  am  f>.  at  mine  heart  to  see  thy  eyes  so  red M./or  M. 

Paleness. — Thy/,  moves  me  more  than  eloquence Mer.  V. 

Pall. — Come,  thick  night,  and/,  thee  in  the  dunnest  smoke  of  hell Mac. 

Our  indiscretions  sometimes  serve  us  well,  when  our  deep  plots  do/ Ham. 

Pangs. — The/,  of  despised  love,  the  law's  delay,  the  insolence  of  ofUcc.Haut. 

Pansies. —  There  is/.,  that's  for  thoughts Ham. 

Pa.ntaloon. — The  sixth  age  shifts  into  the  lean  and  slippered/ A.  Y.  L. 

Paradise. — The  spirit  of  a  fiend  in  such  sweet/,  of  moral  flesh A'.  &r>  y. 

Pakcel-gilt. —  Thou  didst  swear  to  me  upon  the/,  goblet 2  //.  IV. 

Pardon. — I/,  him  as  God  shall/,  me R.  II. 

Pakmaceti. — The  sovereign'st  thing  on  earth  was/,  for  an  inward  bruise.  1  H.  IV. 
Pakt. — A  stage  where  every  man  must  play  a/.,  and  mine  a  sad  ow^. ..Aler.  V. 

One  man  in  his  time  plays  many/.j,  his  acts  being  seven  ages A.   Y.  L. 

Marry,  the  immortal/,  needs  a  physician 2  H.  IV. 

Gave  his  honors  to  the  world  again,  his  blessed/,  to  heaven H.  VIII. 

Like  a  dull  actor,  I  have  forgot  my/.,  and  I  am  out Cor. 

Parted. — Like  to  a  double-cherry,  seeming  /. ,  but  yet  a  union M.  N.  D. 

Particular. — 'Twere  all  one  that  I  should  love  a  bright/,  star All's  IV. 

Parting  is  such  sweet  sorrow,  that  I  shall  say  good-night  till  it  be R.  &>  y . 

Party. — Let  the  devil  take  one/,  and  his  dam  the  other M.  W.  W. 

Passage. — I'll  drink  to  her  so  long  as  there  is  a/,  in  my  throat Tiv.  N. 

That  thy.  ..  gates  of  heaven  may  ope,  and  give  sweet/,  to  my  . .  .  S0UI..3 //.  VI. 

Take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  soul,  when  he  is  fit  .  .  .  for  his/ Ham. 

Passeth. —  I  have  that  within  that/,  show Ham. 

Passing. — The  jury/,  on  the  prisoner's  life,  may  .  .  .  have  a  thief.....i'I/.  y<:>r  M. 
Passion. — His  words  do  from  such/,  fly,  that  he  believes  himself. Tw.  N. 

1  must  speak  in/.,  I  will  do  it  in  King   Cambyses'  vein i  H.  IV. 

In  the  very  torrent,  tempest,  and  .  .  .  whirlwind  of/ Ham. 

A  robustious,  periwig-pated  fellow  tear  a/,  to  tatters Hatn. 

Past  cure  is  .   .  ./.care L.  L.  L. 

They  say  miracles  are/ All' s  W. 

What's  gone  and  what's/,  help,  should  be/,  grief. W.  Tale. 

Nay,  that's/,  praying  for,  I  have  peppered  two  of  them i  H.  IV. 

Pasture. — Show  us  here  the  mettle  of  your  / H.  V. 

It  is  the/,  lards  the  rothers  sides,  the  want  that  makes  him  lean Tijn.  A, 

Patches  set  upon  a  little  breach  discredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault K.  y. 

A  king  of  shreds  and  / Ham. 

Patience. — She  sat  like/,  on  a  monument  smiling  at  grief. T7v.  N. 

Though  /.  be  a  tired  mare,  yet  she  will  plod H.  V. 

How  poor  they  are  that  have  not/.  .'  What  wound  did  ever  heal  but  .  . .  1..0th. 
Patient. — I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  lord,  but  not  so/ 2  //.  IV. 

He  brings  his  physic  after  his  p.' s  death H.  VIII. 

Pattern. — Thou  cunning'st/.  of  excelling  nature Oth. 

Paunches. — Fat/,  have  lean  pates L.  L.  L. 

Pays. — Base  is  the  slave  that  / //.  V. 

Paying. — I  do  not  like  that/,  back;  'tis  a  double  labor i  //.  IV. 

Peace. — In  war  was  never  lion  raged  more  fierce;  in/. was  never  gentle  lamb.../?.//. 

In/,  there's  nothing  so  becomes  a  man,  as  modest  stillness //.   V. 

All  the/,  you  make  ...  is  calling  both  parties  knaves Cor. 

This/,  is  nothing,  but  to  rust  iron,  increase  tailors  and  breed Cor. 

Pearl. — Of  his  bones  are  coral  made  ;  these  are/.j  that  were  his  eyes....  Teitt. 

Seek  some  dew-drops  .  ,  .  and  hang  a/,  in  every  cowslipf's  ear M.  N.  D. 

Dwells  like  a  miser  ...  in  a  poor  house  ;  as  your/,  m  a  foul  oyster..>i.  Y.  L. 
Pedlar. — He  is  wit's/.,  and  retails  his  wares  at  wakes  and  wassails. ..Z..  L.  L. 
Peep. — Nor  heaven/,  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark,  to  cry,  '  Hold  !  ' ...Mac. 

Peerless. — The  most/,  piece  of  earth  .  .   .  that  e'er  the  sun W.  Tale. 

Pen. — The  poet's/,  turns  them  to  shapes,  and  gives M.  N.  D. 

Penitence. — By/,  the  Eternal's  wrath's  appeased T.  G.  V. 

Penny. — There  shall  be  in  England  seven  half-penny  loaves  sold  for  a/..2  H.  VI. 

People. — There  have  been  many  .  .  .  that  flattered  the/.,  who  never Cor. 

Perdition  catch  my  soul  but  I  do  bve  thee Oth. 

Perfection. — 'Tis  the  witness  ...  to  put  a  strange  face  on  his  own /../I/.  Ado. 
Performance. — Strange  that  desire  should  so  many  years  outlive  p....-z  H.  IV. 

His  promises,  as  he  was  then,  mighty  ;  .  .  his/. j,  as  he  is  now,  nothing..//.  F7//. 

All  lovers  swear  more/,  than  they  are  able Tr.  St'  Cr. 

Peril. — There  lies  more/,  in  your  eye,  than  twenty  of  their  swords  ..R.  <£r».  y. 
Pernicious. — Let  this/,  hour  stand  aye  accursed  in  the  calendar Mac. 

May  his/,  soul  rot  half  a  grain  a  day  ! Oth. 

Perpend. — Learn  of  the  wise,  and  / A.  Y.  L. 

Person. — Thus  play  I  in  one/,  many  people R.  II. 

Since  every  Jack  became  a  gentleman,  there's  many  a  gentle/ R.  III. 

Peter. — And  if  his  name  be  Georee,  I'll  call  him  /'. K.  y. 

Philosophy. — Continue  your  resolve  to  suck  the  sweets  of  sweet/ Tam.  Sh. 

Adversity's  sweet  milk,/.. A'.  <5^  y. 

Hang  up/.,  unless/,  can  nuike  a  Juliet A',  d'^  y. 

Phrases. — Good/,  are  surely,  and  ever  were,  very  commendable 2  //.  IV. 

Physic. — The  labor  we  delight  in/.j  pain Mac. 
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Physic. — Throw/,  to  the  dogs  ;  I'll  none  of  it Mac. 

Picture. — Look  here  upon  this/.,  and  on  this,  the  counterfeit Hatn. 

Piece. — I  am  a  pretty />.  of  ilesh. — 'Ti.s  well  thou  art  not  fish R.  ^  y. 

Pardon  me,  thou  bleeding/,  of  earth,  that  I  am  .   .   .  gentle y.  C. 

Pied. — Daisies/.,  and  violets  blue,  and  lady-smocks  all  silver-white.../,.  L.  L. 

Pilgrimage. — How  brief  the  life  of  man  runs  his  erring/ A.  Y.  L. 

Pillows, — Infected  minds  to  their  deaf/,  will  discharge  their  secrets Mac. 

Pined. — She/,  in  thought,  and  with  a  green  and  yellow Tiv.  N. 

Piping. — I,  in  this  weak/,  time  of  peace,  have  no  delight R.  ///. 

Pitch. — I  think  they  that  touch/,  will  be  defiled M.  Ado. 

F.,  as  ancient  writers  do  report,  doth  defile i  H.  IV. 

The  word  is  '  F.  and  Pay  :  '  trust  none,  for  oaths  are  straws H.  V. 

Pitchers. — You  know/,  have  ears,  and  I  have  many  servants Tavi.  Sh. 

Pity. — Yet  sliow  some/. — I  show  it  most  of  all  when  I  show  ]\\sX\c&..M.Jor  M. 

Forget  to/,  him,  lest  thy/,  prove  a  serpent  that  will  sting R.  II. 

He  hath  a  tear  for/.,  and  a  hand  open  as  day 2  H.  IV. 

More/,  that  the  e;igle  should  be  mewed,  while  kites  and  buzzards R.  III. 

'Tis  true,  'tis/.,  and/,  'tis  'tis  true ...Hatit. 

Place. — In  the  world  I  fill  up  a/.,  which  may  be  better  supplied A.  Y.  L. 

A  falcon  towering  in  her  pride  of/.,  was Jllac. 

Plague. — Light  wenches  may  prove /.j  to  men  forsworn L.  L.  L. 

'Twas  pretty,  though  2.  p.,  to  see  him  every  hour All's  W. 

Plain. — As/,  as  is  the/,  bald  pate  of  father  Time Com.  E. 

There  are  no  tricks  in/,  and  simple  faith y.  C. 

Planet.  —  I  v/as  not  born  under  a  rhyming/.,  nor  I  cannot  woo  in M.  Ado. 

The  nights  are  wholesome  :  then  no  p.s  strike Hant. 

Planks. — Do  not  fig^it  by  sea  ;  trust  not  to  rotten  / A.  ^^  C. 

Plaster. — You  rub  the  sore,  when  you  should  brina  a/ Ten:, 

Play. — O,  I  could/,  the  woman  with  my  eyes,  and  braggart  with  my Mac. 

Player. — O,  there  be/..$-  that  I  have  seen  play,  aiid  heard  others  praise.. //a;«. 

Playing  on  pipes  of  corn,  and  versing  love  to  amorous  Phillida M.  N.  D. 

Pleasant. — Tins  castle  hath  ^ p.  seat,  the  air  nimbly  and  sweetly Mac. 

Pleases.— That  sport  best/,  that  doth  least  know  how L.  L.  L. 

Pleasing. — The/,  punishment  that  women  bear Com.  E. 

The  Devil  hath  power  to  assiune  a/,  shape Ilauz. 

Pleasure  and  action  make  the  hours  seem  short Oth. 

These  flowers  are  like  the/.j  of  the  world Cym. 

Plenty  and  peace  breeds  cowards:  hardness  ever  of  hardiness  is Cym. 

Plies. — He/,  her  hard,  and  much  rain  wears  the  marble 3  H.  VI. 

Pluck. — To/,  bright  honor  from  the  pale-faced  moon i  //.  IV. 

Plume. — What/,  of  feathers  is  he  that  indited  this  letter? L.  L.  L. 

Plummet. — I'll  seek  him  deeper  than  ever/,  sounded Ton. 

Deeper  than  did  ever/,  sound,  I'll  drown  my  book I'eiii. 

Poesy. — Much  is  the  force  of  heaven-bred  / T.  G.  V. 

Poetical. — I  would  the  gods  had  made  thee/ A    Y.  L. 

I  do  not  know  what  '/.'  is  :  is  it  honest  in  deed  and  word? A.  Y.  L. 

Poetry. — The  truest/,  is  the  most  feigning;  and  lovers  are A.  Y.  L. 

Point. — Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody/,  to/ K.  y. 

Poison. — Clamors  of  a  jealous  woman /.j  more  deadly  than Com.  E. 

They  love  not/,  that  do/,  need R.  II. 

In/,  there  is  physic 2  H.  IV. 

Policy. — Is  there  no  military/,  how  virgins  might  blow  up  men? All's  IV. 

Honor  and/,  like  unsevered  friends,  i'  the  war  do  grow  together C07: 

Politic. — I  have  been/,  with  my  friend,  smooth  with  my  enemy A.  Y.  L. 

Politician. — Like  a  scurvy/.,  seem  to  see  the  things  thou  dost  not K.  L. 

Pomp. — The  house  with  the  narrow  gate  .  .  .  too  little  for/,  to  &y\X.&x  ...AIT s  IV. 
Poor. — 'Tis  not  so  well  that  I  am/.,  though  many  of  the  rich  are All's  IV. 

He's />.  in  no  one  fault,  but  stored  with  all. — Especially Cor. 

Popinjay. — To  be  so  pestered  with  a/.;  out  of  my  grief  and 1  //.  IV. 

Porcupine. — Each  particular  hair  ,  .  .  like  quills  upon  the  fretful/ Ham. 

Possibilities. — Seven  hundred  pounds  and /.  is  goot  gifts M.  IV.  IV. 

Posteriors. — The/,  of  this  day,  which  the  .  .  .  multitude  call L.  L.  L. 

Pot. — I  would  give  all  my  fame  for  a/,  of  ale  and  safety //.  V. 

Potations. — To  forswear  thin/.,  and  to  addict  themselves  to  sack 2  //.  IV. 

Potatoes. — Let  the  sky  rain/.  ;  let  it  thunder  to  the  time  of  Green..iT/.  IV.  VV. 

Potions. — They  did  fight  .  .  .  constrained,  as  men  drink/ 2  H.  IV. 

Potter. — My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a/.'j  wheel i  H.   VI. 

Pottle-deep. — Hath  to-night  caroused  potations/ Oth. 

Poulcats. — There  are  fairer  things  than/,  sure M.  IV.  W. 

PouNCET-nox. — 'Twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumb  he  held  a/ i  H.  IV. 

Pound. — Let  the  forfeit  be  ...  an  equal/,  of  your  fair  flesh I\Ier.  V. 

Powers. — We  are  devils  to  ourselves,  when  we  .  .  .  tempt  .  .  .  our/.  Tr.  &'  Cr. 
Power  — The  abuse  of  greatness  is  when  it  disjoins  remorse  from/ y.  C. 

Laugh  to  scorn  the/,  of  man,  for  none  of  woman  born Mac. 

Practice. — This  disease  is  beyond  my/ Mac. 

pR.^CTiSK. — I  will  not/,  to  deceive;  yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean K.  y. 

Praise. — O,  flatter  me,  for  love  delights  in/.j T.  G.  V. 

Too  brown  for  a  fair/.,  and  too  little  for  a  great/ M.  Ado. 

I  will/,  any  man  that  will/,  me A.  <5r=  C. 

Prank. — They  do/,  them  in  authority,  against  all  .  .  .  sufferance Cor. 
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Prattle. — What  great  ones  do,  the  less  will/,  of. Tw.  N. 

Mere/,  without  practice  is  all  his  soldiership 0th. 

Prays. — My  heart/,  for  him,  though  my  tongue  do  curse Com.  E. 

Prayer. — We  do  pray  for  m^rcj' ;  and  that  .  .  . /.  doth  teach  us  all Alcr.  V. 

A  book  of/,  in  his  hand,  true  ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man /i.  III. 

Being  thus  fri^iite  1  swears  a/,  or  two,  and  sleeps  again R.  <5r»  y. 

Precious. — Wife  and  child,  those/,  motives,  those  strong  knots  of  love Mac. 

Precursors. — Jove's  lightnings,  the/,  o'  tiie  dreadful  thunder-claps Tent. 

Predestin.me. — Shall  e.-icapj  a/,  scratched  face M.  Ado. 

Pkefer.\ient  goes  by  letter  and  affection,  and  not  by  old  gradation 0th. 

Presages. — If  .  .  .  /.  be  not  vain,  we  three  here  part,  tiiat  ne'er  shall R   II. 

Prescription. — Then  have  we  a/,  to  die  when  death  is  our  physician 0th. 

Presence. — 'Tis  not  my  speeches  that  you  do  misllke,  but  'tis  my/. ...2  //.  VI. 

Present. — Past  and  to  come  seems  best;  things/.,  worst 2  H.  IV. 

Press  not  a  falling  man  too  far !  'tis  virtue H.  VIII. 

Pretty. — Sweet  invocation  of  a  child — most/,  and  pathetical ! L.  L.  L. 

Priam's. — Drew  P.  curtain  at  the  dead  of  night 2  H.  IV. 

Prick. — If  you/,  us  do  we  not  bleed,  if  you  tickle  us  do  we  not Mer.  V. 

I  wdl  not  swear  these  are  my  hands  :  let's  see,  I  fee!  this  pin/ A'.  L. 

Pricking. — By  the/,  of  my  thumbs,  something  wicked  this  way  zom^%....Ma.c. 
Pride. — Fly/.,  says  the  peacock Com.  E. 

P.  must  have  a  fdl R.  II. 

'Tis/).  th.xt  pulls  the  country  down,  then  t.ike  thine  auld  cloak 0th. 

Priest. — A  f>.  that  lacks  Latin,  and  a  rich  man  that  hath  not  the  gout. /I.  Y.  L. 
Prime. — Cropped  the  golden/,  of  this  sweet  prince A'.  ///. 

The/,  of  manhood,  daring,  bold,  and  venturous R.  III. 

Primroses. — Pale/,  that  die  unmarried W.   Tale. 

Prince. — But  as  thou  art  a/.,  I  fear  thee  as  1  fear  the  roaring  of  the... i  H.  IV. 

Pkiso.V. — Now  my  soul's  palace  is  become  a/ 3  H.  VI. 

Prison-house. — 13ut  that  I  am  forbid  to  tell  the  secrets  of  my/ Ham. 

Privilege. — Impatience  hath  this/. — 'Tis  true,  to  hurt  his  master A',  y. 

Prize. — Men/,  the  thing  ungained  more  than  it  is Tr.  &^  Cr. 

Prodigal. — He  goes  in  the  calf's  skin  that  was  killed  for  the/ Com.  E. 

How  like  the/,  doth  she  return,  with  .  .  .  and  ragged  sails  ! Mrr.   V. 

You  would  think  I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty  tattered /.j i  H.  IV. 

The  chariest  ma;d  is/,  enough,  if  she  unmask  her  beauty  to  the Him. 

Profit. — Dtny  us  for  our  good  ;  so  we  find/,  by  losing  of  our  prayers. .4.  &"  C. 

'Tis  not  my/,  th.it  does  lead  mine  honor;   mine  honor,  it A.  &'  C. 

Prologue. — Is  this  a/.  .  .  .  ?     'Tis  brief,  my  lord. — As  woman's  love Ha/n 

Promise. — To  build  upon  a  fo3li>h  woman's/ Af.  IV.  IV. 

Wdl  pay  you  some,  and,  as  most  debtors  do,/.  .  .  .  infinitely 2  H.  IV. 

Promontory. — Once  I  sat  upon  a/,  and  heard  a  mermaid  . . .  uttering.i^/.  N.  D. 

Proof. — Give  me  the  ocular/ 0th. 

Proper. — He  is  a/,  man's  picture,  but,  al.is  !  who  can  converse Mer.  V. 

Property. — That  the/,  of  rain  is  to  wet  and  fire  to  burn A.  V.  L. 

Prophesier. — Deceived  me  like  a  double  meaning/ Alfs  IV. 

Prophets. — Lean-looked/,  whisper  fearful  change R.  II. 

Jesters  do  oft  prove/ K.  L. 

Profheiic. — O  my/,  soul!    My  uncle! Ham. 

Protest. — The  lady  doth/,  too  much,  methinks Ham. 

Proteus. — Add  colors  to  the  cham-leon,  change  shapes  with  P 3  H.  VI. 

Proud. — Our  virtues  would  b^/  ,  if  our  faults  whipped  them  not ^//'j  IV. 

Proverb. — '  Fast  bind,  fast  find  ' — a/,  never  stale  in  thrifty  mind Mei'.   V. 

I  will  c.ip  that/,  with  'There  is  flattery  in  friendship' //.   V. 

Providence. — There  is  a  special  /.  in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow Ham. 

Providently. — Hj  that  doth  the  ravens  feed,  yea,/,  caters  for  the A.  Y.  L. 

Provoker — Drink,  sir,  is  a  great/,  of  three  things  .  .  .  nose-painting Mac. 

Palm. — Than  the  Hundredtli /•  to  the  tune  of  Green-sleeves M.  iV.  IV. 

I  would  I  w.re  a  weaver,  I  could  sing/.i'  or  anythirig i  H.  IV. 

Pudd'.n;;. — He'll  yield  the  crow  a/,  one  of  these  days //.  V. 

Puppy-dogs — Talk  .  .  .  of  roaring  li  )ns,  as  maids  of  thirteen  do  of/ K.  y. 

Puritan. — But  one/,  among  thera,  and  h^  sings  psalms  to  hornpipes..  W^.  Ta/e. 
P.'RPLE. — N  ,'ver  see  thy  facj  but  I  think  of .  .  .  D.ves  that  lived  in/  ...i  H.  IV. 
Purpose. — My/,  is,  indeed,  a  horse  of  that  color Tw.  N. 

Ic  is  the/,  that  makes  stroig  the  vow;  but  vows  to TV.  &"  Cr. 

The  flighty/,  njver  is  o'ertook,  unless"  the  deed  go  wit'i  it Mac. 

Purse. — Our/. j  shall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor Tam.  Sh. 

Their  love  lies  in  their/. ^ R.  II. 

We  that  take /.J  go  by  the  moon  and  the  seven  stars i  //.  IV. 

I  can  get  no  remedy  against  this  consumption  of  the/ 2  H.  IV. 

Who  steals  my  /.  steals  trash Oth. 

Puzzles  the  will  and  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have Havi. 

Pygm.\lion. — Is  there  none  oi  P's  images,  njwly-made  woman  .  .  ?  ..M./or  M. 

Pyramises. — I  have  heard  the  Ptolemies'/,  are  very  goodly  things A.  dr»  C. 

Pythagoras. — What  is  the  opinion  oi  P.  concerning  wild-fowl  ? Tiv.  N. 
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428  QUA REM 


Q. 

Quality. — Come,  give  us  a  taste  of  your  q Hatn. 

Things  outward  do  draw  the  inward  q.  after  them A.  Sr'  C. 

Quantity. — Away,  thou  rag,  thou  q.,  thou  remnant ! Tafn.  Sh. 

Quarrel. — In  a  lalse  q.  there's  no  true  valor M.  Ado. 

You  owe  me  money,  Sir  John,  and  now  you  pick  a  q.  to  beguile i  H.  IV. 

Beware  of  entrance  in  a  q.,  but  being  in,  bear't  that  the Ham. 

Question  her  proudly,  let  thy  looks  be  stern i  H.  VI. 

'Tis  a  q.  left  us  yet  to  prove,  whether  love  lead  fortune,  or Hunt. 

Questionable. — Thou  comest  in  such  a  q.  shape,  that  I  will  speak Hnvi. 

Questioned. — Still  q.  me  the  story  of  my  life,  from  year  to  year Oth. 

Quick. — Be  not  tedious,  for  the  gods  are  q.  of  ear Per. 

Quiddities. — How  now,  mad  wag!  what,  in  thy  quips  and  q i  H.  IV. 

Where  be  his  q.  now,  his  quillets,  his  cases,  his  tenures,  and Ham. 

Quietus. — When  he  himself  might  his  q.  make  with  a  bare  bodkin Ham. 

Quips. — All  her  sudden  q.,  the  least  whereof  would  quell  a  lover's  hope.  T.  G.  V. 

Shall  q.  and  sentences,  and  these  paper  bullets  of  the  brain? M.  Ado. 


R. 

Race. — For  spent  with  toil,  as  runners  with  a  r.,  I  lay  me  down 3  H.  VI. 

Rack. — You  speak  upon  the  r.,  where  men  enforced  do  speak  anything. Tf/irr.  V. 

Radish. — If  I  fought  not  with  fifty  of  them  I  am  a  bunch  of  r i  H.  IV. 

Ragged  as  Lazarus  in  the  painted  cloth i  H.  IV. 

Raggedness. — Your  looped  and  windowed  r K.  L. 

Rain. — Is  there  not  r.  enough  in  the  sweet  heavens,  to  wash  it  white Ham. 

Rainbow. — To  smooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue  unto  the  r K.  y. 

Rant. — Nay,  an  thou'lt  mouth,  I'll  r.  as  well  as  thou Hun. 

Rapiers. — Many  wearing  r.  are  afraid  of  goose-quills Ham. 

Rare. — And  that  she  could  not  love  me,  were  man  as  r.  as  phoenix A.  Y.  L. 

Rascal. — Peace,  ye  fat-kidneyed  r.  !  what  a  brawling  thou  dost  keep  \.\  H.  IV. 

If  the  r.  have  not  given  me  medicines  to  make  me  love  him i  H.  IV. 

The  oily  r.  is  known  as  well  as  Paul's 1  H.  IV. 

A  whip  to  lash  the  r.s  naked  through  the  world Oth. 

Raven. — Can  he  not  be  sociable?     The  r.  chides  blackness TV  ^^  Cr. 

'Tis  true  the  r.  doth  not  hatch  a  lark Tit.  An. 

Did  ever  r.  sing  so  like  a  lark  ? Tit.  An. 

Raw. — Once  upon  a  r.  and  gusty  day,  the  troubled  Tiber y  C. 

Reach. — Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundless  r.  of  mercy K  y. 

Read. — Like  a  thing  being  often  r.,  grown  .  .  .  tedious M./or  M. 

0  Heaven  !  that  one  might  r.  the  book  of  fate,  and  see 2  H.  IV. 

Your  face  ...  is  as  a  book  where  men  may  r.  strange  matters Mac. 

Realm. — The  life,  the  right  and  truth  of  ail  this  r.  is  fled  to  heaven  ! K.  y. 

Reaped. — His  chin  new  r.  shewed  like  a  stubble-land  at  harvest  home..i  H.  IV. 
Reason. — A  woman's  r.  ;  I  think  him  so,  because  I  think  him  so T.  G.  V. 

Throw  some  of  them  at  me;  come,  lame  me  with  r.s A.  V.  L. 

Neither  rhyme  nor  r.  can  express  how  much A.  Y.  L. 

Strong  r.s  make  strong  actions K.  y. 

Give  you  a  r.  on  compulsion  ! i  //.  IV. 

The  r.  why  the  seven  st^rs  are  no  more  than  seven  is  a  pretty  r K.  L. 

When  valor  preys  on  r.  it  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with A.  <5^  C. 

1  have  heard  you  say.  Love's  r.'s  without  r CJyw. 

Receive. — In  kissing,  do  you  render  a  r.  ? — Both  take  and  give Tr.  &'  Cr. 

Reckoning. — I'm  ill  at  r.,  it  fitteth  the  spirit  of  a  tapster L.  L.  L. 

Reckoned. — There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  r A.  &^  C. 

Recover. — Those  that  die  of  it,  do  seldom  or  never  r A.  dr'  C. 

Red. — Give  me  a  cup  of  sack  to  make  my  eyes  look  r i  H.  IV. 

Rede. — The  .  .  .  path  of  dalliance  treads,  and  reeks  not  of  his  r Ham. 

Redemption. — Thou  wilt  be  condemned  to  everlasting  r.  for  this M.  Ado. 

Reformed. — We  have  r.  that  indifferently  with  us,  sir Ham. 

Regarded. — He  was  but  as  the  cuckoo  is  in  June,  heard  not  r i  H.  IV. 

Registered. — Let  fame  .  .  .  live  r.  upon  our  brazen  tombs L.  L.  L. 

Relent. — Not  to  r.  is  beastly,  savage,  devilish R.  HI. 

Relief. — Wherever  sorrow  is,  r.  would  be A.  Y.  L. 

Relish. — Some  smack  of  age  in  you,  some  r.  of  the  saltness  of  the 2  H.  IV. 

Remedies. — Our  r.  oft  in  ourselves  do  lie,  which  we  ascribe  to AW s  W. 

When  r.  are  past,  the  griefs  are  ended  by  seeing  the  worst Oth. 

Remember. — Grandam,  I  will  pray,  if  ever  I  r.  to  be  holy K.  y. 

For  that  is  not  forgot,  which  ne'er  I  did  r R.  II. 

Remembered. — Be  in  their  flowing  cups  freshly  r //.  V. 

Remorse, — Change  slander  to  r.  ;  that  is  some  good M.  Ado. 

Remorseful. — Giudy,  blabbing,  and  r.  day 2  H.  VI. 

Remuneration  !  O  that's  the  Latin  for  three  farthings L.  L.  L. 
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Renown. — To  win  r.  even  in  the  jaws  of  danger  and  of  death K.  y. 

This  same  child  of  honor  and  r.,  this  galhmt  Hotspur i  //.  /K. 

Slay  we  no  longer,  dreaming  of  r. ;  but  sound  the  trumpets 3  //.   VI. 

He  was  a  wight  of  high  r.,  and  thou  art  but  of  low  degree Olh. 

Rent.— What  are  thy  r.s?  what  are  thy  comings  in?  .  .  .  Show  me H.  V. 

Repent. — If  my  wind  were  .  .  .  enough  to  say  my  prayers,  1  would  r.M.  W.  [V. 

Reply. — This  is  called  the  r.  churlish A.  Y.  L. 

Report. — They  have  committed  f.ilse  r.,  moreover  .  .  .  spoken  untriuhs.il/.  Ado. 
Repose. — A  strange  r.,  to  be  asleep  with  eyes  wide  open Tevi. 

Our  foster-nurse  of  nature  is  r K.  L. 

Reproof. — In  the  r.  of  chance  lies  the  true  proof  of  men Tr.&'  Cr. 

Repi;tation'. — Seeking  the  bubble  r.,  even  in  the  cannon's  mouth A.  V.  L. 

1  he  purest  treasure  ...  is  spotless  r R.  II. 

O,  I  have  lost  my  r 0th. 

Resolved. — To  be  once  in  doubt  is  once  to  be  r Oth. 

Resolveth. — Even  as  a  form  of  wax  r.  from  his  figure  'gainst  the  fire K.  y. 

Respect. — Serve  heaven  with  less  r.  than  we  do  ...  to  ourselves M  for  M. 

Nothing  is  go(;d,  I  see,  without  r Mer.  V. 

Throw  away  r.,  tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty R.  II. 

That  title  of  r.  which  the  proud  soul  ne'er  pays  but  to i  H.  IV. 

They  pass  me  by  as  the  idle  wind,  which  I  r.  not y.  C. 

There's  the  r.  that  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life Ham. 

Rest. — Foes  to  my  r.,  and  my  sweet  sleep's  disturbers R.  III. 

Retreat  — In  a  r.  outruns  any  lackey  ;  .  .coming  on  .  .  .  has  the  cramp... ..4//' j  W. 
Revel. — This  heavy-headed  r.  .  .  makes  us  traduced  .  .  .  of  other  nations.  //«;«. 

Where  joy  most  r.s,  grief  dolh  most  lament Ham. 

Fishes,  drinks,  and  wastes  the  lamps  of  night  in  r A.  dr*  C. 

Revenge. — If  it  will  feed  nothing  else,  it  will  feed  my  r Mer.  V. 

Pleasure  and  r.  have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders 7>-.  <&*  Cr. 

Reverence. — Lies  he  there,  and  none  so  poor  as  do  him  r y.  C. 

Reward. — He  that  r.s  me,  God  r.  him  ! i  H.  IV. 

Fortune's  buflets  and  r.s  hast  ta'en  with  equal  thanks Ham. 

Rheum. — A  few  drops  of  women's  r.,  which  are  as  cheap  as  lies Cor. 

Rheumatic. — Then  he  was  r.,and  talked  of  the  whore  of  Btibylon H.  V. 

Rhyme. — In  the  why  and  the  wherefore  is  neither  r.  nor  reason Com.  E. 

I  can  find  out  no  r.  to  '  lady '  but  '  baby' M.  Ado. 

I  do  love  and  it  hath  taught  me  to  r.  and  be  melancholy L.  L.  L. 

Rhymes  are  guards  on  wanton  Cupid's  hose L.  L.  L. 

RiES. — Stronger  made,  which  was  before  barred  up  with  r.  of  iron M.  Ado. 

First  time  that  ...  I  heard  breaking  of  r.  was  sport  for  ladies A.  Y.  L. 

Tear  a  passage  through  the  flinty  r.  of  this  hard  world R.  II. 

Make  my  seated  heart  knock  at  my  r Mac. 

Rich. — SufFtr  a  sea-change,  into  something  r.  and  strange I'etn. 

Whiles  I  am  a  beggar  I  will  .  .   .  say  there  is  no  sin  but  to  be  r K.  y. 

As  r.  men  deal  gifls,  expecting  in  return  twenty  for  one Tim.  A. 

Poor  antl  content  is  r.  and  r.  enough,  but  riches Oth. 

Rich-left  heirs  that  let  their  fathers  lie  without  a  monument Cym. 

Riches  fineless  is  as  poor  as  winter,  to  him  that  ever  fears  he  shall  be Oth. 

RiCHMONDS. — I  think  there  be  six  R.  in  the  field R.  III. 

Riddance. — O  good  r Tr.  <£r»  Cr. 

Right. — To  do  a  great  r.,  do  a  little  wrong Mer.  V. 

Heaven  still  guards  the  r R.  II. 

Virtuous  fight,  when  r.  with  r.  wars,  who  shall  be  most  r Tr.  <&^  Cr. 

Ring. — When  this  r.  parts  from  this  finger,  then  parts  life Mer.  V. 

I  gave  my  love  a  r.  and  made  him  swear  never  to  part  with  it Mer.  V. 

A".,  bells,  aloud  ;  burn,  bonfires,  clear  and  bright 2//.  VI. 

Riot. — It  is  not  meet  the  council  hear  a  r.,  there  is  nofear  of  God  in  a  r..M.  IV.  W. 

Ripe. — He  was  a  scholar  and  a  r.  and  good  one H.  VIII. 

River. — A  stormy  day  which  makes  the  silver  r.s  drown  their  shores R.  II. 

Nor  the  fruitful  r.  of  the  eye,  nor  the  dejected  .  .  .  visage Ham. 

Roar. — I  will  r.  you  that  it  will  do  any  man's  heart  good  to  hear  mcM.  N.  D. 

I  will  r.  till  I  .  .  .  make  the  duke  say,  'Let  him  r.  again  ' M.  N.  D. 

Roast. — Suffolk,  the  new-made  duke,  that  rules  the  r 2  H.  VI. 

Robders. — What  makes  r.  bold  but  too  much  lenity 3  H.  VI. 

Robe. — In  pure  white  r.j  like  very  sanctity W.  Tale. 

Feel  his  title  hang  loose  about  him  like  a  giant's  r Mac. 

Rock. —  He  is  the  r.,  the  oak  not  to  be  wind-shaken Cor. 

I  stand  as  one  upon  a  r.  environed  by  a  wilderness  of  sea Tit.  An. 

Rod. — Not  to  use  .  .  .  the  r.  becomes  more  mocked  than  feared M.for  M. 

Take  thy  correction  mildly,  kiss  the  r R.  II. 

Rogue. — Hang  him,  mechanical,  salt-butter  r.  ! M.  VV-  W. 

Two  I  am  sure  I  have  paid,  two  r.s  in  buckr.im  suits i  //.  IV. 

Four  r.s  in  buckram  let  drive  at  me 1  H.  IV. 

Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers  !   hear  me  for  my  cause y.  C. 

Roman. — Who  is  here  so  rude,  that  would  not  be  a  R.?    If  any y.  C. 

The  last  of  all  the  R  s,  fare  thee  well  ! y.  C. 

Rome. — In  the  most  high  and  palmy  state  of  R Ham. 

Ronyon. — 'Aroint  thee  witch  !  '  the  rump-fed  r.  cries Mac. 

Room. — Go  thou,  and  fill  another  r.  in  hell R,  II. 

Two  paces  of  the  vilest  earth  is  r.  enough 1  //.  IV. 
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Rose. — I  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hedge  than  a  r.  in  his  grace M.  Ado. 

At  Christmas  I  no  more  desire  a  r.,  than  wish  a  snow  in  May L.  L.  L. 

Blow  like  sweet  r.s  in  the  summer  air /,.  L.  L. 

Fair  ladies  masked  are  r.s  \\\  their  bud L.  L.  L. 

Rot. — Then  from  hour  to  hour,  we  r.  and  r.  ;  and  thereby  hangs  a  tale..^.  Y.  L. 
Rotten. — For  you  '11  be  r.  ere  you  be  half  ripe A.  Y.  L. 

Faith,  as  you  say,  there's  small  choice  in  r.  apples Tam   Sh. 

Rouse. — The  King's  r.  the  heavens  shall  bruit  again,  respeaking Hatn. 

Rubs. — We'll  play  bowls. — 'Twill  make  me  think  the  world  is  full  of  r....R.  II. 
Rue. — Nought  shall  make  us  r.,  if  England  to  itself  do  rest K.  y. 

R.  even  for  ruth,  here  shortly  shall  be  seen A'.  //. 

You  may  wear  your  r.  with  a  difterence Ham. 

Run. — I  would  give  a  thousand  pound  I  could  r.  as  fast  as  thou i  //.  IV. 

Running. — He  seemed  in  r.  to  devour  the  way 2  H.  IV. 

KusH-CANDLE. — Ifyou  please  to  Call  it  a  r., henceforth  1  vowit  !-hall  be  ^oIa7i!.Sh. 

Rushes. — Let  wantons  .  .  .  tickle  the  senseless  r.  with  their  heels R.  ^  y. 

Rust. — Better  to  be  eaten  ,  .  .  with  r.  than  to  be  scoured.  ..i*. 2  //.  IV. 

Rustling. — Prouder,  than  r.  in  unpaid  for  silk Cym. 


s. 

Sabbath. — By  our  holy  5".  have  I  sworn  to  have  the  due  and  forfeit  oi...Mer.  V. 

Sack — But  one  halfpenny  worth  of  bread  to  this  .  .   .  deal  of  j.  .', i  II.  IV. 

Sad.  —  If  he  be  J.  he  wants  money M.  Ado. 

Safety. — Covert  enmity  under  the  smile  of  s.  wounds  the  world 2  //.  IV. 

Like  a  rich  armor  worn  m  heat  of  day  that  scalds  with  j 2  //.  IV. 

Be  wary  then,  best  j'.  lies  in  fear Ha:n. 

Said. — So  s.,  so  done,  is  well lain.  Sk. 

Sailor.— They  have  been  grand  jurymen,  since  before  No  ih  was  a  j Tiu.  N. 

Like  a  drunken  s.  on  the  m;ist,  realy  with  every  iioH  to  tuml)le R.  III. 

Saint. — Isshenota  heavenly  j..^ — No,  but.  .  .an  ear. hly  paragon 7".  G.  V. 

Great  men  may  je^t  with  s.s,  'tis  wit  in  ihem,  but M./or  M. 

Saints  in  your  injuries,  devils  being  offended Otk. 

S.\ltpetke  should  be  digged  out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmless  earth.... i  H.  IV. 
Salvation. — 'Twere  a  pity  but  they  should  suffer  s.,  body  and  soul....i'l/.  Ado. 

Samphire. — Half-way  down  hangs  one  that  gathers  s.,  dreadful  trade K.  L. 

Sanctity  — His  kissing  is  as  full  of  j.  as  the  touch  of  holy  bread A    Y.  L. 

In  pure  white  robes,  like  v;ry  j W.  Tale. 

At  his  touch — such  s.  hath  Heaven  given  his  hand — they  presently  amend. .i^/(2C. 

Sands. — Now  our  s.  are  almost  run  ;  more  a  little,  and  then  dumb Per. 

Sauce. — Will  you  not  eat  your  word? — With  no  j.  that  can  be  devised. .Ti/.  Ado. 

Saucy. — The  rattling  tongue  of  s.  and  audacious  eloquence M.  N.  D. 

Savage. — His  lines  would  ravish  s.  ears,  and  plant  in  tyrants L.  L.  L. 

S.WAGENESS. — O!  she  will  sing  the  s.  out  of  a  hear OtJi. 

S.\w. — The  all-seeing  sun  ne'er  j.  her  match,  since  first  the  world R.  dr*  y. 

Saying. — Only  are  reputed  wise  fur  s.  nothing Mcr.  V. 

Scale. — In  your  lord's. j.  is  nothing  but  himself,  and  some  few  vanities.../?.  //. 

ScANTER. — Be  somewhat  j.  of  your  maiden  presence Ilarit. 

Scar. — A  noble  j.  is  a  good  livery  of  honor At'l'.<:  IV. 

Scarce. — Where  words  are.r.,  they  are  seldom  spent  in  vain R.  II. 

Scarcity  and  want  shall  shun  you  ;  Ceres'  blessing I'eni. 

Scarecrow. — We  must  not  make  a  j.  of  the  l.iw Al./or  M. 

No  eye  hath  seen  such  .r  s,  I'll  not  march  through  .  .  .  th.it's  flat i  //  IV. 

Scarf. — The  beauteous  s.  veiling  an  Indian  beauty Mer.   V. 

Scarlet. — They  call  deep  drinking  dyeing  5^ i  //.  IV. 

Scholar. — I  am  no  breeching  j.  in  the  schools Tam.  Sh. 

Schoolboy. — Then  the  whining.?,, with  his  satchel,  and  . . .  morning  face..//.  Y.L. 

Schoolmaids. — As  j.  change  their  names  by  vain  .  .  .  affection M./or  M. 

Scope. — As  surfeit  ...  so  every  s.  by  the  .  .  .  use  turns  to  restraint. ../I/.y27r  M. 

Cut  my  lace  .  .  .  that  my  pent  heait  may  have  some  s.  to  beat R.  III. 

Scorn. — A  woman  sometimes  j..y  what  best  contents  her T.  G.  V. 

S.  at  first  makes  after-love  the  more T.  G    V. 

Woo  in  s.  ?  s.  and  derision  never  come  in  tears M.  N.  D. 

Teach  not  thy  lips  such  s.,  for  they  were  made  for  kissing R.  III. 

Scotch. — Wooing,  wedding,  and  repenting,  is  as  a  S.  jig M.  Ado. 

Scotched. — We  have  s.  the  snake,  not  killed  it Mac. 

ScYLLA. — When  I  st:un  .S".,  your  father,  I  fall  intoCharybdis,  your  mother. yJ/cr.  V. 
Sea — A  s.  of  melting  pearl,  which  some  call  tears T.  G.  V. 

The  wide  j.  hath  drops  too  few  to  wash  her  clean M.  Ado. 

This  little  world,  this  precious  stone  set  in  the  silvers R.  II. 

SiiA-M.Mi). — Stars  shot  madly  from  their  spheres,  to  hear  the  s.' s  music.J/.  N.  D. 

Sear. — My  way  of  life  is  fallen  into  the  s.,  the  yellow  leaf Mac. 

Season. — How  many  things  by  .y.  seasoned  are,  to  their  right  praise  \...Mer.   V. 

The.?,  of  all  natures — sleep Mac. 

Seasoned. — Take  him  in  the  .  .  ,,  when  he  is  fit  and  j.  for  his  passage Ham. 

Secrecy. — In  nature's  infinite  book  of  j.  a  little  I  can  read A.  <5r»  C. 

Secret. — 1  am  forbid  to  tell  the  j.j  of  my  prison-house Ham. 
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Secret. — I'll  have  this  s.  .  .  .,  or  rip  thy  heart  to  find  it Cym. 

Seduced. — Who  so  firm  that  cannot  be  s.  ? y  C. 

See. — O,  woe  is  me  !  to  have  seen  what  I  have  seen,  s.  what  I  s Ham. 

Seem. — And  s.  a  saint,  when  most  I  play  the  devil K.  III. 

Madam  !   nay  it  is,  I  know  not  '  s.s  ' Hatn. 

Men  should  be  what  ihey  j. ;  or  those  that  be  not Oth. 

Seeming  to  be  most,  which  we  indeed  least  are Tani.  Sh. 

Seen. — To  have  s.  much  and  to  have  nothing,  is  to  have  rich  eyes A.  Y.  L. 

Like  a  lonely  diagon  .  .  .  talked  of  more  than  s Cor. 

Seldom. — When  tlicy  s.  come  .  .  .  nothing  pleases  but  rare 1  H.  IV. 

Self. — It  is  thyself,  mine  own  s.' s  better  part,  mine  eye's Cont.  E. 

Self-love,  my  liege,  is  not  so  vile  a  sin  as  self-neglecting //.  V. 

Self-slaughter. — Aganist  j.  there  is  a  prohibition  so  divine Cym. 

Sense. — Their  s.  thus  weak,  lost  with  their  fears  thus  strong M.  N.  D. 

Nor  doth  the  eye  .  .  .,  that  most  pure  spirit  of  s.,  behold  itself. 'Jr.  dr'  Cr. 

The  hand  of  little  employment  hath  the  daintier  j Hiim. 

Your  other  J.J  grow  imperfect  by  your  eyes'  anguish K.  L. 

Senseless. — You  are  thought  here  to  be  the  most  j.  and  fit  man M.  Ado. 

Sensiulr. — Art  thou  not,  fatal  vision,  s.  to  feeling  as  to  sight  ? Mac. 

Sent  before  my  time  into  this  .  .  .  world,  scarce  half  made  up R.  III. 

Sentences. — The  gentleman  had  drunk  himself  out  of  his  five  j M.  W.  W-^. 

Sentinel. — Withered  murder,  aiarumed  by  his  s.  the  wolf. Mac. 

Serjeant. — This  fell  s.  death  is  strict  in  his  arrest Ham. 

Serpen r. — The  j  that  did  sting  thy  father's  life,  now  wears  his  crown Ham. 

Servant. — Every  good  s.  does  not  all  commands  ;  no  bond  but  to  do Cytn. 

Serve. — Shall  we  j.  Heaven  with  Kss  respect,  than  .  .  our  gross  S'  \yQs'i..M./or  M. 

Served. —  Had  I  but  j.  my  God  with  half  the  zeal,  I  j.  my  king //.   VIII. 

Service. — Is  '  old  dog  '  my  reward  ?  .  .  .  I  have  lost  my  teeth  in  your  s...A.  Y.L. 

The  poorest  J.  is  repaid  with  thanks ...Tam.  Sh. 

I  have  done  the  state  some  s.,  and  tiiey  know  't Oth. 

Serviceable. — I  know  ihee  well ;   -as.  villain K.  L. 

Servitor. — Fearful  commenting  is  leaden  j.  to  dull  delay R.  III. 

Set. — When  the  battle's  lost  and  won.     That  will  be  ere  the  s.  of  sun.: Mac. 

Setting.— From  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory,  1  haste  now  to  my  .  .  .  s.II.  VIII. 

Men  shut  their  doors  against  a  s.  sun Tim.  A. 

Settled. — I  am  s.  and  bend  up  each  corporal  agent  to  this Mac. 

Sjcventeen. — At  J.  m.any  their  fortune  seek  ;  at  fourscore  it  is  too  late....y4.  Y.L. 

Severe. — Eyes  s.  and  beard  of  formal  cut,  full  of  wise  saws A.  Y.L. 

Shadow. — Love  like  a  s.  flies,  when  substance  love  pursues M.  IV.  IV. 

Each  su'jstance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  s.s R.  II. 

Shadov.'s  to-night  have  struck  more  terror  to  the  soul  of  Richard R.  III. 

Shaft. — In  my  school-days  when  I  lost  one  s.,  I  shot  his  fellow Mer.  V, 

Shake. — No  compunctious  visitings  .  .  .  s.  my  fell  purpose Mac. 

The  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north,  s.s  all  our  buds  from Cyn. 

Shaking. — Macbeth  is  ripe  for  j.,  and  the  powers  above Mac. 

Shambles. — Summer  flies  in  the  j.  that  quicken  even  with  blowing Oth. 

Shame. — So  the  life  that  died  in  s.,  lives  in  death  with  .  .  .  fame M.  Ada 

My  life  thou  shalt  command,  but  not  my  J R.  II. 

L(  t  lif :  be  short ;  else  s.  will  be  too  long //.   V. 

Thy  cheeks  blush  for  pure  s.  to  counterfeit  our  roses... i  //.  VI. 

Never  J.  to  hear  what  you  have  nobly  done.,., Cor. 

Shanks. — His  youthful  hose  ...  a  world  too  wide  for  his  shrunk  j A.  Y.  L. 

SiiAPi?. — Lesser  blot .  .  .  Women  to  change  their  j.j  than  men  their  minds.,  y  (7.  V. 

So  full  of  J.J  is  fancy  that  it  alone  is  high  fantastical Iw.  N. 

Quick,  forgetive,  full  of  nimble  .   .   .  delectable  s.s 2  //.  IV. 

Sharp. — Comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl, — necessity's  j.  pinch  ! K.  L. 

Through  the  j.  hawthorn  hiows  the  cold  wind K.  L. 

Shears. — Think  you  I  bear  the  j.  of  destiny? K.  y. 

Sheep. — Good  pasture  makes  fat  j A.  Y.  L. 

Shelves. — About  his  j.  a  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes R.  cir»  y. 

Shepherd. — The  j.  seeks  the  sheep,  and  not  the  sheep  the  j T.  G.  V. 

Sherris. — A  good  j.-sack  hath  a  two-fold  operation  in  it 2  H.  IV. 

The  second  property  of  your  .  .  .  s.  is,  the  warming  of  the  blood 2  //.  IV. 

Shirt. — There's  but  a  j.  and  a  half  in  all  my  company i  //.  IV. 

Shocks. — The  thousand  natural  s.  that  flesh  is  heir  to Ham. 

Shoe. — Swart  like  my  j. ,  but  her  face  nothing  like  so  clean  kept Com.  R. 

Shoes. — lam  indeed,  sir,  a  surgeon  to  old  j.   .  .  .  I  recover  them y.  C. 

Shook. — Like  a  dewdrop  from  the  lion's  mane  be  s.  to  air TV.  <Sh>  Cr. 

Shore. — Thus  ornament  is  but  the  guiled  s.  to  a  most  dangerous  sea...il/<.'r.  V. 

Short. — Life  is  j.  .'   To  sp<  nd  that  shortness  basely  were  too  long i  //  IV. 

Shove. — Offence's  gilded  hand  may  j.  by  justice Ilavt, 

Show. — How  ripe  in  j.  thy  lips,  those  kissing  cherries,  tempting  ^TOVf..M.  N'.  D. 

A  gol  'en  mind  stoops  not  to  j  j  of  dross Alcr.  V. 

No  more  can  you  distinguish  of  a  man  than  of  his  outward  s R.  III. 

As  some  .  .  .  pastors  do,  s.  .  .  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven Ham. 

When  devils  will  the  blackest  .   .  .  they  do  suggest  .  .  .  with  heavenly  s...Ofh. 

Showers. — Faster  than  spring-time  s.  comes  thought  on  thought 2  //.  VI. 

Showing. — A  j   of  a  heavenly  tffect  in  an  earthly  actor All's  VV. 

Shrews. — Women  arc  j.,  borh  short  and  tall 2  //.  IV. 

Shrill-gurged. — The  s.  lark  so  far  cannot  be  seen  or  hcurd A'.  L. 
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Shuffled. — What  dreams  may  come  when  we  have  s.  off  this Ham. 

Sick. — Visit  the  .  .  .  s.,  and  still  converse  with  groaning  wretches L.  L.  L. 

How  has  he  leisure  to  be  s.  in  such  justling  time  ? i  H.  IV. 

Not  so  J  ,  ...  as  she  is  troubled  with  thick  coming  fancies Mac. 

Sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought Ham. 

Side. — What  may  man  .  .  .  hide,  though  angel  on  the  cutward  s.  !....M.for  M. 

So  turns  she  every  man  the  wrong  s.  out M.  Ado. 

Sighs. — If  the  wind  were  down,  I  could  drive  the  boat  with  my  .y 7".  G.  V. 

Fancy-sick  she  is  and  pale  of  cheer,  with  j.  of  love M.  N.  D. 

Go,  count  thy  way  with  s.,  I  mine  with  groans R.  //. 

"Jhcre's  matter  in  tliese  s.,  these  profound  heaves Ham. 

Sighing. — And  then  the  lover  s.  like  furnace A.  V.  L. 

A  plague  of  J.  and  grief!     It  blows  a  man  up  like  a  bladder i  H.  IV. 

Sign. — He  dies  and  makes  no  s.     O  God  forgive  him  ! ....2  //.  VI. 

Silence  is  the  perfectest  herald  of  joy  :  I  were  but  little  happy  if M.  Ado. 

S.  is  only  commendable  in  a  neats'  tongue  dried,  and  a  maid Mer.  V. 

We  often  see,  against  some  storm,  a  .r.  in  the  heavens Ham. 

Silliness. — It  is  s.  to  live,  when  to  live  is  torment Oth. 

Silver. — Moon  .  .  .  that  tips  with  s.  all  these  fruit-tree  tops R.  &=  y. 

How  j.-sweet  sound  lovers'  tongues  by  night! R.  ^  y. 

Silvia. — To  die  is  to  be  banished  from  myself,  and  S.  is  myself. T.  G.  V. 

Simplicity. — By  the  s.  of  Venus'  doves,  by  that  which  knitteth  souls. .71/.  N.  D. 

But  more  for  that  in  low  s.  he  lends  out  money  gratis Mcr.  V. 

Sin. — Is  this  her  fault  or  mine?     The  tempter  or  the  tempted  who  s.s.M.for M. 

Our  compelled  j..r  stand  more  for  number  than  for  account M.  /or  M. 

S.  that  amends  is  but  patched  with  virtue Tiv.  N. 

Few  love  to  hear  the  j.j  they  love  to  act Per. 

Commit  the  oldest  s.s  the  newest  kind  of  ways 2  H.  IV. 

Ifit  be  a  s.  to  covet  honor  I  am  the  most  offending  soul  alive //.  V. 

It  is  a  J.  to  swear  unto  a  s.,  but  greater  s.  to  keep  a  sinful  oath 2  H.  VI. 

Ifit  be  s.  to  make  a  true  election,  she  is  damned Cytn. 

Sinews. — Stiffen  the  s.,  summon  up  the  blood,  disguise  fair  nature H.  V. 

Sing. — Made  a  groan  of  her  last  breath,  and  now  she  j..r.  in  heaven.... /J//' i-  W. 

When  you  s.  I'd  have  you  buy  and  sell  so,  so  give  alms IV.   Idle. 

Singed. — Thus  hath  the  candle  s.  the  moth.     O  these  deliberate  fools  \.Mer.  V. 

Sinking. — Know  by  my  size  ...  I  have  a  kind  of  alacrity  in  j M.  VV.  JV. 

Sinned. — I  am  a  man  more  s.  against  than  sinning K.  L. 

Sinners  — Get  thee  to  a  nunnery  :  why  wouidst  thou  be  a  breeder  of  .$• Ham. 

Sits. — He  s.  'mongst  men  like  a  descended  god Cym. 

Skillet. — Let  housewives  make  a  s.  of  my  helm Oth. 

Skirmish. — They  never  meet  but  there's  a  5.  of  wit  between  them AI.  Ado. 

Skittish. — Such  as  I  am  all  true  lovers  are,  unstaid  and  j Tiv.  N. 

Skull. — That  s.  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could  sing  once Ham. 

May  not  that  be  the  s.  of  a  lawyer?     Where  be  his  quiddities  now? Ham. 

Slander  whose  edge  is  sharper  than  the  swoid Cym. 

Slandered. — She  is  dead,  j.  to  death  by  villains M.  Ado. 

Sleek-headed  men  and  such  as  sleep  o'  nights y  C. 

Sleep. — Our  little  life  is  rounded  with  a  j 7'efn. 

She  doth  talk  in  her  s. — No  matter  ...  so  she  s.  not  in  her  talk 7'.  G.  V. 

A  maid,  that  ere  she  s.,  has  thrice  her  prayers  said M.  IV.  IV. 

Death-counterfeiting  j M.  N.  D. 

O  gentle  s.,  Nature's  soft  nurse,  how  have  I  frighted  thee? 2  //.  IV. 

Canst  thou,  O  partial  s.,  give  thy  repose  to  the  wet  sea-boy? 2  H.  IV. 

Mcthought  I  heard  a  voice  cry,  ^S.  no  more  !  Macbeth Mac. 

S.  that  knits  up  the  ravelled  sleave  of  care Mac. 

To  die,  to  J.  ;  .  .  .  and  by  a  s.  to  say  we  end  the  heart-ache Ham. 

Men  so  loose  of  soul,  that  in  their  s.  will  mutter  their  affairs Oth. 

Sleeve. — I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  s.  for  daws  to  peck  at Oth. 

Slide. — Therefore  pancas  pallabiis;  let  the  world  s Tarn.  Sh. 

Slings. — To  suffer  the  j.  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune Ham. 

Slippery. — A  s.  and  subtle  knave,  a  finder  of  occasions Oth. 

Slobbery. — A  s.  and  a  dirty  farm,  in  that  nook-shotten  isle H.  V. 

Sloth. — Weariness  can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  . .  .  s.  finds  the  down...Cv/;/. 

Slow  in  pursuit,  but  matched  in  mouth  like  bells M.  N.  D. 

Slumber. — Care  that  keeps  the  ports  of  ^.  open  wide,  to  many 2  //.  IV. 

Small  things  make  great  men  proud 2  H.  VI 

Doth  it  not  show  vilely  in  me  to  desire  j.  beer? 2  H.  IV. 

Smell. — What  a  man  cannot  s.  out,  he  may  spy  into K.  L. 

A  good  nose  is  requisite  .  .  .  ,  to  j.  out  work  for  the  other  .senses Vi^ .  Tale. 

Smile. — I  saw  him  fumble  with  the  sheets  .  .  .  and  s.  upon  his  fingers' H.  V. 

Some  s.  that  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear,  millions  of  mischiefs y.  C. 

One  may  s.  and  s.  and  be  a  villain Ham. 

Fortune,  good  night;  s.  once  more;  turn  thy  wheel! K.  L. 

The  robbed  that  s.s  steals  something  from  the  thief Otli. 

Smiling. — Like  a  villain  with  a  j.  cheek,  a  goodly  apple  rotten  at  the...i'J/<->'.  V. 

Smooth. — To  .r.  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue  unto  the  rainbow A',  y. 

Smoothing. — My  tongue  could  never  learn  sweet  s.  words R.  III. 

Snail. — Creeping  like  j.  unwillingly  to  school A.  Y.  L. 

Snake. — That  kiss  is  comfortless,  as  frozen  water  to  a  starved  j Tit.  An.     7     218 

Snap. — Speak,  breathe,  discuss;  brief,  short,  quick,  j M.  VV.  W.     i     i8a 
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V.  p. 

Snow. — Wallow  naked  in  December  s.,  by  thinking  on  .  .  .  Summer's  heat../?.  //.  4  20 

Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  s.,  that  lies  on  Dian's  lap '/Ym.  A.  6  139 

Snowballs. — My  belly  is  as  cold,  as  if  I  had  swallowed  j M.  Vy.  IK  i  170 

Soft  what  light  through  yonder  window  breaks?     It  is  the  east  and R.  <5r»  y.  8  26 

Soldier. — Wont  to  sp.;ak  plain  and  to  the  purpose  like  ...  a  j M.  Ado.  2  25 

Then  a  s.,  full  of  strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard A.  K  L.  2  284 

I  said  an  elder  J.,  not  a  bvittcr  :  Did  I  say  '  better?  ' %  C.  6  293 

Ambition,  the  s.'s  virtue,  rather A.  <5r^  C.  7  42 

Solemn. — I  turn  me  from  my  country's  light  to  dwell  in  s.  shades A'.  II.  4  18 

Solomon. — Yet  was  5".  so  seduced,  and  he  had  a  very  good  wit L.  L.  L.  2  135 

Something. — I  do  care  for  jr.  ;  but  .  .  .  sir,  I  do  not  care  for  you fw.  N.  i  225 

Though  I  am  not  .  .  .  rash,  yet  1  have  j.  in  me  dangerous Ilatn.  8  i6g 

'Tis  J.,  nothing  ;  'twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been Oth.  8  223 

Son. — I  have  received  my  proportion,  like  the  prodigious  J T.  G.  V.  1  88 

He  talks  to  me,  that  never  had  a  J K.  y.  3  294 

Spend  mine  honor  .  .  .  ,  as  thriftless  j.i-  their  scraping  fathers'  gold A'.  //.  4  67 

Happy  .  .  .  for  that  s.,  whose  father  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell 3  H.  VI.  5  107 

I  leave  my  s.  my  virtuous  deeds  behind 3  II.  VI.  5  107 

Sonnets. — Tangle  her  desires  by  wailful  j T.G.  V.  i  log 

Sorrow. — From  a  heart  as  full  of  j.j,  as  the  sea  of  sands T.G.  V.  i  116 

Sleep,  that  sometimes  shuts  up  s.^s  eye M.  N.  D.  2  105 

Fell  s.' s  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more  than  when  it  bites R.  II.  4  20 

In  wooing  s.  let's  be  brief,  since  wedding  it  there  is  such  length A'.  II.  4  62 

Mournful  crocodile  with  s.  snares  relenting  passengers 2  //.  VI.  5  41 

6".  breaks  seasons  and  reposing  hours,  makes  the A'.  III.  5  183 

It  were  lost  s.  to  wail  one  that's  lost A'.  III.  5  192 

We  are  to  cure  such  s.s,  not  to  sow  'em H.  VIII.  5  295 

Give  s.  words,  the  grief  that  does  not  speak Mac.  3  246 

One  J.  never  comes  but  brings  an  heir t'er.  7  263 

Sorts. — I  have  bought  golden  opinions  from  all  s.  of  people Mac.  3  aio 

Soul. — Thinkest  thou  I'll  endanger  my  s.  gratis M.  VV.  IV.  i  149 

To  do  it  at  the  peril  of  your  s.  were  equal  poise  of  sin  and  charity... M./br  M.  i  283 

By  that  which  knitteth  s.s,  and  prospers  loves I\I.  N.  D.  2  75 

An  evil  s.  producing  holy  witness,  is  like  a  villain Mer.  V.  2  202 

Unclasped  to  thee  the  book  even  of  my  secret  s T-iu.  N.  i  203 

His  body  to  .  .  .  earth,  his  pure  j.  unto  his  Captain  Christ R.  II.  4  54 

Peace  conduct  his  J.  to  the  bosom  of  good,  old  Abraham R.  II.  4  54 

Every  subject's  duty  is  ...  ,  but  every  subject's  s.  is  his  own H.  V.  4  276 

A  far  more  glorious  star  thy  s.  will  make  than  Julius  Caesar i  //.  VI.  4  310 

Like  lime-twigs  set  to  catch  my  winged  .y 2  //.  VI.  5  55 

Let  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  s.  to-morrow R.  III.  5  244 

Methought  the  j.j  of  all  I  had  murdered  came  to  my  tent R.  III.  5  247 

You  s.s  of  geese,  that  bear  the  shapes  of  men Cor.  6  167 

A  s.  of  lead  so  stakes  me  to  the  ground  I  cannot  move R.  &'.  y.  8  19 

O,  he's  the  very  s.  of  bounty Tim.  An.  6  105 

Limed  s.,  that  struggling  to  be  free,  art  more  engaged Ham.  8  139 

Sounds  and  sweet  airs  that  give  delight  and  hurt  not Tem.  i  53 

Momentary  as  a  j.,  swift  as  a  shadow,  short  as  any  dream M.  N.  D.  2  74 

Like  the  sweet  s.  that  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets TVc.  N.  i  197 

Music  with  her  silver  .y R.  ^  y.  %  70 

A  pipe  for  fortune's  finger  to  j.  what  stop  she  please Ham.  8  130 

S.  me  from  my  lowest  note  to  the  top  of  my  compass Ham.  8  137 

Sour. — You  must  not  look  so  j.     It  is  my  fashion  when  I  see  a  crab...  Tajii.  Sh.  3  32 

How  J.  sweet  music  is,  when  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion R.  II.  4  71 

Space. — I  could  be  bounded  in  .  .  .  and  count  myself  a  king  if  infinite  s...Ham.  8  116 

Spangled. — Grove  or  green,  by  fountain  clear,  or  s.  starlight  sheen. ...y1/.  iV.  D.  2  80 

Spaniel. — You  play  the  j.,  and  think  with  wagging  of  your  tongue //.  VIII.  5  327 

Spare. — Give  me  the  s.  men,  and  s.  me  the  great  ones 2  H.  IV.  4  192 

I  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  .  .  .  avoid  as  that  s.  Cassius y.  C.  6  253 

Spark. — High  j.j  of  honor  in  thee  have  I  seen R.  II.  4  73 

This  s.  will  prove  a  raging  fire,  if  wind  and  fuel  be 2  H.  VI.  5  42 

If  any  J.  of  life  is  yet  remaining,  down,  down  to  hell,  and  say 3/^.  VI.  S  158 

Speak. — To  have  what  we  would  have,  we  j.  not  what  we  mean M.  for  M.  i  284 

•S.  between  the  change  of  man  and  boy  with  a  reed  voice Mer.  V.  2  234 

I  am  a  woman.     When  I  think,  I  must  s A.  V.  L.  2  291 

When  you  J.  sweet,  I'd  have  you  do  it  ever IV.  Tale.  3  117 

S.  sweetly  man,  although  thy  looks  be  sour R.  II.  4  43 

An  honest  man  is  able  to  j.  for  himself,  when  a  knave  is  not 2  H.  IV.  4  215 

I'll  s.  to  it  though  hell  itself  should  gape,  and  bid Ham.  8  95 

We  must  s.  by  the  card,  or  equivocation  will  undo  us Ham.  8  166 

Speaker. — A  j.  is  but  a  prater,  a  rhyme  is  but  a  ballad H.  V.  4  301 

Speaking. — The  silence.  .  .  of  pure  innocence,  persuades  when  j.  fails..  W^.  7^/^.  3  92 

Specify. — Do  not  forget  to  j.  .  .  .  that  I  am  an  ass M.  Ado.  2  59 

Spectacles. — Wilt  thou  .  .  .  seek  for  sorrow  with  thy  j 2  H.  VI.  5  78 

Speech. — There  was  j.  in  their  dumbness,  language  in  their  .  .  .  gesture..  W.  Tale.  3  141 

Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  J.  ;  how  goes 't Mac.  3  245 

Give  me  a  taste  of  your  quality  :  Come,  a  passionate  j Ham.  8  1x9 

Speak  the  j.  ...  as  I  pronounced  it,  trippingly  on  the  tongue Ham.  8  128 

Mark  him  and  write  his  f. J  in  their  books y.  C.  6  252 

Speed. — The  affair  cries  haste,  and  j.  must  answer  it Oth.  8  197 
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Sphere. — Two  stars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  ^ i  H.  IV. 

Sphinx. — Subtle  as  6".,  as  sweet  and  musical L.  L.  L. 

Spider. — My  brain  more  busy  than  the  laboring  j  ,  weaves  snares 2  H.  VI. 

Spinner. — The  waggon  spokes  made  of  long  s.' s  legs R.  &^  y. 

Spinsters. — The  s.  and  the  kniaers  in  the  sun 'fju.  iV. 

Spirit. — Damned  .y.j  all  that  in  crossways  and  floods  have  burial M.  N.  D. 

I  will  not  jump  with  common  s.s,  and  rank  me iMer.  V. 

Holding  the  eternal  s.,  against  her  will,  in  the  vile  prison  of K.  y. 

A  jewel  in  a  .  .  .  barred-up  chest,  is  a  bold  s.  in  a  loyal  bre.;st A'.  //. 

Affairs  that  walk,  as  they  say  j..r  do,  at  midnight //.   P'lII. 

Brutus  will  start  a  s.  as  soon  as  Csesar y.  C. 

Be  thou  a  s.  of  health  or  goblin  damned,  bring  with  thee  .  .  .  ? ffam. 

I  am  thy  father's  s.,  doomed  ...  to  walK  the  earth Ham. 

Thou  J.  of  wine,  if  thou  hast  no  name  ...  let  us  call  thee  devil Oth. 

Spiritless. — Such  a  man,  so  faint,  so  s.,  .  .  .  so  dead  in  look 2  H.  IV. 

Spit. — She  would  have  made  Hercules  have  turned  the  j M.  Ado. 

Spleen. — A  hare-brained  Hotspur,  governed  by  a  j i  //.  IV. 

You  shall  digest  the  venom  of  your  s.,  though  it  do  split  you y.  C. 

Spoil. — Like  a  miser  s.  his  coat,  with  scanting  a  little  cloth H.  V. 

Spoke. — Things  are  often  j.  and  seldom  meant 2  //.  VI. 

Spoken. — You  have  s.  truer  than  you  purposed 7>;«. 

Spoon. — This  is  a  devil.  ...  I  will  leave  him,  I  have  no  long  j Tejn. 

Sport. — Misery  makes  j.  to  mock  itself. R.  II. 

If  all  .  .  .  were  .  .  .  holidays,  to  s.  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work i  H.  IV. 

Spot. — Lions  make  leopards  tame.     Yea,  but  not  change  his  s.s R.  II. 

The  angry  s.  doth  glow  on  Caesar's  brow y.  C. 

Out,  damned  s.  !  out,  I  say  I Mac. 

Spring. — In  the  s.  time,  the  only  pretty  ring  time,  when  birds A.  V.   L. 

Sweet  lovers  love  the  j A.  Y.  L. 

Springe. — If  the  j.  hold,  the  cock's  mine IV.  Tale. 

As  a  woodcock  in  my  own  s.,  .  .  .  killed  with  mine  own  treachery Ham. 

Sprite. — Shrewd  and  knavish  s.,  called  Robin  Goodfellow M.  N.  D. 

Spur. — A  puisny  tilter  that  j..y  his  horse  but  on  one  side A.  Y.  L. 

He  tires  betimes  that  .r.j  too  fast  betimes R.  II. 

I  have  no  s.  to  prick  the  sides  of  my  intent » Alac. 

Spurns. — That  white-faced  shore,  whose  foot  s.  back  the  ocean K.  y. 

The  s.  that  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes Ha)n. 

Squadron. — That  never  set  a  s.  in  the  field,  nor  the  division Oth. 

Stabs. — His  gashed  s.  looked  ...  a  breach  .  .  .  for  ruin's  .  .  .  entrance Mac. 

Stage. — All  the  world's  a  s.,  and  all  the  men  and  women A.  Y.  L. 

He  would  drown  the  s.  with  tears,  and  cleave  the Ham. 

Straw. — Greatly  to  find  a  quarrel  in  a  j.  ,  when  honor's  at  the  stake Ham. 

Stale. — Poor  I  am  s.,  a  garment  out  of  fashion Cy7n. 

Stalking-horse. — He  uses  his  folly  like  a  j A.  Y.  L. 

Stamp. — Nay,  look  not  by,  nor  s.,  nor  stare,  nor  fret Tarn.  Sh. 

Stand. — I  saw  a  smith  s.  with  his  hammer  thus,  the  whilst K.  y. 

That  goddess  blind,  that  j-.j  upon  the  rolling,  restless  stone //.  V. 

Stanza. — Come,  more  ;  another  j.  .•  Call  you 'em  .y  j  .^ A.  Y.  L. 

Star. — At  first  I  did  adore  a  twinkling  s.,  but  now  I  worship T.  G.  V. 

Wilt  thou  reach  .y.j  because  they  shine  on  thee? T.  G.  V. 

Certain  .r.j  shot  madly  from  their  spheres,  to  hear M.  N.  D. 

'J'hat  moist  s.  upon  whose  influence  Neptune's  empire  stands Ham. 

It  is  .  .  .  the  J.J  above  us  govern  our  conditions K  L. 

Start. — He  bites  his  lip  and  s.s  :  stops  on  a  sudden,  looks  upon  the...iY.  VIII. 

Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  j.  from  their  spheres Havt. 

Started. — It  j.  hke  a  guiltj'  thing  upon  a  fearful  .summons Ham. 

Starve. — Better  it  is  to  die,  better  to  s.,  than  crave  the  hire Cor. 

Starves  the  ears  she  feeds,  and  makes  them  hungry,  the  more Per. 

Starved. — Fair  ladies,  you  drop  manna  in  the  way  of  j.  people Mer.  V. 

I  cannot  fight  upon  this  argument :  it  is  too  s.  a  subject  for  my Tr.  cr'  Cr. 

State. — This  is  the  s.  of  man  :  to-day  he  puts  forth  the  tender  leaves..//.  VIII. 

Something  is  rotten  in  the  .S".  of  Denmark Ilatn. 

Statute. — I'  the  olden  time,  ere  human  j.  purged  the  gentle  weal Mac. 

Stay. — God  shall  be  my  hope,  my  j.,  my  guide,  my  lantern  to 2  H.  VI. 

Steal. — The  good  humor  is  to  s.  at  a  minute's  rest M.  VV.  IV. 

On  both  did  haggish  age  s.  on,  and  wore  us  out  of  act Ail's  IV. 

Stealing. — Time  comes  s.  on  by  night  and  day Govt.  E. 

Steed. — Farewell  the  neighing  s.,  and  the  shrill  trump  ! Oth. 

Steel. — Whose  golden  touch  could  soften  J make  tigers  tame 7'.  G.  V. 

Made  us  doflfour  .  .  .  robes  of  peace,  to  crush  our  .  .  .  limbs  in  .  .  .  s..\  H.  IV. 

As  he  plucked  his  cursed  j.  away,  mark  how  the  blood y.  C. 

Sticks. — Fruit  unripe  j.  on  the  tree,  but  fall,  unshaken,  when Haiti. 

Honest  .  .  .  and  hates  the  slime  that  s.  on  filthy  deeds Oth. 

Sting. — What !  would  thou  have  a  serpent  s.  thee  twice? Mer.  V. 

If  I  be  waspish,  best  beware  my  j Tai7i.  Sh. 

Stomach. — Surfeit  of  the  sweetest  things,  the  deepest  loathing  in  the  s..M.JV.£>. 

He  which  hath  no  J.  to  this  fight;  let  him  depart H.  V. 

A  man  of  an  unbounded  s.,  ever  ranking  himself  with  princes H.  VIII. 

Stone. — When  we  first  put  this  dangerous  j.  a-rolling H.  VIII. 

For  fear  the  very  s.s  prate  of  my  whereabout Mac. 
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V.    p. 

Stoops. — A  golden  mind  s.  not  to  shows  of  dross Afer.  V,    2    215 

Stop  his  mouth  with  a  kiss  and  let  not  him  speak M.  Ado.     2       22 

You  would  play  upon  me,  you  would  seem  to  know  my  s.s Haut,    8     137 

Storm. — I  have  as  when  the  sun  doth  light  a  s.,  buried  this  sigh  in...  7'^.  iSr'  Cr. 

'Ve  often  see,  against  some  .r.,  silence  in  the  heavens Ham. 

Naked  wretches  .  .  .  that  bide  the  pelting  of  the  pitiless  s K.  L. 

Stoky. — My  s.  being  done,  she  gave  me,  for  my  pains,  a  world  of  sighs Oth. 

Straining  harsh  discords  and  inipleasing  sharps R.  <5r»  y. 

Strange. — More  .r.  than  true,  I  never  may  believe  these  antique  fables. VI/.  N,  D. 

Is  it  not  s.  and  s.  !  nay,  ten  times  j M./or  M. 

S.  things  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand Mac. 

She  swore  .  .  .  'twas  s.,  'twas  passing  s.,  'twas  pitiful Oth. 

Stranger. — I  do  desire  we  may  be  better  j.j A.  Y.  L. 

Strangeked. — Dowered  with  our  curse,  and  s.  with  our  oath K.  I.. 

Straws. — Those  that  .  .  .  will  ...  a  mighty  fire,  begin  it  with  weak  j y.C. 

Strawberry. — The  s.  grows  underneath  the  nettle H.  V. 

Stream. — 'Gainst  the  j.  of  virtue  they  may  strive,  and  drown Tim.  A. 

Streets. — Old  men  and  beldams  in  the  s.  do  prophesy  upon  it A',  y. 

Strength. — My  threats  have  no  more  s.  than  her  weak  prayers M.  N.  D. 

S.  matched  with  s.,  and  power  confronted  power A',  y. 

The  king's  name  is  a  tower  of  j R.  III. 

S.  should  be  lord  of  imbecility Tr.  dy'  Cr. 

Strike. — The  heavens  themselves  do  j.  at  my  injustice W.  Tale. 

Such  as  will  s.  sooner  than  speak,  and  speak  sooner  than  drink i  H.  IV. 

String. — When  such  j.jjar,  what  hope  of  harmony  ? 2  H.  VI. 

Harp  not  on  that  s.,  madam  ;   that  is  past R.  III. 

Stroke. — 'Tis  fond  to  wail  inevitable  s.s,  as  'tis  to  laugh  at  'em Cor. 

Sq  tender  of  rebukes  that  words  are  s.s,  and  s.s  death  to  her Cyvt. 

Strong. — Thou  little  valiant  .  .  .  !     Thou  ever  j.  upon  the  stronger  side. ..AT.  y. 

Style. — Plain  and  not  honest  is  too  harsh  a  j R.  III. 

Subject. — Such  duty  as  the  s.  owes  the  prince,  even  such  a Tain.  Sh. 

Substance. — I  am  but  shadow  of  myself:  .  .  .  my  s.  is  not  here i  H.  VI. 

The  .  .  .  s.  of  the  ambitious  is  merely  the  shadow  of  a  dream Havt. 

Substitute. — A  j.  shines  brightly  as  a  king,  until  a  king  be  by Mer.  V. 

Success. — Didst  thou  never  hear  that  things  ill-got  had  ever  bad  s. .  .  .  ?...3  H.  VI. 

If  the  assassination  could  .  .  .  catch  with  his  surcease  s Mac. 

Successor. — All  his  j.  gor.e  before  him  hath  done  't M.  IV.  IV. 

Sudden. — Jealous  in  honor,  j.  and  quick  in  quarrel,  seeking A.  V.  L. 

Sugar. — Honesty  coupled  to  beauty  is  to  have  honey  a  sauce  to  j A.  Y.  L. 

Suggestion. — They'll  take  s.  as  a  cat  laps  milk Tent. 

Sum. — For  what  s.  ?     It  is  more  than  for  some,  my  lord 2  H.  IV. 

Summer. — After  s.  .  .  succeeds  .  .  .  winter  with  his  wrathful  nipping... 2  H.  VI. 

The  common  people  swarm  like  j.  flies;  and  whither  fly  the  gnats?. .3  H.  VI. 

Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent  made  glorious  s.  by  this R.  III. 

Swallow  follows  not  s.  more  willing  than  we Tim.  A. 

Can  such  things  be  and  overcome  us  like  a  s.'s  cloud? Mac. 

Sun. — Setting  s.  and  music  at  the  close,  as  the  last  taste  of  sweets  is A'.  //. 

The  s.  sets  weeping  in  the  lowly  west,  witnessing  storms  to R.  II. 

Full  of  spirit  as  .  .  .  and  gorgeous  as  the  s.  at  midsummer i  H.  IV. 

It  is  the  east  and  Juliet  is  the  .y R.  £^  y. 

Arise  fair  s.  and  kill  the  envious  moon  who  is R.  i^  y. 

I  'gin  to  be  aweary  of  the  s.  ;  and  wish Mac. 

If  Caesar  can  hide  the  J-.  from  us  with  a  blanket,  or  put Cyin. 

Hath  Britain  all  tiie  j.  that  shines?     Day,  night  are Cj;;?. 

Superfluity  comes  sooner  by  white  hairs,  but  competency  lasts Mer.  V. 

Superfluous  branches  we  lop  away  that  bearing  twigs  may  live R.  II. 

Supple  knees  feed  arrogance  and  are  the  proud  man's  fees TV.  ^  Cr. 

Surfeit  is  the  father  of  much  fast M./or  M. 

They  are  as  sick  that  s.  with  too  much,  as  they  that  starve ISIcr.  V. 

Surfeiting  — That  j.  the  appetite  may  sicken  and  so  die Tiv.  N. 

Surges. — I  saw  him  beat  the  j.  under  him,  and  ride  upon  their  backs Tevi. 

Survey. — When  we  mean  to  build,  we  first  s.  the  plot,  then  draw 2  H.  IV. 

Suspiration. — Nor  windy  j.  of  forced  breath Ham. 

Swain. — O  God,  methinks  it  were  a  happy  life,  to  be..  .  .  a  homely  J...3  H.  VI. 

Swallowed. — The  earth  had  s.  all  my  hopes  but  she R.  dr'  y. 

Swan. — Like  Juno's  s.s,  still  we  went  coupled  and  inseparable A.  Y.  L. 

I'll  make  thee  think  thy  s.  a  crow R.  <5r»  y. 

I'll  play  the  s.  and  die  in  music , Oth. 

Swear. — You  s.  like  a  comfit-maker's  wife i  H.  IV. 

Swkars  with  good  grace,  and  wears  his  boots  very  smooth 2  H.  IV. 

Being  thus  frighted  j.  a  prayer  or  two,  and R.  &'  y. 

Swearing  till  my  very  roof  was  dry  with  oaths  of  love Mer.  V. 

Sweet. — The  word  is  short,  but  not  so  short  as  j R.  II. 

Made  me  mad  to  see  him  shine  so  brisk  and  smell  so  .r i  //.  IV. 

Words  more  s.  and  yet  more  dangerous  than  baits  to  fish Tit.  An. 

Sweets  to  the  s.  :  farewell ! Ham. 

Swift. — Too  s.  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  slow A'.  &"  y. 

Swims. — He  that  depends  upon  your  favor  s.  with  fins  of  lead Cor. 

Swimmers. — As  two  spent  s.,  that  do  cling  .  .  .  and  choke  their  art Mac. 

Sword. — There's  an  eye  wounds  like  a  leaden  5 L.  L.  L. 
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Sword. — Advance  your  standards,  draw  your  willing  j.j R.  JIT. 

Our  strong  arms  be  our  conscience,  j.j  our  law R.  ///, 

Sworn. — Having  s.  too  hard  a  keeping  oath,  study  to  break  it L.  L.  L. 

Syllable. — From  day  to  day,  to  the  last  s.  of  recorded  time Mac. 

Syrups. — Not  poppy,  nor  .  .  .  nor  all  the  drowsy  s.  of  the  world Oth. 
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Table. — A  t.  full  of  welcome  makes  scarce  one  dainty  dish Com.  E. 

I  drink  to  the  general  joy  o'  the  whole  t Mac. 

Table-talk. — Pray  thee,  let  it  serve  for  t Mer.  V. 

Tailor. — He  held  them  sixpence  all  too  dear,  with  that  he  called  the  t Oth. 

Tainted. — Bear  a  fair  presence,  though  your  heart  be  t Com.  E. 

Take. — He  that  t.s  that,  must  i.  my  heart  withal 'Jr.  &*  Cr. 

Tale. — A  sad  t.'  s  best  for  winter:  I  have  one  of  sprites  and  goblins...  W.  Tale. 

Another  .  .  .  cuts  off  his  t.  and  talks  of  Arthur's  death K.  y. 

Mark  now,  how  a  plain  t.  shall  put  you  down i  JJ.  JV. 

I  could  a  t.  unfold  whose  lightest  word  would  harrow  up  thy  soul JJain. 

I  will  a  round  unvarnished  /.  deliver  of  my  whole  course  of  love Oth. 

Truths  would  be  t.s,  where  now  half /.j  be  truths A.  ^^  C. 

Talk. — If  ihey  were  but  a  week  married,  they  would  t.  themselves  mad..7I/.  Ado. 

Talkers. — We  will  not  stand  to  prate;  t.  are  no  good  doers R  JII. 

Tallow. — Her  rags  and  the  /.  in  them,  will  burn  a  Poland  winter Cotn.  E. 

Tally. — Oar  forefathers  had  no  other  books  but  the  score  and  the  / 2  JJ.  VI. 

Talon. — When  I  was  about  thy  years,  Hal,  I  was  not  an  eagle's  / 1  JJ.  JV. 

Tartness. — The  t.  of  his  face  sours  ripe  grapes Cor, 

Taste. — Things  sweet  to  t.  prove  in  digestion  sour R.  JJ. 

Come,  give  us  a  t.  of  your  quality Ham. 

Tatters. — To  hear  a  .  .  .  fellow  tear  a  passion  to  t Ham. 

Teach  sin  the  carri.nge  of  a  holy  saint;  be  secret-false Com.  E. 

I  am  too  sudden-bold  :  to  /.  a  teacher  ill  beconieth  me L.  L.  L. 

The  villainy  you  /.  me,  I  will  e.xecute,  and  it  shall  go  hard Mer.  V. 

Teaches. — For  where  is  any  author  ...  ^.  ...  as  a  woman's  eye? L.  L.  L. 

Tear. — Tell  .  .  .  what  'lis  to  love. — It  is  to  be  all  made  of  sighs  and  t.s.  A.  V.  L. 

This  day  hath  made  much  work  for  t.s  in  many  an  English  mother K.  y. 

Tears. — Aly  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  t.,  being  an  ordinary K.  y. 

I  do  not  speak  to  thee  in  drink  but  in  t.,  not  in  pleasure  but i  //.  JV. 

With  t.  augmenting  the  fresh  morning's  dew R.  <&*  y. 

Venus  smiles  not  in  a  house  of  ^ R.  <Sr»  y. 

The  sea's  a  thief,  whose  .  .  .  surge  resolves  the  moon  into  salt  / Tim.  A. 

I  did  consent,  and  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  t Oth. 

Tedious. — Merry  and  tragical!  t.  and  brief!  that  is,  hot  ice  and -M.  N.  D. 

It  is  belter  to  be  brief  than  t R.  III. 

Teeth. — Now  set  the  t.  and  stretch  the  nostril  wide,  hold  hard  the H.  V. 

Bid  them  wash  tlicir  faces  and  keep  their  t.  clean Cor. 

Set  in  a  note-book,  learned,  and  conned  by  rote,  to  cast  into  my  t y.  C. 

Teller. — The  nature  of  bad  news  infects  the  t A.  <5r'  C. 

Temperance. — You  must  acquire  and  beget  a  /.  that  may  give  it flaift. 

Though  you  can  guess  what  /....,  you  know  not  what  it  is A.  &"  C. 

Tempest. — If  after  every  t.  come  such  calms,  may  the  winds  blow  till Oth. 

I'emple. — Her  sunny  locks  hang  on  her  t.s  like  a  golden  fleece 3Ier.  V. 

Tempt.-vtion. — Dangerous  is  that  t.  that  doth  goad  us  on  to  sin  \v\....M .  for  M. 

Tempted. — 'Tis  one  thing  to  be  /.,  Escalus,  another  thing  to  fall M./or  M. 

Tempter. — These  women  are  shrewd  t.s  with  their  tongues i  //.  VI. 

Terrible. — I  would  to  God  my  name  were  not  so  /.  to  the  enemy  as. ..2  H.  IV. 
Terror. — Shadows  to-night  have  struck  more  t.  to  the  soul  of  Richard. .7?.  ///. 
Testament. — '  Poor  deer,'  quoth  he,'  thou  makesta  t.  as  worldlmgs  do'./^.  Y.J.. 

Testy. — Like  a  t.  bal)e,  will  scratch  the  nurse  and  presently 71  G.  V. 

Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy;  thy  school-days  frightful R.  JII. 

Text. — Fair  as  a  ^.  B  in  a  copy-book L.  L.  L. 

Thank  me  no  thankings,  nor  proud  me  no  prouds R.  &'  y. 

That  it  should  come  to  this  !  but  two  months  dead  :  nay,  not Hatn. 

Thaw — I  was  duller  than  a  great  t M.  Ado. 

Theban. — I  will  talk  a  word  with  this  same  learned  '  T. K.  L. 

Thieves  for  their  robbery  have  authority,  when  judges  steal M./or  M. 

Beauty  provoketh  /.  sooner  than  gold A.  Y.  L. 

A  plague  upon  it  when  /.  cannot  be  true  .  .  .  ! i  H.  IV. 

Thing. — I  hold  you  as  a  t.  enskyed  and  sainted M./or  M. 

There  is  measure  in  every  t M.  Ado. 

Any  t.  that's  mended  is  but  patched Tin.  AI. 

Women  say  so,  that  will  say  any  t JV.  Tale. 

They  will  steal  any  t.  and  call  it  purchase H.   V. 

Now  what  a  t.  it  is  to  be  an  ass  ! J'it.  An. 

Things  past  redress  are  now  with  me  past  care R.  JJ. 

T.  won  are  done ;  joy's  soul  lies  in  the  doing Tr.  &'  Cr. 

T.  outward  do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them A.  S^  C. 

Think. — Who  /.  you  the  most  desartless  man  to  be  constable? M.  Ado. 
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Think.— 'Twere  all  one  that  I  should  love  a  .  .  .  star  and  /.  to  wed  it.. All's  IV. 

I  hear,  but  say  not  much,  but  /.  the  more 3  //.   VI. 

O,  teach  me  how  I  should  forget  to  t R.  &"  y. 

Of  a  free  .  .  .  nature,  that  /  s  men  honest  that  but  seem Oth. 

Thinking. — Wallow  naked  in  December  snow,  by  t.  on  .  .  .  Summer's.. ..A'.  //. 

There  is  nothing  .  .  .  good  or  bad,  but  t.  makes  it  so Ham. 

Thokn. — Withcnng  on  the  virgin  t.,  .  .  .  lives  and  dies  in  single M.  N.  D. 

What !  can  so  young  a  /.  begin  to  prick? 3  H.   VI. 

Thoiight. — I  wish  mine  eyes  would,  with  themselves,  shut  up  my  t.s Tevt. 

'I'hese  trees  shall  be  my  books  and  in  their  barks  my  t.s  I'll  characten.y^.  Y.  L. 

Certainly  a  woman's  t.  runs  before  her  actions A.  Y.  L. 

Now,  sir,  't.  is  free.' Tiv.  N. 

The  .  .  .  pride  of  sky-aspiring  and  ambitious  t.s R.  II. 

Thy  words  are  but  as  t.s,  therefore  be  bold R.  II. 

I.'s  the  slave  of  life,  and  life  times  fool i  H.  IV. 

1  hou  hid'st  a  thousand  daggers  in  thy  t.s ;  which  thou  hast  whetted..2  H.  IV. 

So  swift  a  pace  hath  t H.  V. 

Ill  the  quick  forge  and  working-house  of/ H.  V. 

His  fault  was  /.,  and  ytt  his  punishment  was  cruel  death R.  III. 

Love's  heralds  should  be  t.s,  which  ten  times  faster R.  ^  y. 

Give  thy  t.s  no  tongue,  nor  any  unproportioned  t.  his  act Htun. 

Our  t.s  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own Ham. 

My  words  fly  up,  my  t.s  remain  below Ham. 

Words  without  t.s  never  to  heaven  go Ham. 

Be  cheered  ;  make  not  your  t.s  your  prisons A.  dy'  C. 

Thousand. — To  be  noted  for  a  merry  man,  he'll  woo  a  / Tarn.  Sh. 

I  would  give  a  t.  pound  I  could  run  as  fast  as  thou i  //.  IV. 

The  gallows-maker;   for  that  frame  outlives  a  /.  tenants Ham. 

Thrasonical. — Caesar's  /.  brag  of  '  I  came,  saw,  and  overcame' A.  V.  L. 

Thread. — The  smallest  /.  that  ever  spider  twisted  .  .  .  will  serve  to K.  y. 

Threaten  the  threatener,  and  outface  the  brow  of  bragging  horror K.  y. 

Thrift  is  blessing,  if  men  steal  it  not Mer.  V. 

T.,  Horatio!  the  funeral  baked  meats,  did Ham. 

Thriftless  ambition,  that  wilt  ravin  up,  thine  own  life's  means Mac. 

Throat. — I  do  nothing  in  the  world  but  lie,  and  he  in  my  t L.  L.  L. 

To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  /,  of  death? L.  L,  L. 

Thumb — Did  you  bite  your  t.  at  us,  sir?     I  do  bite  my  /.,  sir R.  £r>  y. 

Here  I  have  a  pilot's  /.,  wrecked  as  homeward  he  did  come Mac. 

Thunder,  that  deep  and  dreadful  organ-pipe 7e7>r. 

Every  .  .  .  petty  officer  would  use  his  heaven  for  t M. /or  M. 

Thwarted. — Mocked  at  my  gains,  scorned  my  nation,  t.  my  bargains. ..iTJ/ifr.  V. 
Tiber. — Let  Rome  in  T.  melt,  and  the  wide  arch  of  the  .  .  .  empire  fall. ..,4.  <5^  C. 
Tickle. — If  you  t.  us  do  we  not  laugh  ?   If  you  poison  us  do  we  not  die  "i-.Mer.  V. 

You  rampallian  !   .  ..  I'll /.  your  catastrophe 2  H.  IV. 

Tide. — There  is  a  /.  in  the  affairs  of  men,  which  taken  at  the  flood y.  C. 

Tiger. — When  the  blast  of  war  .  .  .  then  imitate  the  action  of  the  t H.  V. 

0  t.'s  heart,  wrapt  in  a  woman's  hide  ! 3  H.  VI. 

More  fierce  and  more  inexorable  than  empty  t.s R.  &^  y. 

Time  is  a  very  bankrupt  and  owes  more  than  he's  worth Com.  E. 

In  t.  the  savage  bull  doth  bear  the  yoke M.  Ado. 

When  have  chid  the  hasty-footed  t.  for  parting  us M.  N.  D. 

1  will  tell  you  who  t.  ambles  withal,  who  t.  trots  withal  A.  Y.  L. 

He  must  observe  ...  on  whom  he  jests,  the  quality  of  persons  and  the  /..  Tiv.  N. 
Old  T.  the  clock-setter,  that  bald  sexton  T. K.  y. 

0  call  back  yesterday,  bid  t.  return » R.  II. 

1  wasted  t.,  and  now  doth  t.  waste  me R.  II. 

We  are  t.'s  subjects,  and  t.  bids  begone 2  H.  IV. 

A  history  in  men's  lives,  figuring  the  nature  of  the  t.'s  deceased 2  //.  IV. 

I,et  /.  shape,  and  there  an  end 2  H.  IV. 

Heavens  are  just,  and  t.  siipprcsseth  wrongs 3  H.   VI. 

Swear  not  by  t.  to  come,  for  that  thou  hast  misused  ere  used R.  III. 

Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  ...  to  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  t Mac. 

Who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of /.,  the  oppressors  .  .  .  ? Ham. 

What  is  a  man,  if  his  chief  .  .  .  market  of  his /■.  be  but  to  sleep  and  feed?.. //a///. 

T.  shall  unfold  wiiat  plaited  cunning  hides /T.  Z,. 

There  are  many  events  in  the  womb  of  t.  which  will  be  delivered Ot/t. 

Tinct. — White  and  azure  laced,  with  blue  of  heaven's  own  t Cyvz. 

Tithe. — No  Italian  priest  shall  t.  or  toil  in  our  dominions A',  y. 

Tii  LE. — To  guard  a  t.  that  was  rich  before,  to  gild  refined  gold K.  y. 

Toad. — The  t. — ugly  and  venomous — wears  yet  a  .  .  .  jewel A.  Y.  L. 

I  had  rather  be  a  /.,  and  live  upon  the  vapor  of  a  dungeon Oth. 

To-day  he  puts  forth  the  tender  leaves  of  hopes H.  VIII. 

Toil. — Forespent  with  t.,  as  runners  with  a  race,  I  lay  me  down 3  H.  VI. 

Their  titles  for  their  glories,  an  outward  honor  for  an  inward  t R.  III. 

Tom. — Poor  T.' s  acold K.  L. 

To-morrow  blossoms  and  bears  his  blushing  honors  thick H.  VIII. 

Tongue. — While  thou  livest  keep  a  good  t.  in  thy  head Tern. 

The  man  ...  is  no  man  if  with  his  t.  he  cannot  win  a  woman T.  G.  V. 

What  king  so  strong  can  tie  the  gall  up  in  a  slanderous  t.  ? M./or  M. 

I  would  my  horse  had  the  speed  of  your  t.,  and  so  good  a  continuer..,i7/.  Ado. 


V. 

p. 

2 

327 

5 

134 

8 

13 

8 

200 

4 

20 

8 

116 

2 

73 

5 

'54 

I 

39 

2 

286 

2 

305 

I 

201 

4 

17 

4 

29 

4 

145 

4 

211 

4 

295 

4 

295 

5 

190 

8 

33 

8 

97 

8 

133 

8 

140 

8 

140 

7 

89 

3 

39 

4 

102 

8 

164 

2 

313 

3 

309 

3 

311 

2 

202 

8 

94 

3 

220 

2 

15=; 

2 

188 

8 

8 

3 

202 

I 

56 

I 

278 

2 

222 

7 

8 

2 

222 

4 

167 

t 

297 

4 

256 

.5 

100 

8 

74 

3 

180 

2 

12 

2 

99 

2 

293 

I 

226 

3 

289 

4 

40 

4 

71 

4 

i6s 

4 

185 

4 

193 

5 

128 

5 

235 

3 

252 

8 

125 

8 

151 

7 

322 

8 

199 

7 

118 

3 

285 

3 

300 

2 

272 

8 

226 

5 

305 

S 

110 

5 

183 

7 

3.S9 

5 

305 

I 

52 

I 

101 

I 

296 

2 

9 

438 


TON TYR 


Tongue. — Here's  a  dish  T  love  not,  I  cannot  endure  my  Lady  T. M.  A^o. 

Done  to  death  by  slanderous  t.s  was  the  hero  that  here  hes M.  Ado. 

Your  t.s  .  .  .  more  tuneable  than  lark  to  shepherd's  ear AI.  N.  D. 

The  iron  t.  of  midnight  hath  told  twelve:  Lovers,  to  bed M.  N.  D. 

His  t.  IS  now  a  stringless  instrument R.  //. 

This  t.  that  runs  so  roundly  in  thy  head,  should  run  the  head  from R.  II. 

The  fellows  of  infinite  t  ,  that  can  .  .  .  into  ladies'  favors H.   V. 

Unloose  thy  .  .  .  thoughts,  and  let  thy  t.  be  equal  with  thy  heart 2  H.   VI. 

A  cherry  lip,  a  bonny  eye,  a  passing  pleasing  t R.  III. 

Murder  though  it  have  no  t.  will  speak  with  most  miraculous Ham. 

Tooth. — Clamors  of.  .  .  woman,  poisons  more  deadly  than  a  mad  dog's /..Ci?;;/.^. 

Toothache. — Was  never  yet  philosopher  that  could  endure  the  t M.  Ado. 

Top. — Let's  take  the  instant  by  the  forward  t AlF s  VV. 

Yond  towers,  whose  wanton  t.s  do  buss  the  clouds Tr.  ^f  Cr, 

Whose  ^.  ...  so  slippery  that  the  fear's  as  bad  as  falling Cytft. 

Torches. — Heaven  does  with  us  as  we  with  i.  do,  not  light  them M./or  M. 

Touch. — Have  you  ...  no  maiden  shame,  no  /.  of  bashlulness M.  N.  D. 

Ihcir  softest  t.  as  smart  as  lizards'  stings  ! , 2  H.  VI. 

Touches. — Soft  stillness  and  the  night  become  the /.  of  sweet  harmony.. y^Vr.  V. 

Touching. — Often  t.  will  wear  gold Ccvi.  E. 

Tough. — O  .^iides,  you  are  too  /.  /  will  you  yet  hold? K.  L. 

Town-crier. — I  had  as  lief  the  t.  spoke  my  lines Hajii. 

Toys. — I  never  may  believe  these  antique  f;.bles,  nor  these  faery  / M.  N.  D. 

All  is  but  t.  :  renown  and  grace  is  dtad  ;  the  wine  of  life Mac. 

Trade.— Give  me  some  music  .  .  .,  moody  food  of  those  that  /.  in  \o\e...A.  ^f  C. 

Tragedian. — 1  can  counterfeit  ihe  deep  i.  ;  speak  and  look  back R.  III. 

Traitor. — Our  doubts  are  t.s,  and  make  us  lose  the  good  we  oft M./or  M. 

7 .  and  miscreant,  too  good  to  be  so  and  too  bad  to  live R.  II. 

When  our  actions  do  not,  our  fears  do  make  us  t.s 3Jac. 

Trappings. — These  but  the  t.  and  the  suits  of  woe Havi, 

Traveller. — Now  spurs  the  lated  t.  apace,  to  gain  the  timely  inn Mac. 

Tread. — One  woe  doth  /.  upon  another's  heel,  so  fast  they  follow Ham. 

Treason. — To  fast  .  .  .,  to  see  no  woman,  .  ,  .  /.gainst  the  kingly  state..Z.  L.  L. 

Such  divinity  doth  hedge  .  .  .  that  t.  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would Havi. 

Treatise. — Aly  fell  of  hair  would  at  a  dismal  t.  rouse  and  stir,  as Mac. 

Tree. — Under  the  greenwood  t.  who  loves  to  lie  with  me A.  Y.  L. 

Drop  tears  as  fast  as  the  Arabian  t.s  their  medicinal  gum ..0th. 

Tremble. — Small  curs  are  not  .  .  .  but  .  .  .  men  t.  when  the  lion  roars..2  H.  VI. 
Trenchfr-man. — He  is  a  . .  .  valiant  t.;  he  hath  an  excellent  stomach..yi/.  Ado. 
Trick. — Some  ts,  some  quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  devil L.  L.  L. 

I  know  a  t.  worth  two  of  that i  //.  IV. 

A  villainous  t.  of  ihine  eye,  and  a  foolish  hanging  of  the i  //.  IV. 

There  are  no  t.s  in  plain  and  simple  faith y.  C. 

Trifles  light  as  air  are  to  the  jealous  confirmations  strong  as 0th. 

Trimmed  like  a  younker  prancing  to  his  love  ! 3  H.  VI. 

1  ROOP. — Honor,  love,  obedience,  t.s  of  friends,  I  must  not  look  to  ha.\c....Mac. 

Farewell  the  plumed  t.  and  the  big  wars,  that  make Oth. 

Troubles. — Unnatiual  deeds  do  breed  unnatural  t Mac. 

True. — The  sun  was  not  so  t.  unto  the  day,  as  he  to  me M.  N.  D. 

Your  manner  of  wrenching  the  /.  cause  the  false  way 2  H.  IV. 

I  warrant  thee  my  man's  as  t.  as  steel R.  &^  y. 

There  is  no  time  so  miserable  but  a  man  may  be  t Titn.  A. 

True-born. — Boast  of  this  I  can,  though  banished,  yet  a  t.  Englishman... 7?.  //. 
Trumpet. — Pride  is  his  own  glass,  his  own  /.,  his  own  chronicle Tr.  <5r»  Cr. 

The  cock  that  is  the  t.  to  the  morn Haiti. 

Trust. — Love  all,  t.  a  few,  do  wrong  to  none All's  W. 

Trusted. — His  affections  dark  as  Erebus,  let  no  such  man  be  t Mer.  V. 

Truth. — What  shew  of/,  can  cunning  sin  cover  itself  withal ! M.  Ado. 

The  naked  t.  of  it  is,  I  have  no  shirt L.  L.  L. 

"J'is  not  the  many  oaths  that  make  the  t.,  but  the  plain,  single AW s  W. 

While  you  live  tell  t.  and  shame  the  devil i  H.  IV. 

O  wonderful,  when  devils  till  the  t. ! R.  III. 

T.  should  live  from  age  to  age,  as  't  'twere  retailed  to  all  posterity R.  III. 

Out  with  it  bodily,  t.  loves  open  dealing H.  VIII. 

Tt^NH. — This  is  a  scurvy  t.  to  sing  at  a  man's  funeral Tern. 

To  jig  off  a  t.  at  the  tongue's  end,  canary  to  it  wiih  your  feet L.  L.  L. 

See  that  .  .  .  most  sovereign  reason,  like  sweet  bells  jangled  out  of/ Ham. 

Turn.— She  can  /.,  and  /.,  and  yet  go  on,  and  /.  again Oth. 

Ti'RNiNG  again  towards  childish  treble,  pipes  and  whistles A.  Y.  L. 

A'parted  .  .  .  even  at  the /.  o'  the  tide H.  V. 

Turtle. — I  will  find  you  twenty  lascivious  t.s,  ere  one  chaste  m7\x\...M.  W.  W. 

Twenty. — Then  come  kiss  me,  sweet  and  /.,  youth's  a  staff  will  not Tiv.  N. 

Twin. — An  apple  cleft  in  two  is  not  more  /.  than  these  two Trv.  N. 

Tyrants. — His  lines  would  .  .  .  plant  in  /.  mild  humility L.  L.  L. 
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U. 

Unaccommodated  man  is  .  .  .  such  a  poor,  bare,  forked  creature  as  thou./r.  L. 
Unblessed. — Every  inordinate  cup  is  u.,  and  the  ingredient  ...  is  adevil.6'/A. 
Unbridled. — My  thoughts  were  like  u.  children,  .  .  .  too  headstrong.  Tr.  dr'  Cr. 
Uncertain. — This  spring  of  love  rcsembleth  the  u.  glory  of  an  April..  T.  G.  V. 

Unction. — Lay  not  th.it  flattering  u.  to  your  soul Ham. 

Undone. — I  rer.kon  this  .  .  ,  that  a  man  is  never  u.,  till  he  be  hanged..  T.  G.  V. 

Uneven. — Eight  y.ards  oiu.  ground  is  threescore  and  ten  miles i  H.  IV. 

Ungracious. —  The  word  'grace'  in  an  u.  mouth  is  but  profane R.  II. 

Unhandsome. — A  si  venly,  u.  cor.se  between  the  wind  and  his i  //.  IV. 

Unkindest. — This  was  the  most  it.  cut  of  all y.  C. 

Unloaded. — Met  me  .  .  .  and  told  .'iie  I  had  u.  all  the  gibbtts i  H.  IV. 

Unmannerly. — As  the  soldiers  .  .  .  he  called  them  untaught  knaves,  u..\  H.  IV. 

Unmellowed. — His  head  u.,  but  his  judgment  ripe T.  G.  V. 

Unpleasing. — Sings  so  .  .  .  straining  harsh  discords,  and  u.  sharps A'.  <2r»  y. 

Unsought. — Love  sought  is  good,  but  given  u.  is  better Ihu.  N. 

Unspotted  — A  heart  u.  is  not  easily  daunted 2  //.  VI. 

Usance. — He  lends  out  money  gratis,  an  1  brings  down  the  rate  of  «  ....Mcr.  V. 

Use.— How  «.  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man  ! T.  G.  V. 

How  weary,  stale,  flat  .  .  .  seem  to  me  all  the  u.s  of  this  world  ! Ham. 

Used. — Good  wine  is  a  good  familiar  creature,  if  it  be  well  u 0th. 
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Vagrom. — You  shall  comprehend  all  v.  men M.  Ado 

Valiant. — An  I  thought  he  had  been  v.  and  so  cunning  in  fence Tiv.  N. 

V.  as  the  wrathful  dove  or  most  magnanimous  mouse 2  H.  IV. 

He's  truly  v.  that  c:in  wisely  suffer  the  worst  that  man Tim.  A 

I'he  V.  never  taste  of  death  but  once y.  C. 

As  he  was  z'.,  I  honor  him ;   as  he  was  ambitious,  I  slew  him y.  C, 

Valor. — He  is  of .  .  .  approved  v.  and  confirmed  honesty M.  Ado 

When  V.  preys  on  reason,  it  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with A.  &^  C 

Vantage. — No  jutty,  frieze,  buttress,  nor  coin  o{  v Mac 

Vapor. — Let  us  but  blow  ....  the  v.  of  our  valor  will  o'erturn  them H.  V. 

Vast. — One  sees  more  devils  than  v.  hell  can  hold  .  ,  .  the  mad  man.../)^/.  N.  D. 
Vein. — This  is  Ercles'  v.,  a  tyrant's  v.,  a  lover  is  more  condoling M.  N.  D 

Bereft  .  .  .  of  all  words,  only  my  blood  speaks  ...  in  my  v.s Mer.   V. 

Vengeance. — The  rarer  action  is  in  virtue  than  in  v Tern 

Venom. — The  v.  clamors  of  a  jealous  woman  poisons  more  deadly Coin.  E, 

You  shall  digest  the  v.  of  our  spleen,  though  it  do  split  you y.  C. 

Vent. — His  heart's  .  .  .  what  his  breast  forges  that,  his  tongue  must  v Cor. 

Venus. — I  little  talked  of  love  ;  for  V.  smiles  not  in  a  house  of  tears R.  Sr'  y. 

Vkruosity. — Draweth  out  the  thread  of  h;s  v.,  finer  than  the  staple..../,.  L.  L 

Verse. — Nay,  then,  God  be  wi'  you,  an  you  talk  blank  v A.  Y.  L 

Vessel. — The  saying  is  true,  '  The  empty  v.  makes  the  greatest  sound  '...//.  V. 

Women,  being  the  weaker  v.s,  are  ever  thrust  to  the  wall R.  &^  y. 

Vestal. — A  certain  aim  he  took  at  a  fair  v.  throned  by  the  west M.  N.  D 

Vexed. — He  was  met  even  now,  as  mad  as  the  7/.  sea K.  L 

Vexing. — Tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale,  v.  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowsy  man K.  y. 

Vice. — So  smooth  he  daiibed  his  v.  with  show  of  virtue R.  HI. 

The  gods  are  just  and  of  our  pleasant  v.s  make  instruments  to A".  L 

Victory. — The  harder  matched  the  greater  v.  ! 3  H.  VI. 

Vile. — Nought  so  v.  .  .  .  on  the  earth  doth  live,  but  to  the  earth R.  &f  y. 

Wisdom  and  goodness  to  the  v.  seem  v.  :  filths  savor  but A'.  L 

Villain. — The  most  omnipotent  v.  that  ever  cried  'stand'  to  a 1  //.  IV. 

A  damned  saint,  an  honorable  v.  ! R.  &=  y. 

O  "'.,  V,  smiling,  damned  "'.  .'  Ha»t 

Vindicative. — He  in  .  .  .  action  is  more  v.  than  jealous  love Tr.  &^  Cr 

Violet. — Where  oxiips  and  the  nodding  v.  grows flf.  N.  D 

V.s  dim,  but  sweeter  than  the  lids  of  Juno's  eyes  IV.   Tale 

A  7'.  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature,  forward,  not  permanent Ham 

Virgins  and  boys,  mid-age  and  wrinkled  eld,  soft  infancy TV.  «5r=  Cr 

Virtue. — To  be  slow  in  words  is  a  woman's  only  v T.  G.  V. 

To  mike  a  7/.  of  necessity 7".  G.  V. 

If  our  z/.j  did  notgof)rth  .  .  ., 'twere  all  alike  as  if  we  had  them  not..M./or  M. 

Apparel  vice  like  v.'s  harbin  er,  bear  a  fair  presence,  though Com.  E 

There  is  no  v.  ITke  necessity R.  II. 

Is  there  no  v.  e.xtant? i  H.  IV. 

V.  is  of  so  lUtle  regard  in  these  costermonger  times 2  //.  IV 

Ambition,  the  soldier's  7/.,  rather  makes  choice  of  less A.  <2r»  C. 

Virtuous.— There  is  a  v.  man,  whom  I  have  often  noted  in  thy i  //.  IV. 

Visage. — With  devotion's  v.  .  .  .  we  <\o  sugar  o'er  the  devil  himself. Ham 

Visions. — W.hat  v.  have  I  seen  !    Methought  I  Vv^as  enamored  of  an  ass.iT/.  N.  D 
Vixen. — A  v.  .  .  .  ,  though  she  but  little,  she  is  fierce M.  N.  D 
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VIZ WHI 


Vizards. — Making  our  faces  v.  to  our  hearts,  disguising  what  they  are Mac. 

Vocation. — 'Tis  my  v.,  Hal ;  'tis  no  sin  ...  to  labor  in  his  v i  H.  IV. 

Voice. — His  big,  manly  v.,  turning  again  toward  childish  treble A.  Y.  L. 

A  pipe  small  as  .  .  .  the  virgin  v.  that  babies  lull  asleep Cor. 

Give  every  man  thy  ear,  but  few  thy  v Hcmi. 

Her  V.  was  soft,  gentle  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  woman K.  L. 

Vouch. — I'll  say  't  and  make  my  v.  as  strong  as  shore  of  rock H.  VIII. 

Vows  are  but  breath,  and  breath  a  vapor  is L.  L.  L. 

By  all  the  v.  that  ever  men  have  broke,  in  number  more  than M.  N.  D. 

Do  not  fall  in  love  with  me,  for  I  am  falser  than  v.  made  in  wine A.  Y.  L. 

The  gods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peevish  v Tr.  &"  Cr. 

Voyage, — All  the  v.  of  their  life  is  bound  in  shallows  and  in  miseries  y.  C 


w. 

Waftage  — Like  a  strange  soul  upon  the  Stygian  banks  staying  for  w..  Tr.  «£r»  Cr. 

Wail. — Wise  men  ne'er  sit  and  w.  their  loss,  but  cheerily  seek 3  //.  VI. 

Waist. — I  would  my  means  were  greater,  and  my  tv.  slenderer 2  H.  IV. 

Walk  aside  the  true  folk,  and  let  the  traitors  stay L.  L.  L, 

I  am  thy  father's  spirit,  doomed  for  a  .  .  .  time  to  iv.  the  night Ham. 

Walked. — He's  iv.  the  way  of  nature;  and  ...  he  lives  no  more 2  H.  IV. 

Wall. — The  weakest  goes  to  the  iv R.  dr*  y. 

Women  being  the  weaker  .  .  .  are  ever  thrust  to  the  iv R.  &^  y. 

Wanton. — As  flies  to  iv.  boys,  are  we  to  the  gods  ;  they  kill  us  for  .  .  .  sport.. /T.  L. 

Wantonness. — Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  sad  as  night  only  for  iv K.  y. 

War. — Time  it  is  when  .  .  .  iv.  \%  done,  to  smile  at  scapes  and  perils...  Tatn.  Sh. 

In  IV.  was  never  lion  raged  more  fierce,  in  peace  was  never  .  .  .  lamb R.  II. 

All  quality,  pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  iv.  ! Oth. 

Who  does  i' the  w  J  more  than  his  captain  .  .  .,  becomes  his  captain's..^.  &'  C. 

Wash. — The  wide  sea  hath  drops  too  kw  to  iv.  her  clean  again M.  Ado. 

Washing. — It  is  an  accustomed  action  ...  to  seem  thus  iv.  her  hands Muc. 

Waspish. — If  I  be  m.  best  beware  my  sting Tain.  Sh. 

Waste. — The  clock  upbraids  me  with  the  iv.  of  time Iiu   N. 

Watch. — Care  keeps  his  w.  in  every  old  man's  eye R.  ^r'y. 

His  sentinel  the  wolf,  whose  howl's  his  w Alac. 

For  some  must  lu.  and  some  must  sleep,  so  runs  the  world  away Ham. 

Watching  breeds  leanness,  leanness  is  all  gaunt A'.  //. 

Water. — I  to  the  world  am  like  a  drop  of  7^.,  that  in  the  ocean  seeks...  G?^;/.  E. 

The  earih  hath  bubbles,  as  the  iv.  has,  and  these Mac. 

Water-drops. — Let  not  women's  weapons,  w.,  stain  my  man's  cheeks  \..K.  L. 
Way. — If  money  go  before,  all  iv.s  do  lie  open M.  IV.  IV. 

As  many  iv.s  meet  in  one  town,  so  many  fresh  streams H.   V. 

Once  trod  the  iv.s  of  glory,  and  sounded  all  the  depths H.   VIII. 

Those  about  her  from  her  shall  read  the  perfect  iv.s  of  honor H.  VIII. 

I  have  lived  long  enough,  my  iv.  of  life  is  fallen  into Mac. 

To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  .  .  .  gone,  is  the  next  iv.  to  draw Oth. 

Weak. — I  am  n>.  with  toil,  yet  strong  in  appetite Cym. 

Weakness. — What  cannot  be  avoided  'twere  childish  iv.  to  .  .  .  fear.... 3  //.   VI. 

Wealth. — More  faults  than  hairs,  and  more  iv.  than  faults T.  G.  V. 

Wear. — What  dances  shall  he  have,  to  iv.  away  this  long  age  of  .  .  .  ?..7I/.  N.  D. 

Talk  with  respect,  swear  but  .  .  .,iv.  prayer-books  in  my  pocket Mer.  V. 

So  IV.S  she  to  him,  so  sways  she  level  in  her  husband's  heart Tiv.  N. 

So  light  a  foot  will  ne'er  iv.  out  the  everlasting  flint R.  ^r'  y. 

Then  let  the  devil  iv.  black,  for  I'll  have  a  suit  of  sable Ham. 

Wears  out  his  time  .  .  .,  like  his  master's  ass,  for  nought  but  provender Oth. 

Weary. — An  old  man,  ...  is  come  to  lay  his  iv.  bones  among  ye H  VIII. 

Web. — The  iv.  of  our  life  is  of  a  mingled  yarn,  good  and  ill  together. ...>///' j  W. 

With  as  little  a  iv.  as  this  will  I  ensnare  as  great  a  fly  as  Cassio Oth. 

Wed. — Who  wooed  in  haste  and  means  to  iv.  at  leisure Tarn.  Sh. 

Weeds. — Most  subject  is  the  fattest  soil  to  iv 2  //.  IV. 

Small  herbs  have  grace,  great  7f.  do  grow  apace R.  III. 

Weep  like  a  young  wench  that  had  buried  her  grandam T.  G.  V. 

I'll  IV.  for  nothing  like  Diana  in  the  fountain A.  Y.  L. 

How  much  better  it  is  to  iv.  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at  weeping M.  Ado. 

Welcome. — Cold, .  .  .and  labor  lost.  Then,  farewell,  heat ;  and«;.  ixo^U.Mer.  V. 
Well. — 'Tis  not  so  deep  as  a  iv.  nor  so  wide  as  a  church-door R.  &"  y . 

Of  one  that  loved  not  wisely  but  too  iv Oth. 

Well-favored. — To  be  iv.  is  the  gift  of  fortune,  but  to  write M.  Ado. 

Welshmen  did  good  service  in  a  garden  where  leeks  did  grow H.  V. 

Wenches. — The  tongues  of  mocking  7^.  are  as  keen  as  is  the  razor's. ..Z..  L.  L. 

Wheel. — Cruel  fite,  and  giddy  Fortune's  furious,  fickle  iv H.   V. 

Whetstone. — The  dullness  of  the  fool  is  the  iv.  of  the  wits A    Y.  L. 

Whip. — Her  iv.  of  cricket's  bone,  the  lash  of  film R.  &'  y . 

Whirligig. — Thus  the  iv.  of  time  brings  in  his  revenges Tiv   N. 

Whispers. — And  iv.  to  his  pillow  .  .  .  the  secrets  of  his  .  .  .  soul 2  //.  VI. 

White. — An  1  brandish  anything  but  a  bottle,  would  I  .  .  .  spit  iv 2  H.  IV. 

Not  rain  enough  in  the  sweet  heavens  to  wash  it  iv.  as  snow Ham. 
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Wicked. — Now  am  I,  .  .  .,  little  better  than  one  of  the  w.  ! i  H.  IV. 

Widows. — Each  new  morn  new  iv.  howl,  new  orphans  cry Mac. 

Wife. — My  7t/.  is  shrewish  when  I  keep  not  hours Com.  E. 

As  man  and  «/.,  being  two,  are  one  in  love H.  V. 

Wild-duck. — There's  no  more  valor  in  Poins  than  in  a  iv i  H.  IV. 

Wild-goose. — If  thy  wits  run  the  tv.  chase,  I  have  done R.  &'  y. 

Will. — III  lu.  never  said  well //.  V. 

My  poverty  but  not  my  iv.  consents /?.  dr'  y. 

Our  bodies  are  our  gardens,  .  ,  .  our  w  s  are  gardeners 0th. 

Our  7U.S  and  fates  do  so  contrary  nm,  th.it  our  devices 0th. 

Willow. — In  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  shortly,  I'll  wear  the  iv 3  II.  VI. 

Win. — Make  us  lose  the  good  we  .  .  .  might  iv.  by  fearing  to M.  /or  M. 

He  that  .  .  .  robs  lions  of  their  hearts,  may  .  .  .iv.  z.  woman's K.  y. 

Winch. — Let  the  galled  jade  iv.,  our  witliers  are  unwrung Hath. 

Wind. — Foul  iv.  is  but  foul  breath,  foul  breath  is  noisome M.  Ado. 

Such  w.  as  scatters  young  men  through  the  world  to  seek Tarn.  Sh. 

'Tis  in  grain  .  .  .,  'twill  endure  iv.  and  weather Tiv.  N. 

To  he.  the  slaves  of  chance  and  flies  of  every  w.  that  blows IV.  Tale. 

As  thin  ...  as  the  air  and  more  inconstant  than  the  iv R.  dr"  y. 

They  pass  by  me  as  the  idle  iv.,  which  I  respect  not y.  C. 

Not  between  the  iv.s  of  heaven,  visit  her  face  too  roughly Ham. 

An  thou  canst  not  smile  as  the  iv.  sits,  thou'lt  catch  cold K.  L. 

I'he  bawdy  iv.  that  kisses  all  it  meets Oth. 

Window. — What  light  through  yonder  iv.  breaks?     It  is  the  east R.  &>  y. 

Windy. — Still  you  keep  o'  the  iv.  side  of  the  law 7"«'.  JV. 

Wine. — 'Scape  being  drunk  for  want  of  iv Tet//. 

Wings  more  momentary -swift  than  thought 7'r.  &>  Cr. 

IV.  as  swift  as  .  .  .  the  thoughts  of  love Ham. 

Winged. — Then-fore  is  iv.  Cupid  painted  blind M.  N.  D. 

Winter. — Churlish  chiding  of  the  zt'.'j  wind A.  Y.  L. 

Blow  IV.  wind,  thou  are  not  so  unkind  as  man's  ingratitude A.  Y.  L. 

When  great  leaves  fall,  the  w.  is  at  hand R.  HI. 

One  cloud  of  7f.  showers,  these  flies  are  couched Tir>t.  A. 

Wisdom. — Oft  we  see  cold  iv.  waiting  on  superfluous  folly AW s  VV. 

IV.  cries  out  in  the  streets,  and  no  man  regards  it i  H.  IV. 

Wise.— What  seem  I  that  I  am  not?— fF. T  G.  V. 

I'here's  not  one  iv.  man  .  .  .  that  will  praise  himself. M.  Ado. 

Only  are  reputed  -w.  for  saying  nothing Mer.  V. 

Infirmity,  that  decays  the  iv.,  does  ever  make  the  better  fool Tiv.  N. 

W.  enough  to  play  the  fool;  and  to  do  that  well  craves Tiv.  N. 

W.  men  ne'er  sit  and  wail  their  woes,  but  .  .  .  prevent  the  woes R.  II. 

So  IV.,  so  young,  they  say  do  ne'er  live  long R.  HI. 

Wisely  and  slow,  they  stumble  that  run  fast R.  dr'  y. 

Wish. — Thy  iv.  was  fether,  Harry,  to  that  thought 2  //.  IV. 

I  do  It',  thou  wert  a  dog,  that  I  might  love  thee  something Tim.  A. 

As  men  in  rage  strike  those  that  w.  them  best Oth. 

Wished. — She  iv.  she  had  not  heard  it,  yet  she  iv.  that  Heaven  had  made..  Oth. 

Wishers  were  ever  fools A.  &^  C. 

Wit. — As  in  ...  so  eating  love  inhabits  in  the  finest  iv.s  of  all T.  G.  V. 

By  love  the  young  and  tender  iv.  is  turned  to  folly T,  G.  V. 

She  would  laugh  me  .  .  .,  press  me  to  death  with  iv M.  Ado. 

Her  iv.s  are  not  so  blunt  as  ...  I  would  desire  they  were M.  Ado. 

He  wiil  be  talking  .  .  .  when  the  age  is  in  the  iv.  is  out M.  Ado. 

I  said  thou  hast  a  fine  u>.  :  '  True,'  said  she,  '  a  fine  little  one  ' M.  Ado. 

Painty  bits  make  fat  the  ribs,  but  bankrupt  .  .  .  the  iv.s L.  L.  L. 

IV.'s  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  fool Z,   L.  L. 

You  have  a  nimble  iv.,  I  think  'twas  made  of  Atalanta's  heels A.  Y.  L. 

Make  the  doors  on  a  woman's  iv.  and  it  will  out  at  the  c.isemcnt A.  Y.  L. 

Sometimes  I  have  no  more  iv.  than  a  Christian  or  an  ordinary Tiv.  N. 

His  IV.'s  as  thick  as  Tewksbury  mustard 2  H.  IV. 

They  have  a  plentiful  lack  of  w.  .  .  .  with  most  weak  hams Ham. 

WncH. — Beauty  is  a  iv.  against  whose  charms  faith  melteth  into  blood..i'l/.  Ado. 

Witching. — 'Tis  now  the  very  iv.  time  of  night Ham. 

Withers. — Poor  jade  is  wrung  in  the  iv.  out  of  all  cess i  H.  IV. 

Witty. — I  am  not  only  w.  in  myself,  but  the  cause  that  wit  is 2  H.  IV. 

Wives. — Money  buys  land  and  7t/.  are  sold  by  fate M.  W.  IV. 

Woe. — Friends  should  associate  friends  in  grief  and  iv lit.  An. 

Never  was  a  story  of  more  iv.,  than  this  of  Juliet  and  her  Romeo R.  6^  y. 

Wolf. — Since  all  is  well,  keep  it  so;  wake  not  a  sleeping  iv 2  H.  IV. 

IV.  in  greediness,  dog  in  madness,  lion  in  prey K.  L. 

Wolves. — 'Tis  like  howling  of  Irish  iv.  against  the  moon A.  Y.  L. 

They  will  eat  like  iv.,  and  fight  like  devils H.  V. 

Woman. — She  h.ns  brown  hair,  and  speaks  small  like  a  iv M.  VV.  IV. 

A  IV.  sometimes  scorns  what  best  contents  her T.  G.  V. 

My  father  had  a  daughter  loved  a  man,  as  it  might  be  .  ,  .  were  I  a  w..  Tiv.  N. 

Every  dram  of  w.'j  flesh  is  false,  if  she  be IV.  Tale. 

From  the  all  .  .  .  took  something  good  to  make  a  perfect  iv IV.  Tale. 

Constant  you  are,  but  yet  a  iv i  //.  IV. 

'Tis  brief,  my  lord. — As  iv.'s  love Ham. 

Was  never  yet  fair  w.,  but  she  made  mouths  in  a  glass K.  L. 
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WOM YOU 


Woman. — A  very  honest  w.,but  something  given  to  lie A.  &*  C. 

0  most  delicate  fiend  !  who  is  't  can  read  a  iv.  ? Cysn. 

Women  are  frail  too. — Ay,  as  the  glasses  where  they  view  themselves. il/.yyr  71/. 

Two  IV.  placed  together  makes  cold  weather •. H.   VIII. 

Won. — Near  or  far  off,  well  zv.  is  still  well  shot K.  y. 

Wonder. — I  iv.  men  dare  trust  themselves  with  men Tint.  A. 

Wonderful. — Yet  again  iv.,  and,  after  that,  out  of  all  whooping  !  A.  Y.  L. 

Wondrous. — O  day  and  night,  but  this  is  iv.  strange  ! Hmn. 

Wooed. — She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  iv.  ;  she  is  a  woman Tit.  An. 

Wooing. — Women  are  angels  iv.  :  things  won  are  done 7'r.  <£'*  Cr. 

Word. — You  have  an  exchequer  oi  iv.s,  and  ...  no  other  treasure T.  G.  V. 

Ill  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  iv Coin.  E. 

Cuckoo!  O  IV  of  fear,  unplcasing  to  a  married  ear L.  L.  L. 

Not  a  iu  ? — Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog A.  V.  L. 

Where  iv.s  are  scarce  they  are  seldom  spent  in  vain R.  II. 

His  IV.S  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our  breast R.  II. 

My  tongue  could  never  learn  sweet  smoothing  iv.s R.  III. 

W.s  pay  no  debts TV.  &^  Cr. 

Upon  the  iv.  accoutred  as  I  was ^.  C. 

Good  IV.S  are  better  than  bad  strokes J.  C. 

1  have  no  iv.s,  my  voice  is  in  my  sword Mac. 

I'll  drink  the  iv.s  you  send  though  ink  be  made  of  gall Cym. 

Work. — I  cannot  draw  a  cart,  nor  eat  dried  oats  ;   if  it  be  man's  iv K.  L. 

Workman. — In  respect  of  a  .  .  .  iv.,\  am  but,  as  you  would  say,  a  cobbler,  y.  C. 

Workmanship. — So  rich  that  it  did  strive  in  w.  and  value Cyvt. 

World. — Cannot  be  a  perfect  man,  not  being  tried  and  ...  in  the  iu...  T.  G.  V. 

I  hold  the  IV.  but  as  ...  a  stage  where  every  man  must  play  a  •p^Ti...Mer.  V. 

My  little  body  is  aweary  of  this  great  iv -. Mer.  V. 

Load  these  graces  to  the  grave  and  leave  the  iv.  no  copy Tiv.  N. 

I  am  afraid  this  great  lubber,  the  iv.,  will  prove  a  cockney Tiv.  N. 

Tear  a  passage  through  the  flinty  ribs  of  this  hard  iv R.  II. 

An  arrant  traitor  as  any's  in  the  universal  iv //.   V. 

Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  this  iv.,  I  hate  ye H.  VIII. 

I  am  sick  of  this  false  iv.,  and  will  love  nought  but Tivt.  A. 

The  foremost  man  of  all  this  iv y.  C. 

0  that  the  earth  that  kept  the  iv.  in  awe,  should  patch..... Ham. 

Thunder,  smite  flat  the  thick  rotundity  of  the  iv K.  L. 

If  Heaven  would  make  me  such  another  iv.,  of  one  entire  .  .  .  chr3'solite..f?//!. 

Worm. — The  smallest  iv.  will  turn,  being  trodden  on 3  H.  VI. 

A  man  may  fish  with  the  iv.  that  hath  eat  a  king Ham. 

The  pretty  iv.  of  Nilus  .  .  .  ,  that  kills  and  pains  not  ?, A.  ^  C. 

Worse. — Know  each  other  well. — And  long  to  know  each  other  iv...  Tr.  <5r=  Cr. 

Bad  begins  and  iv.  remains  behind Ham. 

Would. — '  Well,  well,  we  know,'  or  '  we  could,  an  if  we  iv.' Ham. 

Wounds  invisible  that  love's  keen  arrows  make A.  Y.  L. 

1  then,  all  smarting  with  my  iv.,  ...  to  be  so  pestered i  H.  IV. 

Show  his  scars,  and  say,  '  These  iv.  I  had  on  Crispin's  day  ' Hen.  V. 

Those  IV.  heal  ill  that  men  do  give  themselves Tr.  6^  Cr. 

Wrens  may  prey  where  eagles  dare  not  perch A'.  ///. 

Wretch. — Excellent  iv.  !     Perdition  catch  my  soul,  but 0th. 

Poor  naked  w.s,  wheresoe'er  you  are  that  bide  the  pelting K.  L. 

Wrinkles. — With  mirth  and  laughter  let  old  w,  come Mer.  V. 

Write. — Once  did  hold  it,  as  our  statists  do,  a  baseness  to  iv.  fair Ham. 

Wrong. — If  you  poison  us  ...  ,  if  you  w.  us,  shall  we  not  revenge? Mer.  V. 

What  judgment  shall  I  dread,  doing  no  iv.  ? .....Mer.  V. 

To  persist  in  doing  iv.  extenuates  not  iv Tr.  dr'  Cr. 

Make  his  iv.s  his  outsides,  to  wear  them  like  his  raiment 7 iin.  A. 

You  IV.  me  every  way,  you  iv.  me,  Brutus y.  C. 

Wry-nkcked. — Vile  squealing  of  the  w-  fife Mer.  V. 


X. 

Xantippe. — ^As  curst  and  shrewd  as  Socrates'  X,  or  a  worse Tarn.  Sh.    3      21 


y. 

Yawn. — When  churchyards  _y. ,  and  hell  itself  breathes  out Ham, 

Year. — Go  which  way  it  will,  he  that  dies  this_y.  is  quit  for  the  next  ...2  //.  IV. 

I  am  declined  into  the  vale  oiy.s 0th. 

Yesterday. — But  y.  the  word  ofCsesar  might  have  stood  against y.  C. 

Yoke. — In  time  the  savage  bull  doth  bear  the^ M.  Ado. 

YoRiCK. — Alas,  poor  Y.  !  I  knew  him,  Horatio  :  a  fellow  of  infinite  jt-st..//<i«^. 
Young. — When  she  was_y.  you  wooed  her;  now,  in  age,  is  she W   Tale. 

So  wise,  %oy.,  they  say,  do  never  live  long R.  Ill, 
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V.    p. 


Young.— His  years  but^.,  but  his  experience  old ^'^-j^-  ^  ^l 

Youth  —He  that  is  more  than  a  v.  is  not  for  me,  .  .  .  he  that  is  less M  Ado.  2  16 

A  man  loves  the  meat  in  his  j/.  he  cannot  endure  in  his  age M-  Ado.  2  30 

His  May  oiy.  and  bloom  of  lustihood iv    /^'  ^  ^a 

V.  the  more  it  is  wasted,  the  sooner  it  wears i     ii    1^  ^ 

In  the  very  May-morn  of  his  jK.,  ripe  for  exploits  and tL  V.  4  237 

Now  all  the  y.  of  England  are  on  fire,  and  silken  dalliance H.  V.  4  241 

\ny  when  1  did  love  .  .  .  methought  it  was  very  sweet Ham.  8  164 


z. 

Zany.— Some  carry-tale,  some  please-man,  some  slight  Z L.  L.  L.  2  178 

Zeal.— Honest  Bardoiph  whose  z.  burns  in  his  nose 2  H.  IV.  4  ^02 

Zephyrs. — Gentl':  as  z.  blowing  below  the  violet Cym.  7  i53 

Zodiac— Having  gilt  the  ocean  .  .  .  gallops  the  Z.  in  his  glistering lit.  An.  7  ^99 


END. 
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